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Preface to the English Edition 


The Notebooks, 1944 is the second volume to appear in English of three works already published in Italian under the title of Quaderni which contain additional 
visions and dictations received by Maria Valtorta during the period extending from 1943 to 1951, when she contemplated and recorded the events which would 
constitute her major opus on the life of Christ. 


The text of this translation is accompanied by references to other works by the writer, a number of which are available in English, and readers are also provided 
with biographical information shedding light on The Notebooks and numerous annotations concerning the Gospel episodes which were revealed to her while these 
passages were being written. 


The material selected for publication in this volume embraces a vast and varied array of topics ranging from visions of the Crucifixion and of the early Christian 
martyrs to commentaries by Christ on multiple facets of revealed truth and his redemptive and sanctifying action. 


Within the scope and variety of the subjects dealt with, however, a central underlying theme is Maria Valtorta's personal experience of intense purification and 
trial, especially during the period in which the seriously infirm writer was forced by wartime evacuation to leave her home in Viareggio and spend months in 
unfamiliar surroundings. In 1944, particularly in April, she was subjected to an excruciating state of "spiritual abandonment" in which we can discern the 
characteristic marks of a profound "night of the spirit," as described by St. John of the Cross and undergone by all the great Christian mystics in preparation for 
definitive union with the Holy Trinity, or "mystical marriage." The term used in the Valtortan writings for this supreme consummation of Trinitarian love in the 
human spirit is "fusion. " 


This time of deep trial and progressive elevation included a growing identification with Christ Crucified and the Sorrows of Mary which was augmented by 
numerous revelations concerning the Passion. As a counterpoint to certain painful states bringing the writer to the brink of despair, abundant consolations were 
also provided in the form of even the physical proximity of Jesus and Mary and a striking sequence of contemplations and locutions involving some of the greatest 
saints: John the Apostle, Paul, Joseph, Francis of Assisi, Mary Magdalene, Margaret Mary, Therese of the Child Jesus, and Catherine of Siena. This succession of 
unexpected encounters with brothers and sisters in the Mystical Body of Christ produces a living sense of one of the core realities of Catholic faith, the 
"Communion of the Saints," wherein the perfect joy and peace of the inhabitants of the Heavenly Jerusalem are intimately associated with the pain and tribulation 
of those still engaged in spiritual combat on earth. 


Perhaps the image which best summarizes the content of these Notebooks of 1944 is that of the "song of love," which forcefully recalls the biblical "Song of 
Songs." At the beginning of the year, Christ says, "...I gave you my heart as a pillow and my mouth as music and linen, which dried your tears with its kiss and 
relieved your pain with its song of love" (January 9). A description of Heaven received on March 6 is expressed as follows: 


Paradise sings with words of light. It is light. It is the glowing of light that forms these solemn, powerful, soft chords, in which there are the trills of 
children, the sighs of virgins, the kisses of lovers, the hosannas of adults, and the glory of seraphim. They are not songs like those of the poor Earth, 
where even the most spiritual things must be clothed in human forms. Here there is the harmony of splendors producing sound. It is an arpeggio of 
luminous notes rising and falling as the splendors change, and it is eternal and always new, for nothing is weighed down with old age in this eternal 
Present. 


Later (June 15), Jesus also uses the figure of song to describe the protection which He offers the infirm writer, along with John the Apostle and Evangelist, 
symbolized by the "eagle": 


This little 'voice' of mine, like that of a small sparrow remaining with its wings extended to follow the flight of the eagle because it would like to 
follow it to hear its song and repeat it to its companions-for the royal eagle does not oppress the little sparrows, but makes friends with them, even in 
prison-deserves to have the impetuous current of the royal flight carry its smallness, incapable of heights, off to the heights of Paradise and to have 
the eagle defend it, under the protection of its powerful wings, from kites and falcons and enable it, on the solitary rock, to feed on morsels which the 
eagle shreds for it. For the eagle loves it. 


It loves this little voice very much. And it has thus rebaptized it 'John,' so that it will be defended by the apostolic eagle, in addition to the Divine 
Eagle, and learn its song from ours, and have peace in the shadow of our fortitude, warmth from the Sun to which we carry it off, and food from what 
we give it. I defend it-John and I. 


On July 13 the writer notes, "I have been very ill since yesterday afternoon on account of my heart. Whereas yesterday morning, after the Mother came, I was so 
relieved, physically as well, that I even sang a love song to Jesus which I composed, both music and lyrics." Towards the end of the year, on granting a vision of 
the heavenly hosts over Bethlehem, Christ says, "Look. May the first comfort of Christmastime be given to your suffering: the song that filled the horizons on the 
night which saw my birth. With their love the angels sing 'Peace on earth to men of good will.' They sing peace to you." 


Indeed, the authenticity of these "private revelations" granted to Maria Valtorta can best be gauged by the intensity of the Divine Love throbbing symphonically 
through all these passages, like beats of the Sacred Heart. On February 20, Christ repeated to the writer a central reflection He had previously affirmed: "You will 
not be great because of the contemplations and the dictations. These are mine. But because of your love. And the highest love lies in sharing sorrow." 


These writings are in fact a continuous witness to a basic tenet of the New Testament: "God is Love" (1 John 4:16). In her locution on May 13, Our Lady states 
that her "theology... has only one key word: 'Love.' I am Queen of the Heavens because I have understood this theology as no other creature has." The same entry 
contains a further. counsel: 


Let there be a point in you, the deepest one, which, in the midst of a whole wounded, stricken, agonizing being stupefied by pain, exhausted by the 
devil's assaults, nauseated by life events, and tossed about like a ship in a storm, is able to remain still and alive in love. A point in you which has this 
one mission-to love-and fulfills it for your mind, heart, and flesh. And let that point be your sanctuary. Let the altar be there with the lamp which is 
always lit, with flowers which are always fresh, and with praise which is always resounding. 


In a complementary passage on June 15, Christ says, "For those who always take the liberty of reproaching Me for my words, I say, if they don't understand them, 
let them study theology. They reflect what theology teaches." A theology based on human erudition alone does not, however, suffice, for such thinkers have only 
the "single wing" of knowledge and lack the "other one" of "total charity" in being "learned, but not loving." 


Similarly, in a locution on January 14, Jesus reveals that the supreme measure of all religion is divine charity: 


O lukewarm Catholic Christians, how often my Word shines and becomes light in the hearts of those who are not your brothers and sisters in 
Catholicism, but who surpass you in love for Christ and, even if they do not know Christ, in love for the true God, whom they feel -although He is 
unknown to them-to be living eternally in his Creation! In truth I tell you that the Spirit of God knows no limitation and becomes the Teacher of 
Truth for many... 


... It is always He, the Third Divine Person, who prepares the way for Me in the hearts that have not yet received Me as Truth and waters them for Me 
so that my Truth, deposited like a seed borne by the divine wind, will become a large tree in them in which all the virtues may take up their dwelling. 
Prior to Me, He baptizes present-day pagans (and by "pagans" I mean all non-Catholics)... He baptizes with the fire of true love. 


As we move into the Third Millennium of Christianity, the writings of Maria Valtorta, who offered herself to the Father as a "victim soul" alongside Christ the 
Redeemer, sing to us the enduring hymn of this "fire of true love" guiding our passage from human history into the fullness of eternal life. 


Rome 
August 28, 1998 
David G. Murray 


The Notebooks 
1944 


January 1, 1944 


Today I have had only the joy of contemplating the Holy Face of Jesus. 


Perhaps my Good Jesus reckoned He had spoken to me enough in the dictation of December 31, 1943, which began on that day and ended at 2:30 a.m. on January 
1, after a few hours' interruption due to external factors of which you' are well aware and which are a torment for me, for I would like to be able to devote myself 
to listening to Him alone. Perhaps He has wanted to act this way because, in addition, poor Maria has been gasping today like a pike pulled out of the water and 
was feeling really ill from 3 to 9 p.m., with breathlessness and palpitation that were quite impressive and plunged me into drowsiness before usual, so quickly that 
I was left with the three cushions, in such fashion that I am aching all over. 


But I am happy because I have seen Him. Especially his blessed eyes. I sank into that living, magnetic sapphire and emerged from it gloriously. And after these 


few words in that blessedness, I recollect myself so that He will remain as my company throughout the night. 


January 2 
8am. 


For the time being, there is still contemplation. It was granted to me to see Jesus and John, the Former 
alongside the latter, with his right arm over the shoulders of John, who is much shorter and more thickset than Jesus. But very handsome. 


He has neither a beard nor a mustache-though he has at least some light blond down over his upper lip which is lost in the rosiness of his face. He is fair-haired, 
but the fairness is lighter than Jesus': a chestnut blond, not Jesus' coppery blond. 


His eyes are also blue. A clear blue which is nevertheless more intense than Mary's, but not so deep or so bright as Jesus'. The eyes of a pure, meek, loving child. 
Eyes which it is restful to look at. 


The mouth has the serene smile of a young, happy child-of course because he is close to his Master. It is not the enraptured smile of Mary or that of Christ, full of 
dignity and a seriousness which is almost melancholy. It is a more human smile than these other two. But very beautiful. 


After having looked very closely, I noticed a resemblance between Jesus' features and those of his disciple, as if Jesus were an older brother and thus with more 
manly features, rendered more distinguished by a-what shall I say?-fully attained spiritual cultivation, testimony, and loftiness. 


The question "But weren't they perhaps somewhat related?" popped into my mind, and I picked up the Gospel. I got dizzy looking, but grasped nothing. There is 
mention of Zebedee and Salome, but what else...? It is true that I am not good at all at reconstructing kinship relations, but in leafing through the four Gospels I 
didn't even find anything really capable of providing an explanation, not even in the footnotes. 


Allright. It does not matter. I saw Jesus and his and my beloved one, and that's enough for me. 


The Same Day, 11 p.m. 


Jesus says: 
"And now that you can finally be entirely mine, I shall speak to you. 


"It is charity to be patient even with those who disturb, and you must not reject this charity or get nervous. Look at your Master. I give you a great lesson on 
forbearance. Not wanting to subject you to twice as much effort by speaking to you while others are speaking to you or making an uproar around you and not 
wanting to make others aware of my instruction for you, I wait-with a patience which does not weary of being such-for you to be entirely for Me. You see how 
peacefully I wait and how benignly I resume speaking to you when the time has come. Learn to act this way yourself, with no fear of losing anything, without 
getting irritated in any way. You lose nothing. Be at peace. You acquire only the merit of a virtuous act. 


"This evening I shall speak to you about those who, because they had believed in the Forerunner and followed Me, were chosen by Me as my apostles. And I shall 
also speak to you about the lost sheep of the little flock from whom there came the immense flock which now extends over the earth and is the flock baptized in 
my Name. 


"Physical resemblances have no importance, Maria. They are fortuitous combinations. There are relatives who do not resemble one another physically as much as 
two who are not relatives do, and vice versa. There are also physical attractions whereby two resembling each other love one another more than two who are 
different do, almost as if one contemplated a second self in the other, seeing the other adorned with those embellishments which love brings one to see and which, 
for those who love, make the object of their love perfect. But this has no importance. 


"It must be borne in mind that Galilee was not a vast world and that there were relatively few Galileans, who almost always married among themselves, and that 
bodily traits were thus repeated in two or three types which for centuries had been found over and over again on those faces. It would not be mistaken to say that 
in all the little towns, if one were to go back to the beginnings, two or three original family branches would be encountered which had married again and again 
among themselves, giving rise to a marked physical characteristic in the whole Galilean race. 


"It should thus cause no surprise that John displayed a physical resemblance to Me. He was a fair-haired Galilean-a particularity which was rarer than the case of 
the dark-haired Galilean, but which also existed. But his resemblance was even more marked as regards the spirit. 


"Having come to Me when still virginal, young, and innocent, he had been able to assimilate Me as had no other. He was a true copy of the Master. Love had led 
him to take on not only my thought, but even my way of speaking, gesturing, and moving. It had even made him resemble Me more in his face, a phenomenon 
which is not unknown among two who love one another perfectly. And John loved Me with perfect love. Do you see how he beams with the joy of hearing this 
said to him? No one loved Me as he did, except for the Blessed Woman, with a love which did not know an instant of hesitation or error. And no one, except for 
my Mother and the children who came to seek my caress, gave Me the gift of a heart as pure as his was. 


"John died in old age, but the passing decades did not obscure that angelical purity, which knew no flame other than that of divine love and no caress other than 
that of my Mother. 


"He was the youngest in the apostolic group. The Iscariot came after him in age. And he, too, could have been like John by virtue of his age. But he was not. And 
if he was not virginal, neither did he become chaste after having known Me. He was impure. And impurity impedes God's work in hearts and favors Satan's as does 
no other passion. 


"His face is familiar to you. It's that one. He appeared to you as the Seducer. For, in his attractiveness, he in fact resembled the Most Attractive One, who had 
rebelled against God and who is the father of all God's enemies. 


"Attractiveness, too, is a weapon in Satan's hands, and he does not neglect impressing his seductive character on his instruments. In this way he attracts them 
towards his abyss and can gnaw at their hearts, injecting the threefold sin into them. And Judas had concupiscence in his heart regarding money, the flesh, and 
power. And because of these three Nemeses which oppressed him-and which he did not want to overcome-he became the God-killer. When Satan wants to capture 
someone, he offers woman, to conquer whom it is necessary to have wealth and honors. When he has captured, he denies money, honors, and woman and gives 
only desperation and death. 


"John was the sun in the apostolic group. Judas was darkness. He was a son of Deceit. My Light and Truth could not penetrate into him. And if in spite of his 
prejudices I was able to make Nathaniel a convinced person and Levi a convert, since in the former there was no deceit and in the latter no resistance to grace, I 
could do nothing in Judas because his heart was possessed, nor could I penetrate into it because he barred my entry. He followed Me out of human hope. He 
betrayed Me out of human greed. He sold the Christ to his crucifiers and his soul to Satan, who had been instigating him for years, for Satan is not God, who gives 
even if you do not give so as to conquer you for Himself: Satan wants one hundred percent. He wants you, eternally, in exchange for an hour of deceitful success. 
Remember this. 


"I endured this snake in the group to teach men forbearance and persistence in order to save. Not a single one of Judas' thoughts was unknown to Me. And it was 
an advance passion to have him nearby. A torment which you do not contemplate, but which was no less bitter than the others. I taught you to put up with 
bothersome things and persons-for what person is more repulsive than the one who betrays? 


"Maria, the life of Christ is a teaching even in the most insignificant details, and I instruct you on it because I want you to know Me and imitate Me even in lesser 
things. 


"I bless you." 


Throughout the day I had been seeing the Apostolic College and waiting for night to come in order to receive Jesus' explanation of it. Today I have spent a 
day-practicing patience. Never free to listen to Jesus. 


Now I shall tell you what I saw. 


John has been so well described that I won't repeat myself. He is the youngest of all and, in my opinion, the most handsome. Judas Iscariot comes next in age-in 
him I rediscover the face in that dream I had so many years ago, which I described for you in my personal notes. A handsomeness which, if you examine closely, 
causes repugnance and fear, for it is felt to be wicked and false. A Satanic handsomeness. 


I next see the other Judas, the relative of Jesus, whom he does not resemble at all because he is dark and muscular, shorter than Jesus. He seems to be about thirty 
years old. He has a dark, square beard. Judas Iscariot does not have a beard, as John does not, and his hair is curly and shorter than John's. It seems to have been 
trimmed all around, more or less even with the length of his head. 


Peter also has short hair, but with a salt-and-pepper color, since there is some white hair amidst the black. He seems to be forty-five or over. Short and muscular. 


Next is a group of men about forty years old, in which there are certainly Andrew, Thomas, Matthew, and the two Jameses, then two very elderly men whose hair 
and beards are more white than dark. I do not know why, but I think they are Philip and Bartholomew. But the Master does not explain to me, and I remain 
focused on John, Peter, the Iscariot, and Judas Thaddeus, whose only resemblance to Christ is his dark blue eyes, which, however, lack the radiance of Jesus' eyes. 


And with this vision in my heart I he back to sleep. Tomorrow I shall tell you about Paola's joy over a dream she had-and mine-for I provoked that dream by 
asking the "Mother of orphans" to go to Paola. 


January 3 


Jesus says: 


"I am the Good Samaritan. There is no one but Me to have mercy on your wounds and to bend over you, pouring upon them the oil and wine squeezed out of love, 
without repugnance or weariness. 


"In exchange for all the gall and vinegar which you give Me-O men who offend Me in my nature and in my doctrine-I give you the wine of my Blood, squeezed 
out of my veins as if from a bunch of grapes placed in the wine press-not so much by the crucifiers as by the love for you which put Me into the hands of the 
crucifiers-and I give you the oil of my Mercy, which flowed from my crushed heart even after death, so that not even my corpse would be free from offense and 
not a drop of my Blood would be left for Me. 


"Satan the thief assaults and wounds you and then abandons you. The world observes and mocks you-if it does not also join Satan to wound you. I alone come and 
have mercy on your state. 


"Do not refuse the Friend who wants to save you. Let yourselves be cared for by Him. Come to the One who loves you." 


January 4 
Daniel 11:27 


Jesus says: 
"Daniel, inspired by God, states a truth which is now excessively overlooked. 


"The mystery of the future and the other, greater mystery of the hereafter may not be known-in the form and breadth willed by God-except by those to whom God 
wants to make them known. Directly. Without intermediaries. Without props. Without devices. Without helpers. 


"For the Spirit there are no limitations or obstacles or confines or insufficiencies or needs. He is powerful, free, and instantaneous. He brings light and intelligence 
with Him. Even an uneducated or mentally retarded person, if assailed by the Spirit of God, becomes learned -not with your poor human science, but with the 
sublime Science of God. 


"I said, 'I thank you, O Father, for you have hidden these things from the learned and have revealed them to the humble.' 


10 


On saying 'Father,' I was also saying 'Spirit,' for the Father is One with the Spirit, and I am with Them, and whoever blesses One blesses the Three, and whoever is 
loved by One is in the arms of the Three, for there are not three Gods, but one God alone with a triniform nature and a single unity. 


"Great is the Father; great is the Son; and great is the Spirit. Powerful is the Father; powerful is the Son; and powerful is the Spirit. Holy is the Father; holy is the 
Son; and holy is the Spirit. To the same degree. 


"The Father comes in his unity generating us. The Son comes with his saving origin. The Spirit comes with his septiform sanctifying flame. They come loving one 
another and loving and make a humble person, the least of persons, into an eye penetrating into the mystery of God, a mouth speaking the words of God. 


"Those kissed by God are not the ones among men who, filled with error, are hungry for magicians and diviners. They are not the ones who, with histrionic 
manifestations, try to emulate God in themselves and seduce the credulous without true faith. They are not the ones who turn their Satanism into gain. These 
are-and may they be increasingly-accursed! 


"Those kissed by God are the ones who lead the chaste, mortified, and loving life of the servant of God. Those who flee applause and hate to be known. Those 
who, lost in the vortex of light that is God, with their hearts nourished with faith and the spirit of charity, remain like mystical mouths upon my Self, breathing in 
Truth and Knowledge from Me. Not coercers, not overbearing, not merchants of mystery, they receive what I give in simplicity, in love, in honesty. Not profaners, 
they would never allow themselves in any way to stir up the atmosphere capable of creating that climate which not I-who do not need climates and an atmosphere, 
I repeat to you-but their Satanism needs to receive the outflow of the Evil One. 


"Shammers of God and his saints-worse than shammers, parodists of God and his saints-regarding whom they put on an act which is sacrilege. Children, subjects, 
and ministers of Satan, his baits. Not a word of truth is in their mouths, not a light in their hearts. Deceit carries them and whoever believes in them away into the 
depths of the abyss sought for by them. Nor can it be otherwise, for even the Crafty One cannot know the thought of God to the root, and he does not say even 
what he knows, since he is always the Serpent who sings a lying song to bring ruin wherever his jealousy sees that there may still be a dwelling for the Lord. 


"How can you believe in those phantoms, smoke from Satan's mouth, who appear to you to simulate what only God can send you for your spiritual guidance? 
And don't you realize that, if it is true that God can accept your desire to feel Him to be a loving Father-more than most men so desire-it is also true that no one-I 
repeat, no one-not even a saint, can impose himself and say to Him, 'Come. I command you'? 


"I come when, where, and as I will, in the hour and the environment I will. I speak to you as I will. And between the truthful simplicity which is my sign and the 
simple humility which is the sign of my servants, on the one hand, and the deceitful prancing and the avid Pride of the. opposing, false possessors of truth, on the 
other, there is an even greater difference than the one existing between the sun and the starless night, and a vaster abyss than the one existing between one shore 
and another of the oceans, whose depths in certain areas cannot be measured by you. On this side are God and his truth. On that side are Satan and his error On 
this side my hand is outstretched to bless the humble flowers who receive my light, blessing Me and judging themselves to be unworthy of it. On that side my hand 
is outstretched to curse because they are poisonous flowers of a putrid pool clutched by serpents with an eternally fatal venom. 


"As for you, I say, 'This is my word. Receive it for your peace." 


"The three crosses are the sign of three victims in this city. One is already bearing the ripe fruit which should be detached from the holy tree in order to be stored 
in the City of God. Peace has come for her, and, like Christ after his martyrdom, she is lowered from the cross to be a seed for blessed life. Greet your sister soul. 


"The other two crosses belong to two other victims. One is yours. It is still upraised towards heaven because your mission is still to last for a time. The mountain is 
desolate, and its threefold crown is sad. But see how close it is to Heaven and how much sky there is around it. And how far away the world is. You are already 
between the altar and heaven, O my dear victims, and the angels are around you to gather in your spirits when you consummate the final pain 


"The vision will come closer and closer to you, for I am burning to see you live through my Passion. But do not fear. Like a tenderly bending branch, so the Cross 
will set you down after the trial, as it set down your sister, and Heaven will open for you. 


"Go in peace." 


January 5 


Jesus says: 


"What you have seen is the blessed falling asleep of my Mother. You are so exhausted and tortured that my love feels the need to pour the sweetness of visions 
upon you. And-for you, that must die-what could be more comforting than this one? 


"The death of the victims is not always so placid as Mary's passing on. There are some among you that remain on the cross until their last breath. But even if it 
were for the duration of this last breath, ecstasy accompanies you, beyond pain, to the peace of heaven. Pain is already exhausted when your evening comes, and 
from the Heavens peace flows over you, not waiting for you, but running to meet you to cover you with its balm after 
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so much martyrdom. 


"Do not fear, you that offer yourselves. I, Expiator for the whole world, was the only one who knew no comfort in my death. And because I experienced that 
bitterness, I have mercy and open the gates of Heaven to my little christs to assail them with light and rejoicing in their final moments. No, you that have chosen 
the cross do not die. You leave pain to enter into joy. And since the joy of the child of God is to possess God, this joy is given you in advance of death in a 
knowledge of God, whom your eyes see before closing upon the horror of the Earth. 


"Have faith in Me. The death of my disciples is the envy of the angels. 
"You have already been told by my Mother that at the end of her earthly days love increased in Her like an overflowing flood and a fire reaching its peak. 


"Mary's life had always been life in the Lord. The vicissitudes and occupations of existence were not an obstacle to her union with God. For Her, to live had been 
to pray; to pray had been to contemplate. Her hours of prayer were abysses of adoration, of charity, pearls of inestimable beauty in the great treasury of her days. 
What for others is consumption in ardor was for Her an increase in life, and, for Her, to rest was not to sleep, but to recollect Herself in God, in the silence of the 
nights, and to love Him, to love Him with her spirit enraptured, while the flesh, abandoned by the soul, lay awaiting the return of the spirit, made joyful and 
strengthened by the embrace of her God. Dew is nourishment for the flowers. The dew of love was nourishment for Mary. She fed on it as if upon divine manna. 


"When her final sunset came, like a weary lily bending under the stars at night and closing her eyes of whiteness, Mary lay back on her couch and closed her eyes 
upon the world to recollect Herself in a final earthly contemplation of her God. 


"Bending over her rest, Mary's angel anxiously waited for the impetus of ecstasy to separate that spirit from the earth forever, while from the Heavens there 
descended the gentle command of God: 'Come, O All-Beautiful One,' and that angelical light shone more brightly in her holy rejoicing, calling from Heaven other 
cohorts of lights to the hosanna for the Victorious Woman who was ascending to her triumph. 


"Bending over her rest, the angel John also watched over the Mother, who was leaving him alone. And when he saw that She was still, he kept on watching so that 
the Inviolate One of God, sleeping so placidly and beautifully, would remain unprofaned by irreverent gazes, even after death. John, to whom virginity had given 
the gift of feeling Mary's desires, as love had given him the capacity to understand Me like no one else, ever, did not permit any violation of the Blessed One, 
whose death had been like the change in color of a flower towards an even purer whiteness, like that of a lily opening on an April dawn. On her dawn in Heaven. 


"Your legend states that in Mary's tomb, reopened for Thomas, there were only flowers. Mary's tomb did not swallow up her body. Mary's body was not there. 
Mary did not die. She was joined with her body to the spirit which had preceded her. Reversing the usual laws whereby ecstasy ends when the spirit returns to the 
body, it was Mary's body that returned to the spirit after a pause on the deathbed. 


"Everything is possible for God. I came out of the tomb with no help other than my power. Mary came to Me without experiencing the tomb, with its horror of 
putrescence. It is one of the brightest miracles of God. 


"You have no relics of the body and tomb of Mary because Mary had no tomb. Her Body was taken up into Heaven. She awaits you there, praying to her Son for 
you." 


I told you that since last night I have been seeing the Virgin's sleep. Entirely white, composed, serene. Her hands joined over her chest, the right leg slightly bent at 
the knee. I saw her lie back on that sort of bed and close her eyes like someone falling asleep in great peace. 


It is impossible to express the grace of the act and appearance. It is something both restful and moving. 


January 6 
1 Maccabees 3:18-19-21 


Jesus says: 


"I have told you over and over again-and tell you once more today, the day of Christ's manifestation-that when God is with you, all the forces of Earth joined 
together are like smoke dispersed by a mighty wind. 


"Power is not in weapons or in the number of those armed. Power is in the portion which God has with Himself. God is where there is honesty in life, love for the 
Lord, and the justice of uprightness. 


"It is vain to hope that God will be present where sins surpass that limit which my Mercy accepts because it remembers having been Man and having undergone 
the assaults of the Enemy, overcoming them because it was One with the Will of the Father, which does not want man to be lost, but to overcome so as to be 
saved. God is not present where, in the name of overbearance, abuse and arrogance are permitted. God is not present where there is no love for Him, and there is 
no love where there is sinful living and a lack of charity towards one's neighbor. 


"Do not lie by saying, 'I love God, but cannot love my neighbor because he has done this or that to me.' No. You do not love. 


"If you fed on charity to the point of making it your flesh and blood, you could not distinguish and separate, and you would move without impairment from the 
sublime love offered to God to the holy love offered to your neighbor. If Charity were alive in you, like a divine cloak you would cover over the wretchedness of 
your brothers and sisters and have them appear as lesser copies of God, whose children they are, as you are. If you made Charity your life, you would be blessed 
in loving those who do not love you, knowing that in this way you would reach perfect love, which does not act in the hope of recompense from those receiving it, 
but believing with absolute faith that the Good One takes note of your affections and will turn them into eternal riches for you when you enter into the Kingdom. 


"And what did I do, and what do I do in your regard? Do I love those who love Me? No, I love with a painful love even those who offend Me. I loved you before 
you existed, though knowing the offenses you would commit against Me, and if I feel a heavenly predilection for those who love Me because they, in their love 
for Me, are the comfort of my heart, for you that strike Me I superabound in Mercy, and as if from an inexhaustible fount I shower upon you the wave of love to 
call you to Myself, to save you for Myself, to give you that joy which you can find only in Me, hoping to penetrate you and soften your hardness and make you 
good, O children who have cost Me so much and who do not want to believe in Me. 


"Do not refuse my hand reaching out to you, which experienced the agony of being pierced, but which suffers much more over being rejected than over being 
pierced. The piercing would have been sweet for Me if I had known that salvation would come from it. The numberless wounds would have been caresses; the 
thorns, kisses; and the cross, an embrace-if my all-seeing thought had known that from my Sacrifice there would come redemption for the whole human race. It 
now falls, wearied by its weight of mercy, which I cannot pour out. 


"I am given gold by the prayers of the saints and incense by the holocaust of the victims, but the myrrh, the most bitter myrrh is given to Me by you that do not 
love Me and make Me savor once more the chalice of Gethsemane and the sponge of Calvary with your lack of love. Most precious are the gold and the incense 
laid down at my feet, which willingly ran to death for your sake. But little, little, too little respect for the heaps of myrrh with which the Earth is covered and from 
the top of which Satan is laughing, mocking Me, whom he regards as defeated by the uselessness of the sacrifice. 


"But I am not defeated. The defeated will always and exclusively be the servants of Satan. My saved ones and I shall be eternally victorious, and from our 
peaceful, shining, everlasting glory we shall see those cast down by the holy and awesome Name-which is mine-disappearing into eternal Death. 
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"Children who still love Me, do not be afraid. I am the Savior. And you that, without hating Me, are unable to love, rouse yourselves and come to Me. I call you 
around my sign. Come. Believe. Purify yourselves, set yourselves aflame, hope. Terrify your spiritual enemies and your material enemies with the sword of love." 


January 7 


Jesus says: 


"Man, who are dear to Me, in spite of your errors, lost sheep for whom I have walked and for whom I have shed my Blood to point out to you the way of Truth, 
this dictation is for you. An instruction for you. Do not refuse my gift. 


"Do not commit the sacrilege of thinking that another word is more rightful than this one. This one is mine. It is my voice, which for centuries has always been the 
same, which does not change, which does not contradict itself, which is not renewed with the passing of the ages because it is perfect, and progress does not affect 
it. You can update yourselves. Not I, who am as on the first day in my doctrine, just as from eternity I am forever in my nature. I am the Word of God, the Wisdom 
of the Father. 


"In my one, true Gospel it is stated: 'I am the God of Abraham, the God of Isaac, the God of Jacob. Not the God of the dead, but of the living.' Abraham lived once. 
Isaac lived once. Jacob lived once. You shall live once. I, who am God, took on flesh once and will not take it on a second time, for God, too, respects order. And 
the order of human life is this: 


"For a spirit to be fused to flesh to make man like God, who is not flesh, but spirit, not animal, but supernatural. 


"For the flesh, when it declines, in its evening, to fall like a slough and covering into the nothingness from which it was taken and the spirit to return to its 
life-blessed, if it lived; damned, if it Perished for having made the flesh its lord instead of making God the lord of its spirit. "For that spirit-from the hereafter, 
whose details you uselessly wish to know, without contenting yourselves with believing in its existence-to wait, with a fearful trembling or a joyful thrill, to see the 
flesh rise again to clothe itself therein once again on Earth's last day and to plunge with it into the abyss or penetrate into Heaven, also glorified in matter, with 
which you have overcome because it has been your natural enemy, changed into a supernatural ally by you. 


"But how could you take on one flesh at the time of my sublime review and go to condemnation or glory with it if each spirit had many fleshly existences? And 
which would it choose from among them? The first or the last? 


"Tf the first was valid, according to your theories, for the spirit's accession to the second, it is already meritorious flesh-indeed, more meritorious than the others to 
possess heaven, for what exacts an effort is the first victory. After the accession, it is protracted. But if only the perfect are to enter Heaven, how can the first flesh 
enter? It would be unjust to exclude the first and unjust to believe that there will be exclusion of the last one of your fleshly existences, which, by an infelicitous 
theory, you believe can clothe your spirit-like a suit laid down in the evening and taken up again in the morning-embodied and disembodied and embodied once 
again, in an ascending series. 


"And how could you invoke the blessed if they were already reincarnated? And how could you call your deceased yours if at that moment they were already the 
children of others? 


"No. The spirit lives. Once created, it is never destroyed. It lives in Life if it has lived on earth, in the only life which is granted to you as a child of God. It lives in 
Death if it has lived in earthly life as a child of Satan. What belongs to God returns to God forever. What belongs to Satan returns to Satan forever. 


"And do not say, 'This is bad.' This-I, the Truth, am telling you-is supremely good. If you lived a thousand lives, you would become Satan's bait a thousand times, 
and you would not always be able to emerge wounded, but alive. In living a single time and knowing that your destiny resides in that time, if you are not accursed 
worshippers of the Beast, you act at least with that minimum of will which suffices for Me to save you. 


"Moreover, blessed are those who, instead of the minimum, give their whole selves and live in my Law. The God of the living observes them from Heaven with 
infinite love, and the good you still have on earth is had through these saints, whom you sometimes disdain, but whom the Saints call 'brothers and sisters,’ whom 
the angels caress, and whom the Triune God blesses." 


(This is for... But do not include this note of mine in the typewritten copy. Jesus does not want this. He says it is enough for him to read it without a special 
reference, and I will do the rest.) 


January 8 


Jesus says: 


"Among the many things which the world denies, puffed up with pride and incredulity as it is now, is the power and presence of the devil. The atheism which 
denies God of course denies Lucifer as well, the one created by God, the rebel against God, the adversary of God, the Tempter, the Envious One, the Crafty One, 
the Tireless One, the Emulator of God. 


"I have already told you that Satan, who became such through a sin of pride-even now that he has plunged from the realms of the Most High, which he dared to 
assault, into the deep abyss where there is darkness and horror-has wanted to establish in that depth a copy of the heavenly court and have his ministers and his 
angels, his subjects and his children, and in his manifestations he camouflages himself as a spirit of light, covering his appearance and his thought as the Most 
Lowly One with deceitful sheaths copied from the Most High to draw you into error. 


"But those who really live with their spirits vivified by Grace hear the false sound and see beyond the appearance and by spiritual intuition recognize the Seducer 
behind the phantom showing itself. This evidently occurs for those whom the three virtues protect with a holy defense and whom Grace vivifies. The others -and 
not just the atheists who deny, but the lukewarm who slumber, the indifferent who do not observe, the thoughtless who do not reflect, and the imprudent who go 
forward like madmen-cannot see Satan beyond the innocuous appearance or the hypocritical appearance, and they become his bait. 


"Do not deny the existence of Satan, children who perish from always denying, denying everything. He is not a fantasy of silly women or a medieval superstition. 
He is a true reality. 


"Satan exists. And he is tireless in acting. Above, God is tireless in good. Below, Satan is tireless in evil. The words of the psalm are not a pretty pious phrase, and 
the Apostle's words are not the fine phrasing of an orator. Satan roams about you like a roaring lion and acts in darkness to carry you to himself. Although by now 
your incredulity, your indifference, and your atheism would allow him to act even in the light, openly, since you open the gates of your souls wide to him and with 
your unbridled desires say to him, 'Come in. Provided I get what I want in this earthly hour, I'll make you the lord of my self.’ If it weren't that way, you could not 
arrive at that manner of life which you have reached and which causes God and his saints, servants, and children horror. 


"But remember that metaphorically, artificially, or in reality Satan acts deceitfully in darkness. He coils around you with the windings and subtleties of a snake 
lying in ambush in thick bush. Although he sees you already so torn away from God, he still does not dare to present himself face to face and say, 'It's me. Follow 
me,' for he knows you are cowards in evil as in good. There are still a few bold ones among you who in this explicit encounter would dare to say, 'I'm coming.’ You 
are hypocritical even in evil and, while desiring his help, you do not dare to confess this desire. "But Satan has no need for words. His glance pierces your hearts, 
as mine does. I see your lust for Satanism; he sees the same thing and acts. 
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"After having tried to destroy the Christ by tempting Him, the Church by giving her periods of darkness, Christianity with schisms, and civil society with sects, 
now, on the eve of his manifestation preparing for the final one, he is trying to destroy your consciences after having already destroyed your thought. That's 
right-destroyed. Destroyed not as the capacity for thinking as men, but as children of God. Rationalism and science separated from God have destroyed your 
thought as gods, and you now think as mud can think: on an earthly level. You do not see God impressed with his seal on the things your eyes see. To you they are 
stars, mountains, stones, waters, herbs, and animals. To the believers they are works of God, and with no need for anything else they immerse themselves in 
contemplation and praise of the Creator in the face of the numberless signs of his power which surround you and beautify your existence and are useful for your 
lives. 


"Satan is now assailing consciences. He is offering the fruit of yore-pleasure, a greed for knowledge, pride, and the sacrilegious hope of managing to be gods, 
gnawing at the flesh and at science. And pleasure makes you animals burned by lust, repellent, sick, and condemned in this life and the other one to the diseases of 
the flesh and the death of the spirit. And the greed for knowledge places you in the hands of the Deceiver, for, out of illicit thirst to know that which concerns the 
mysteries of God, in attempting to impose your will to know upon God you enable Satan to seduce you with his errors. 


"You cause Me pity. And you cause Me horror. Pity, because you are madmen. Horror, because you want to be such and mark the flesh of your souls with the sign 
of the Beast, refusing the Truth in exchange for Falsehood. 


"And can you believe that Satan will serve you? No. It is much more likely that God will grant you what you request, if it is something licit, than for Satan to give 
it to you. Satan has himself be served. And I assure you that for an hour he asks for your whole life, for one triumph, all of eternity. 


"And can you believe that by saying, 'I want this,' God will want it? No. God wants what is for your good. Not everything you want. 


"And can you imagine that at your command God and his ministers will come to you? No. Only a chaste, holy life; only a life crowned by the three torches of 
faith, hope, and charity; only a life defended by the other virtues practiced against Satan, the world, and the flesh; only a life led in my Law, in my doctrine, which 
is in my fourfold Gospel and has been the same for twenty centuries-and will be the same as long as the earth and man exist-only a 'Christian' life-that is, a life 
like Christ's, of devotion, obedience, and faithfulness to the Father, of constant generosity-obtain for your spirits that purification and sensitivity which can allow 
you to receive God and his ministers in such a perceptible manner as to give you the joy of vision and the joy of simply inspired or really spoken words. 


"I said, 'You cannot serve God and Satan at the same time.' No. Where one is, the other is not present. Your life is a sign of God, and your life is a sign of Satan. 


"When you are capable of reflection-on the assumption that there is still some area of your souls free from the possession which slays-examine yourselves, your 
works, the inspirations you receive. If you see they are honest, even in merely human terms, say, 'The power of God may be here.' But if they are contrary to 
human morality and poles apart from superhuman morality, also say, 'God cannot be here, but his Enemy' 


"And you, already perverted to the point of having embraced the accursed religion which I call 'Satanism' -that parody of religion which is sacrilege and a 
crime-remember that I don't need darkness, solitude, and magnetism to come. I am Light, and my saints are light. I do not fear the sun and do not fear the crowd. I 
can snatch out of the midst of a crowd and appear as the Sun in the sun. "My disciples can say how simple, sweet, spontaneous, and absolute my coming to them 
is, how I lift them beyond what surrounds them, plunging them into the light and the sound which is Heaven coming to them. 


"They can say how after every contact they feel their matter lose weight and take on spirituality, how after every fusion the flesh dies a little more and I live more 
and more intensely in them. I, the Victor over the flesh, the instrument of Satan, and therefore the Victor over Satan. 


"They can say how, renewed ever more deeply, they die mystically each time and always rise again more spiritualized. 


"They can state the peace, the serenity, and the equilibrium which are in them, the intelligence, love, and purity. Not human, even more than superhuman. Mine, 
for I become them, and they become Me. The creature no longer exists. I exist. They are a drop of blood in my Heart. I live. I reign. I make them gods because I 
assimilate them to Myself. 


"Satan cannot give what he does not give: to become like God. I give this to these disciples of mine because I fuse them to Myself and deify them in that fusion." 


January 9 
Isaiah 44:9-]]-17-18-25 


Jesus says: 
"I continue to speak to you, man, and to all those who, like you, are worshippers of deceitful idols. 


"There is no need to have an Olympus, like the pagans in ancient times, to be idolaters. There is no need to have fetishes, like the savage tribes, to be idolaters. 
You, too, are idolaters, and with the most opprobrious idolatry, you that adore what is not true, that serve a religion which is nothing but the worship of Satan, that 
adore the One in Darkness because you do not want to bow your perverted heads and even more perverted hearts before what was guidance and supernatural light 
for millions and millions of men who were also among the great of the Earth-and with the true greatness of the mind and the heart-who in this supernatural light 
and guidance found the lever for their elevation, the comfort of their lives, and the joy of their eternity and to whom the world, in spite of its ongoing evolution, 
looks with admiration, regretting the fact that it no longer has in itself that faith which made those great ones great on Earth and beyond the Earth. 


"Since the marrow of your souls is not nourished with true Faith and the knowledge of those eternal Truths which are the life of the spirit, you that have committed 
the crime against yourselves of denying the spirit created by God knowledge of the Law and the Doctrine given by God and call Religion superstition and describe 
its forms as useless regard yourselves as superior even to those great ones, who, in your view, should not be absolved of the sin of diminishing themselves to the 
level of a silly ignorant woman in having shown devotion to the Church and obedience to Religion, which is nothing but the substance of my Law and the 
Doctrine of my Son-true worship, therefore, of a true God whose manifestations are undeniable and certain. All of them: from Sinai to Calvary, from the Tomb 
crushed by divine power to the thousands and thousands of miracles which, over the course of the centuries, have written God's glories and the truth of his Being 
in time, as words of fire which does not fade out, of molten gold which is not obscured. 


"And like madmen tossing splendid jewels into the sea and carefully gathering pebbles, or rejecting healthy foods in order to fill their mouths with filth, in 
exchange for the Religion of God, which you reject, not finding it worthy of yourselves-pseudosupermen with Satanized minds, corrupt hearts, and prostituted 
spirits, idols, in turn, with feet of clay-in the place of the Religion rejected, you then accept the demoniac worship of the Enemy of God and become his ministers 
and proselytes. 


"These are the critics of my religion; these are the judges of my Church; these are the accusers of my ministers; these are the indicters of my faithful! They see my 
religion, the Church, priests, and the faithful as an object of mockery and a source of degradation. Then they, who say man doesn't need religion, doesn't need 
priests, and doesn't need ceremonies to respond to God, make themselves a dark, occult religion, laden with a whole secret rite which bears no comparison to the 
straightforward, light-filled rite of my religion. Men as corrupt as they are or more so become its ministers, in whom they believe with blind faith, and they take the 
histrionics of these men, possessed by Satan, to be the voices and manifestations of God. They become proselytes-and how observant they are!-of this obscene 
parody of worship, of this sacrilegious lie. 


"Here they are. Here are the ones who, in the place of the holy God, of the eternal Savior, set the Entity and the hellish entities, and they bow down to the ground 
before them-these, who regard it as unworthy of a man to bow before a true altar upon which my Glory triumphs, and the Mercy of my Son shines, and the 
vivifying Love of the Spirit flows, and Life and Grace come out of a Tabernacle and a Confessional, not because a man-like unto you in matter, but rendered a 
repository of a divine power by the Priesthood-gives you a little host of unleavened bread and pronounces for you a formula of human words, but because that bit 
of bread is my Son, living and true, as He is in Heaven at my right hand, with his Body and Blood, Soul, and Divinity, and those words make his Blood rain 
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down-which is pained over having poured out for so many of you, sacrilegious scorners of It-as it rained down from the height of his Cross, to which my love for 
you had nailed Him. 


"But do you not reflect, O pseudosupermen made of putrid slime ennobled by no light, on your inconsistency? You reject God and worship the idols of an 
obscene, demoniac religion. You say you venerate and believe in Christ and then flee from his Catholic, Apostolic, Roman Church; you set a cross in the place 
where you call the Enemy of the Cross and of the holy Crucified One. It is as if you were spitting the regurgitation of your interior upon that Cross. 


"And what greatness do you see in your farcical priests? In the mass of mine there are many who are deserving of reproach. But what about yours? Which of yours 
is 'holy'? The best ones are lustful, gluttons, deceitful, and proud; the worst are crooked and savage. But among yours you have nothing better. Nor could you have 
anything, for if they were honest, chaste, sincere, mortified, and humble, they would be 'saints'-that is, children of God-and Satan could not possess them to lead 
them astray and lead you astray through them. 


"After years and years in which they term themselves 'instruments' in the hands of God, have they improved their nature? No. Such as they were, so they remain -if 
they don't actually get worse. But don't you know that contact with God is a continuous metamorphosis making a man into an angel? What good advice-later 
confirmed by facts-have they ever given you? None. They say one thing to one person and another to another on the same topic, for they are Satan's bait and I, I 
the Supreme Power, confuse their ideas of darkness with the unbearable splendor of my Light, which they cannot endure. That Light is joy and guidance only for 
my children, who soar into the future times with it in their hearts, not by their own power, but by its power, and with the eyes of their spirits see and with the ears 
of their spirits hear that which is God's secret, the future of man, and in my name say what the Spirit places upon their lips, cleansed by love and made holy by 
pain. 


"Diviners, astrologers, savants, and doctors of the Satanism which my Son condemns and which I cover with a twofold condemnation, with a threefold 
condemnation-for your Satanic religion, which camouflages itself in pompous names, but is nothing but Satanism, is a sin against Me, the Lord of Heaven and 
Earth, before whom there is no other God, is an offense to the Son, the Savior of man, ruined by Satan, and is an offense to the Holy Spirit, by your negation of the 
known Truth-realize that I turn your occult science into foolishness and prepare the sternness of an eternal future for you, that have not wanted Heaven, but Hell 
as your kingdom and have wanted Satan, not God, as your pontiff, king, and father." 


I thought Jesus was speaking, but it is the Eternal Father. May God will that his word should penetrate into that heart which you know of. 


Jesus then says to me: 
"Maria, you have offered yourself unreservedly, haven't you? You want souls to be saved through your sacrifice, don't you? 


"And then don't you consider that I told you that souls are conquered with the same weapon with which they are lost? A soul's impurity, with purity Pride, with 
humility. Selfishness, with charity Atheism and lukewarmness, with faith. And despair, and despair, and despair, Maria, with your moments of anguish which 
nevertheless do not despair, but call God, look at God, seek God, and hope in God, even when Satan, the world, men, and events seem to conspire against hope 
and ally themselves to say, 'God does not exist' 


"In this Satanic hour you are living through, whereas only one weapon should be used to overcome Satan's war on God's creatures, whereas it would suffice to 
invoke my Name with intrepid, compelling, inflamed faith, hope, and charity in order to see Satan's armies take flight and their instruments, which I curse, falling 
in pieces, what rises from Earth to Heaven-and never does it rise from you so much as when there comes down upon you the horrible scourge of the homicidal, 
deadly weapons which Satan has taught to man and which man has accepted in setting aside the law which says, ‘Love one another as brothers and sisters,' in 
order to take up the one which says, 'Hate each other as I, Satan, hate'? A chorus of blasphemies, curses, and mockeries of God, of acts of despair. Death often 
brings to a halt those words on your lips, nails them into you, and carries you off that way, marked by a final sin, in my sight. 


"Maria, you are amazed that after so much help I should now leave you to feel such anguish. I helped you in the hour of the death of the one you loved, and I gave 
you my heart as a pillow and my mouth as music and linen, which dried your tears with its kiss and relieved your pain with its song of love. But that was your 
pain. You had already offered it to Me, and I had already used it. It was time for Me to reward you for it. It was time for Me to sustain you because you must serve 
Me still, my little 'voice,' and I don't want you to die before the moment when your mouth may remain silent, having given enough of my word to undeserving 
men. 


"There are now too many who damn themselves in despair and die accusing Me. Even in the mouths of children-who are today more capable of blaspheming than 
of praying, of cursing than of smiling, and they will be increasingly capable of blaspheming and cursing, poor flowers sullied by the world and by its infernal king, 
when theirs is nothing but a still-closed bud. 


"In order for your utterly excessive curses not to have to be responded to in the end with one by Me which would exterminate you, without giving you time to call 
upon Me any longer; in order for your utterly excessive accusations against Me not to make Me turn upon you in the end my tremendous accusation; in order for 
your utterly excessive acts of despair-the natural result of your lives as illegitimate children-not to make Me reply in the end with my eternal condemnation of you, 
my saved ones who trample upon Me and the salvation I have given you, it is necessary for there to be victims who pray, bless, and hope. But I repeat: let them 
suffer and suffer from what makes their brothers and sisters suffer; let the victims purify with their loving, suffering, praying, blessing, and hoping the places in 
which people go to meet Death, not that of the flesh, but of the spirit. 


"I tell you that if the number of those who love, believe, and hope were equal to the number of those who do not love, do not believe, and do not hope, and if in the 
tragic moments in which slaughter looms before you an equal number of invocations were to arise alongside the imprecations-note that I am not saying a greater 
number, but an equal number-all of the snares and wishes of the demons and demon-men would be left shattered and would fall without doing you any more 
harm, like a vulture whose wings are broken that can no longer plunder. 


"Courage! Be someone who saves. 
"To save! To save Humanity I left Heaven. To save Humanity I experienced death. 
"To save! The greatest act of charity. The one which was the charity of Christ. The one making you, saviors, the souls that are most Christ-like. 


"I bless you, O all of you that are sisters to Me in saving. I bless you. I bless you, to whom, in order to make you happy with immeasurable, eternal happiness, I 
have granted the gift of being someone who saves. 


"Go in peace. Remain in peace. I am with you, always." 


January 10 
Isaiah 45:11-16-18-19-21-23 


The Spirit of God says: 


"Do not fail to call yourself the word of Him who is Wisdom and Love of God, Him who from eternity to eternity pours Himself upon all that is to sanctify it for 
God, Him who with his power presided over all the works of our Trinity and who is not foreign to all that is holy in time and in eternity, for I am the Sanctifier, the 
One who with his septiform gift sanctifies you and bears you to God, making Him known to you in his will on Earth and in his glory in Heaven. 
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"I am the Wisdom of God. I am the One whom the Second Person of our Most Holy Triad calls the 'Teacher of all truth, He who will not speak to you on his own, 
but will say everything that He has heard and will announce to you the times to come.' 


"O you that seek to know even more than what is necessary, this is the One who can give you that knowledge which you seek. I am He. I. Light of Light am I; Spirit 
of Spirit am I; Intelligence of Intelligence. I am the guardian, the repository of all truths-past, present, and future-the knower of all God's decrees, the administrator 
of his lights to men. I am the One who, not absent with my counsel from the Creator's works, not absent from the decree of Redemption, am not absent from you, 
either, to counsel you and, with the sweetness of love, make the wishes which the Father proposes to you a fait accompli. I am even more. I am the Love inspiring 
you with what is suitable for giving you God's embrace and bearing you to his breast along the path of holiness. 


"Like a merciful wet nurse, I clutch your incapacity as those just born to Life and educate and raise you. Holding you in my arms, I give you warmth to bring you 
to assimilate the most sweet milk of the Word of God so that it will become life in you. I make Myself a shield for you against the dangers of the world and of 
Satan because Love is a saving power. I guide and support you and, as a master of loving patience, instruct you. I make you-burdensome and sluggish, 
faint-hearted and weak-into heroes and athletes of God. I make you-spiritually poor-into kings of the spirit, for I cover your spirits with my divine splendors and 
set them on a throne which is the greatest of all, since mine is the throne of eternal holiness. 


"But to know Me it is necessary not to have idolatry in one's heart. It is necessary to believe in what I have sanctified. To believe in the truths which I have 
illuminated. It is necessary to abandon error. It is necessary to seek God where He is. Not where the Enemy of God and man is. 


"Do you want to know the Truth? Oh, come to Me! I alone can tell it to you. And I tell it to you in the way my goodness knows to be appropriate for you, so as not 
to disturb your weakness as men and your relativity. 


"Why do you love what is contorted, complicated, and dark? Love Me, who am simple, straightforward, and luminous, Me, who am the joy of God and of the 
spirit. 


"Do you want to know the future of the spirit? I teach it to you by speaking to you of an eternity awaiting you in a blessedness which is inconceivable for you, in 
which, after this hour of sojourn, the only sojourn upon the Earth, you shall rest in God from all labors, from all sorrows, and shall forget pain because Joy shall be 
your possession; and even if Love, which is never so alive as in Heaven, makes you throb with pain over the living, it shall not be pity which gives you pain, but 
only active love which shall also be joy. "Do you want to know the Creator's perfections in things, the mysteries of creation? I can tell them to you, I who, as 
Wisdom, ‘emerged first of all from the mouth of God, the firstborn before all creatures,' I who am in all that is, for everything bears the seal of love, and I am Love. 
My Being extends over the whole Universe; my Light bathes the stars, planets, seas, valleys, herbs, and animals in Itself; my Intelligence races over the whole 
Earth, instructs those far off, gives everyone a reflection of the Exalted, and educates in the search for God; my Charity penetrates like breath and conquers hearts. 


"I attract the just of the Earth to Myself, and to the upright ones without knowledge of the true God I grant reflections of this holy God of yours whereby a 
streamlet of Truth is in all revealed religions, placed there by Me, who am the One who irrigates and makes fruitful. 


"In addition, like the powerful surge of an eternal spring, I overflow on all sides of the Catholic Church of Christ, and with Grace, the seven gifts, and the seven 
sacraments make faithful Catholics into servants of the Lord, those chosen for the Kingdom, sons and daughters of God, brothers and sisters of Christ, and gods 
whose destiny is so infinitely sublime that any sacrifice is warranted to possess it. 


"Turn to Me. You will know and understand and be saved, for you will encounter the Truth. Separate, separate yourselves from error, which gives you no joy or 
peace. Bend your knee before the true God. Before the God who spoke on Sinai and evangelized in Palestine. Before the God who speaks to you through the 
Church, made into a Teacher by Me, the Spirit of God. 


"There is no other God apart from Us: Triune. There is no other Religion but our centuries-old one. There is no other future, on the Earth and beyond, except the 
one conveyed to you by the holy Books. Everything else is a Lie destined to be put to shame by Him who is Justice and Truth. "Ask Us-Power, Word, and 
Wisdom-for light so that you will not walk beyond, along false paths of death, but be able yourselves as well, who are wandering, to come onto the way along 
which salvation was found by those who, through their humble, wise, holy faith, pleased God, who made them his saints. " 


Mary says: 
"And since I am the Mother, I also speak, clasping you to my breast to lead you to faith, my children whom I see dying, nourished as you are on deathly poison. 


"I beg you, for the sake of that Son of mine whom I gave with painful joy for your salvation-come back onto the paths of Christ. You have written his most holy 
Name on your pathways. But it is a profanation. And if it weren't for the fact that the Enemy obscures your minds and guides your hand, forcing it to write what 
good sense could not lead you to write, you would not write that blessed Name on the ways over which Satan comes to you and on the doors of your grotesque 
temples as Godless people. 


"But for your sake I say to the Father, 'Father, forgive them because they don't know what they are doing,’ and I ask the Holy Father for you, poor children 
deceived by Satan. I defeated Satan in myself and for the sake of men. He is under my foot. I will defeat him in you as well, provided you come to me. 


"I am the Mother. The Mother whom Love has made the mother of beautiful love. I am the one in whom the manna of Grace rests, as in an ark. I am Full of Grace, 
nor does God place a limit on my power to pour out this divine treasure. I am the Mother of the Truth, who became flesh in me. I am the bearer of man's Hope. 
Through me the hope of the patriarchs and the prophets has become a reality. I am the seat of Wisdom, who made me his own, and the Mother of the Son of God. 


"Come, that I may take you to Christ, holding your hand, with this hand of mine, which assisted the first steps of Jesus the Savior along the ways of earth and 
taught Him to walk so that He would readily go up to Golgotha to save you, dearer to me, because you are the most unfortunate of all men, the condemned, whom 
I fight to snatch away from the power dragging you into the abyss, to save you for Heaven. 


"See how much I have wept for you. For you are not the ones who fall when dragged down by a weight of flesh, so impetuous and sudden that it bowls you over 
without giving you the time or opportunity to react. You are the ones who tenaciously, knowingly commit the sin which is not forgiven-my Son said so. You deny 
the Truth to make iniquitous lies into truths for yourselves. You become lucifers. And you could be angels! 


"I don't ask you for much. Only for you to love me as a Mother, only for you to call me. My name will already be honey to your poisoned lips. And it will be 
salvation, for where Mary is, there Jesus is, and whoever loves me cannot fail to love the Truth who is the Son of my flesh. I do not reproach; I do not condemn. I 
love. I just love. 


"I should not cause you any fear because I am meeker than a ewe lamb and more peaceful than an olive tree. So meek that, surpassing ewe lambs, I let my Child 
be torn away from my breast and be sacrificed on an altar of blood without reacting, without cursing. So superior to the olive tree that by myself I made myself an 
olive under the grindstone, and I let myself be pressed by pain to make the oil to medicate your wounds and consecrate you for Heaven drip out of my virginal, 
motherly, immaculate heart. 


"Lay your infirm heads on my lap. I will heal them and say to you the words which Wisdom says to me to lead you to the Light of God." 


How beautiful! How beautiful! How beautiful what I see is! 


I shall try to be very precise and clear in describing for you what Communion brought me. 
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You already know that I was happy. But you don't know what blessedness and what a joyful vision was granted to me from the moment of Eucharistic union on. It 
was like a picture being shown to me by degrees. But it was not a picture-it was contemplation. I was recollected therein for a good hour with no other prayer but 
this contemplation, which enraptured me beyond the earth. 


It began right after receiving the consecrated Host, and I think it did not escape you that I was slow to respond and greet you -I was already enveloped. In spite of 
that, I expressed the whole act of thanksgiving out loud, as the vision came upon me more and more intensely. And then I became still, with my eyes closed, as if I 
were sleeping. But I have never been so awake in my entire self as in that hour. 


In its final stage, the vision is still continuing as I write. I am writing under the gaze of so many heavenly beings who see that I am saying only what I see, without 
adding details or making modifications. And here is the vision. 


As soon as I received Jesus, I felt the Mother, Mary, on the left-hand side of the bed, who was embracing me with her right arm drawing me to herself. She was 
wearing her dress and white veil, as in the visions of the Grotto, in December. At the same time I felt enveloped by a golden light and by a soft, indescribably soft 
color, and the eyes of my spirit sought its source, which I sensed was raining down on me from above. It seemed to me that my room, though remaining the room 
it is, in its floor and four walls and furnishings, no longer had a ceiling and that I was seeing the boundless blue skies of God. 


Suspended in these blue skies, the Divine Dove of fire remained perpendicularly over Mary's head, and, of course, over my head, since I was leaning 
cheek-to-cheek against Mary. The Holy Spirit's wings were open, and He remained in an upright, vertical position. He did not move, and yet He vibrated, and with 
each vibration there were waves, rays, and sparks of splendor which issued forth. From Him there emerged a cone of golden light whose summit started from the 
Dove's breast and whose base enwrapped Mary and me. We were gathered into this cone, this cloak, this embrace of joyful light. A most intense light and yet not 
glaring, for it communicated new strength to one's eyes which increased with every flash flowing forth from the Dove, 


ever augmenting the flash already existing with every vibration of the Dove. I felt my eyes expanding into a supernatural power, almost as if they were no longer 
the eyes of a creature, but of an already glorified spirit. 


When I attained the capacity to see beyond, thanks to the inflamed Love suspended over me, my spirit was called to look higher. And, against the brighter blue of 
Paradise, I saw the Father. Distinctly, although his figure was in lines of immaterial light. A beauty which I shall not attempt to describe because it is superior to 
human capacities. He appeared to me as if on a throne. I speak this way because He appeared to me seated with infinite majesty. But I saw no throne, chair, or 
baldachin. Nothing resembling the earthly shape of a seat. He appeared to me from my left-hand side (in the direction of my Jesus on the Cross, just to give you an 
idea, and therefore to the right of his Son), but at an incalculable height. And yet I saw Him in the most minute of his extremely luminous features. He was looking 
towards the window (also to give you an idea of the different positions). He was looking with a gaze of infinite love. 


I followed his gaze and saw Jesus. Not the Jesus as Teacher I usually see. Jesus as King. White clothing, but with a luminous, extremely white robe, like Mary's. A 
robe that seems to be made of light. Most beautiful. Stalwart. Imposing. Perfect. Blazing. In his right hand -He was standing-He held his scepter, which is also his 
standard. A long rod, almost a crosier, but even taller than my very tall Jesus, which doesn't end in the curl of a crosier, but in a transverse rod, which thus forms a 
cross made in this way, from which there hangs, supported by the shorter rod, a banner of most luminous, white silk, made like this, and marked on both sides by a 
purple cross; on the banner, written in words of light, almost as if written with liquid diamonds, is the name "Jesus Christ." 


I very clearly see the wounds on his hands because his right hand is holding the rod aloft, towards the banner, and his left hand is indicating the wound in his side, 
which I do not, however, see as anything but a luminous point from which there are emanating rays descending to the ground. The wound on the right hand is 
precisely in the area of the wrist and looks like a glittering ruby the size of a ten-centesimo coin. The one on the left hand is more centrally located and larger, but 
it further extends like this towards the thumb. They shine like vivid rubies. I see no other wounds. On the contrary, the Body of my Lord is most beautiful and 
intact in all its parts. 


The Father is looking at the Son on his left. The Son is looking at his Mother and me. But I assure you that if He were not looking with love, I could not bear the 
gleaming of his gaze and of his appearance. He is really the King of tremendous majesty who is spoken of. 


The longer the vision lasts, the more the capacity to perceive the smallest details increases in me and to see further and further all around. 


Indeed, after a while I see St. Joseph (in the corner, where the Nativity Scene is). He is not so tall, more or less like Mary. Sturdily built. With grizzly hair, curly 
and short, and a squarely-cut beard. A long, thin, aquiline nose. Two wrinkles cut across his cheeks, starting from the corners of his nose and moving down until 
fading at the sides if his mouth in his beard. Dark, very good eyes. In them I rediscover the lovingly good look of my father. The whole face is good, thoughtful 
without being sad, dignified, but very, very good. He is wearing a dark blue-purple tunic like the petals of certain periwinkles, and his cloak is the color of camel's 
skin. Jesus points him out to me, saying, "Here is the patron of all the just." 


The Light then calls my spirit from the other side of the room-that is, towards Marta's bed-and I see my angel. He is kneeling, facing towards Mary, whom he 
seems to venerate. Dressed in white. His arms are crossed over his chest, and his hands are touching his shoulders. His head is bending very low, and I thus see 
little of his face. His gesture reflects profound devotion. I see his beautiful, long, extremely white, pointed wings, real wings made to fly swiftly and surely from 
Earth to Heaven, now gathered in behind his back. By his attitude he is teaching me how to say, "Hail Mary." 


As I continue to observe him, I sense that someone is close to me on my right and is resting his hand on my right shoulder. It is my St. John, with his face shining 
with cheerful love. 


I feel blessed. And I recollect myself in the midst of such blessedness, thinking I have touched the peak. But a brighter gleaming of the Spirit of God and of the 
wounds of Jesus, my Lord, further increases my ability to see. And I see the heavenly Church, the triumphant Church! I shall attempt to describe it for you. 


Above there remain the Father, the Son, and now the Spirit as well, high above the Two, half way between the Two, whom He links with his splendors. 


Further down, as if between two skyblue slopes-a blue which is not of this earth-gathered together in a blessed valley, is the multitude of those glorified in Christ, 
the army of those marked with the name of the Lamb, a multitude which is light, a light which is song, a song which is adoration, an adoration which is 
blessedness. 


On the left are the ranks of the confessors. On the right are those of the virgins. I did not see the ranks of the martyrs, and the Spirit has me understand that the 
martyrs are added to the virgins, for martyrdom renders the soul virginal once more, as if just created. All of them seem to be dressed in white, both the confessors 
and the virgins. That luminous white of the robes of Jesus and Mary. 


Light emanates from the skyblue floor and the skyblue walls of the holy valley, almost as if they were made of burning sapphire. The robes of diamond cloth emit 
light, as do, above all, the spiritualized bodies and faces. And here I shall make an effort to describe for you what I have observed in the different bodies. Only the 
bodies of Jesus and Mary are bodies of flesh and spirit-alive, pulsating, perfect, sensitive to touch and contact: two glorious bodies which are, however, really 
"bodies." The Eternal Father, the Holy Spirit, and my angel are light in the shape of a body, just so it can be perceptible to this poor servant of God. St. Joseph and 
St. John are light which is now more compact, certainly because I must perceive their presence and words. All the blessed forming the host of the Heavens are 
white flames which are spiritualized bodies. 


None of the confessors turns around. They are all looking at the Most Holy Trinity. Some of the virgins turn about. I distinguish the Apostles Peter and Paul, for, 
though luminous and dressed in white like everyone else, their faces are indeed more distinguishable than the others -a characteristic Jewish face. They are looking 
at me benignly (it's. a good thing they are!). 


Then there are three blessed spirits, who I grasp are women, who observe me, gesture, and smile. You could say they are inviting me. They are young. But it in 
fact seems to me that all the blessed are of the same age: youthful, perfect, and equally beautiful. They are lesser copies of Jesus and Mary. I cannot say who these 
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three heavenly creatures are, but since two are carrying palms and one, only flowers-the palms are the only sign distinguishing the martyrs from the virgins-I think 
I am not mistaken in saying they are Agnes, Cecilia, and Therese of Lisieux. 


In spite of my desire to do so, what I cannot convey to you is the Hallelujah of this multitude. A Hallelujah which is both powerful and soft as a caress. And 
everything laughs and shines more intensely with each hosanna of the multitude for its God. 


The vision ceases and in its intensity crystallizes in this form. Mary leaves me, and, with Her, John and Joseph; the former takes her place in front of the Son, and 
the other two, theirs, in the ranks of the virgins. 


Praise be to Jesus Christ. 


January 
12:15 a.m. 


John says: 


"Instructed as I was, penetrated by and made one with the Master, in my Gospel there lives the Word just as it was spoken, for, on account of my union, I was able 
to repeat it without modifications. It is Christ who speaks. John is nothing but the instrument who writes. Just like you. 


"Ours is a great destiny, to which one must be faithful even in the smallest details so as not to contaminate divine doctrine with ourselves as creatures, and for the 
sake of this destiny we must lead a chaste life so that the Word may descend where there is nothing impure, not even the shadow of a thought. 


"To receive the Word of God is like receiving the Bread of Heaven. He is the Bread of Heaven who becomes a Word for us so as to become Bread in the spirits of 
our brothers and sisters. He is the Eucharist of the Word, no less holy than the Eucharist of the altar, for, on coming into us, the Eucharistic Christ brings us his 
Word, which is heard more or less clearly to the extent that the life of the spirit is in us, and, on coming into us, Christ the Master brings us his nourishment, which 
renders us increasingly capable of making the Eucharist the Food of eternal life. 


"He, my Master and yours, said so: 'Blessed are those who keep the Word of God in their hearts.' And He also said, 'Whoever listens to my Word has eternal life,' 
and 'I am the living Bread descending from Heaven. Whoever feeds on Me will not die, and I will raise him up on the last day.' The Master, then, gives a single 
destiny to whoever feeds on Him-the Word of the Father and the Bread of Heaven. 


"But I am not speaking so much to you for your sake, disciple who are in the light. I-a light of Christ, of Christ, the Light of the world-am speaking to the ones in 
darkness, who, like those with scales over their pupils, go groping in the dark and are unable to get onto the path where the Master is passing by; they don't want to 
get onto it and cry out, 'Jesus, save us! Give us your Light!' 


"If they called Him, He would come to them; He would stay in them and give them the blessed destiny of becoming children of God, born a second time-the only 
time people can be reborn, not in the flesh, which, when lifeless, will never again clothe the spirit that has had it as a robe, except on the last day, when the spirit 
will go with it to glory or damnation, but in the spirit, which is regenerated by becoming inserted into Christ, for Christ, on possessing it in Himself, as part of his 
most holy Being, joins it to the Spirit of God, who is the One who enables us to be reborn, no longer as men, but as children of God-and they would know the 
Light and separate themselves from Darkness and Deceit, for Christ is Truth and Christ is Light, and the Paraclete, whom Christ gives to those who are ‘his,’ is 
Light and Truth, and whoever has Christ has the Truth and the Light of the Triune Divinity in himself. 


"Leave the eternal Killer, who perished and leads others to perish, for he did not persevere in the truth which, in his fortunate angelic destiny, he had possessed 
from the first instant of his creation. Believe in Christ, who cannot lie, for He is God and has God's Perfection. 


"He tells you over and over again: 'I will raise you up.' Could He say an improper word-He, Perfect in Knowledge and Intelligence? He says, 'I will raise you up’; 
He does not say, 'I will reincarnate you.' And He specifies ‘on the last day' and further states, 'As the Father raises the dead and restores them to life, so, too, the 
Son gives life to whoever He wills... Whoever listens to my word and believes in the One who sent me has eternal life and does not undergo condemnation, but 
passes from death to life... The time is coming when the dead will hear the voice of the Son of God, and whoever has heard it will /ive. The time is coming when all 
those in the tombs will hear the voice of the Son of God and come out-those who did good, to the resurrection of life; those who did evil, to the resurrection of 
death.' 


"Therefore, He who is Truth and Knowledge states, repeats, insists, and swears regarding one life, one alone, of the flesh, and one life, one alone, of the spirit. 
This life is led in our one day as man and then, only on the last day, at the command of the God Jesus, the flesh rises again to clothe the spirit whose robe it was. 
This eternal life is obtained only by means of our one day, and if during it we have slain the spirit once, never again can it become reincarnated to pass from death 
to life through successive stages. 


"No. The power of God the Father, of God the Son, Jesus, and of God the Spirit Paraclete can give you the resurrection of the spirit on earth through a miracle of 
grace, or through the intercession of a 'saint,' on earth or in Heaven, or through your desire to rise again as well. But this happens here, on Earth, in your one day. 
Once dusk has come for you and you have entered into the sleep of the human night, there is no longer a possible resurrection through new stages of life. If you 
are among the spiritually dead, there is only death. 


"I, a disciple of Christ, I, who have seen the future life beyond life and the final resurrection, swear to you that this is true. 


"Get free from these chains. They are the most dangerous ones which Satan hurls at you. Take the first step to say to Christ, 'I am coming to You,' and to Satan, 
‘Back, in the name of Jesus.' Receive the first truth. 


"You cannot know how sweet the Lord is-the good Master, the holy Shepherd-to those turning to Him. Like a father, He clasps you to his heart and instructs you, 
cares for you, and feeds you. Do not say that you love Him. You do not love Him in truth and therefore do not love Him. 


"The truth is in his Gospel. The Gospel is the one spoken by Him to his disciples and the one He continues to confirm and explain, through his benignity as the 
Savior. Always the same after so many centuries. There is no other. 


"If there were a second life, or several others, He would have said so. You are not Parsees or Shintoists-you are 'Christians.' Abandon, then, the chimeras, errors, 
and deceits which Satan prompts to wrest you away from God and believe in what Christ has said. 


"Whoever loves believes. Whoever loves little doubts. Whoever does not love accepts a contrary doctrine. The doctrine you follow is contrary to that of Jesus 


Christ, the Word of God, our Master, the Light of the world. You do not, then, love Christ in truth." 


The Same Day, January 11, 7 am. 


Mary says: 


"The longing of my spirit was to remain as a virgin in the Temple throughout my life, to praise the Lord and pray that Emmanuel would be granted to those who 
for centuries had been awaiting his coming with Grace. 


"Therefore, when the High Priest expressed to me his desire to arrange for my marriage, my interior experienced its first disturbance. The second involved the 
angel's announcement. 
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"I experienced a moment of bewilderment, of prostration, for, Maria, it seemed to me that the Lord was refusing my offer as a virgin, not finding it to be worthy of 
his Perfection. I examined myself to discover where I had displeased my Lord, for I of course lacked even a trace of the thought that Divine Justice might have 
been unjust. But in the humble examination of myself I found the answer and peace. 


"The Spirit told me, with his luminous voice of love, that this priestly wish, reflecting the will of God, was not a demotion in the eyes of God, but an advancement 
in the degrees of the spirit and that, as the will of God, simply accepting it with prompt obedience would bring me blessings and merits and a more intense bond to 
my holy Lord God. 


"Then with cheerful obedience I said to God, through his priest, 'Here I am, O Lord, to do your will and not mine.' The words of my Son flourished many years 
before on the lips and in the heart of his Mother. 


"In exchange for my obedience, I asked only that God grant his servant the kind of husband who would not represent a perturbing violence for my virginity, 
sacred to the Lord, or a scornful mockery, but a respectful, holy companion in whose heart the fear and love of God would be a light to comprehend the soul of his 
Wife. I asked for nothing else. Attractiveness, youth, social position, and wealth were so negligible for me that they did not warrant even a fleeting thought. I 
asked for the ‘sanctity’ of my future husband. And did not concern myself about anything else. 


"The first condition-excessively overlooked in your present marriages-is to turn to God to ask for a mate in keeping with your character and your position and, 
above all, a companion who is 'just' in his sight. You don't ask God for anything in this decisive hour of a woman's life and do not look at either your spirit or that 
of your mate. It is enough for you that he should be handsome, rich, and influential in the world. Everything else has no weight when it is time to choose. But, 
unfortunately, it takes on full weight after marriage, and many marriages are a disappointment limited to being such only if the wife is a woman with Christian 
sentiments. If even these are lacking in her, the marriage becomes a disaster whose expiatory victims are the innocent and often ends in double adultery. You 
place your souls at risk and frequently lead them to death because you consider only human ends in marriage and do not turn to the Father in Heaven in that 
solemn hour. 


"When I saw Joseph, all my natural anxiety fell like a cloud dissolving into a rainbow. It was enough for me to look into his eyes to read in them that he was an 
honest, faithful, pure, just man. His age, more than twice my own, had left him with the clear gaze of a child, for Evil had risen up around him as he lived in the 
world, but had been unable to penetrate into his heart, filled with the love of God. 


"With what trust I placed my hand in his, sensing that I had found in him a loving father, a faithful spouse, and a chaste companion who would be like olive and 
fig trees shading a small house and defending it from winds and the heat, providing the refreshment and comfort of sweetness and nourishment! 


"My sweet spouse who did not disappoint me! Who, since he really loved me, believed in me, even going against appearances; who concealed his tears from me 
so as not to disturb me; who had only smiles and help for me; who guided me as his first putative daughter, holding my hand to make me feel he was close by with 
his love, avoiding obstacles for me, and anticipating my needs-patient, silent, and chaste, chaste as only an angel can be. 


"Oh, yes! Blessed be the Lord for this! I, whom the Eternal had destined to be the Queen of his angels, had two angels as my subjects, beginning on earth: my 
Guardian Angel, whose invisible presence I felt stirring at my side continually, with flashes of light and heavenly perfume, and my angelic consort, whose flesh, 
not darkened by the desire of blood, lived close to mine-like that of two lilies blossoming in the same flowerbed scenting each other and blooming for the Lord, 
each an example for the other in rising ever higher, towards God, in perfuming more intensely out of charity for God and one's companion, but never joining their 
flowering mouths in a kiss which would sully with pollen the angelic silk of their robes of purity. 


"My holy and blessed Joseph! My heart does not cease to thank its Lord for having given him to me as a consort, for as a holy Father He provided for his Servant 
and created this living defense for my virginity, drawn out of the Temple, and the world's breath thus broke against Joseph, so that the din and stench of human 
baseness did not penetrate where the eternal Virgin continued to praise the Lord as if she were assigned to the service of the altar, beyond the Holy of Holies, 
where the glory of the Eternal God was shining." 


This morning my awakening was blessed. I had written from midnight until 2 a.m. Continuing to remain under the light of the golden Dove and in Mary's 
embrace, for the vision, which had become obscured during the day, presented itself again last night in all its magnificence before sleep set in, and then returned in 
its initial stages, as it abided without interruption from 11 a.m. to 6 p.m., with the Holy Spirit and Mary. After writing, I lay back, while praying) and towards 
morning fell asleep, in spite of the sharp pains shaking me out of slumber at every instant. 


The last time they woke me up, the clock was striking 6 a.m. Together with the piercing pain of that agony, I felt a light kiss on my brow and heard the sweet voice 
of Mary, unmistakable, saying to me with all its softness, "May the Lord's grace always be with you." I replied at once, for I could not be wrong: "Blessed art thou 
among women." And I cuddled up in the silence and warmth, feeling watched over by the Mother, who had given me the most beautiful "Good morning" that can 
be given. 


I wanted to write this for you at once. But at 7:30 Mary began to speak about her marriage, and I wrote later. I shall now add some pages, for I am told that there is 
a dictation to be appended here which belongs to the series of the preceding ones. 


Still January 11, 10 a.m. 


The Apostle Paul says: 


"The ancient pagans for whom I broke the bread of the Faith seem to be alive still-indeed, to have returned, according to your belief, to be reincarnated with their 
ancient theories regarding the resurrection and the second life-to such an extent the theory of reincarnation is still incarnate-and now more than ever-and ingrown 
in your minds, after twenty centuries of preaching the Gospel. 


"The only thing that is reincarnated is this theory of yours, which flourishes again like mold in alternating periods of spiritual obscurity. For-realize this, O you 
that think you are the most spiritually evolved-this is the sign of a spiritual decline and not of a dawn of the spirit. The lower the Sun of God is in your spirits, the 
more there are formed larvae in the rising shadow, and fevers stagnate, and the bearers of death swarm, and the spores that eat into, corrode, absorb, and 
destroy the life of your spirits germinate, as in hyperborean woods where the night lasts for six months and turns the thickets-filled with vegetable and animal 
life-into dead areas like those of a world without life. 


"Fools! The dead do not come back. With any new body. There is just one resurrection: the last one. 


"You are not-you that are made in the image and likeness of God-no, you are not seeds that in alternating cycles sprout and become stems, flowers, fruits, and 
seeds, and, starting from the seeds, stems, flowers, and fruit. You are men, not grass in the field. You are destined for Heaven, not to a horse's stall. You possess 
the spirit of God, that spirit which God infuses into you through his continuous spiritual generation, which responds to human generation of new flesh. 


"And what do you think? That God, our almighty, unlimited, eternal God, has a limit in his generating? A limit which dictates that He create a given number of 
spirits and no more, so that, to continue the life of men on earth, like a sales clerk in a department store, He has to go to the shelves and search among the spirits 
heaped up there for one to be reused for that specific merchandise; or, even better, do you think He is like a scribe who exhumes a certain document and looks for 
a given scroll because the time has come to record an event? 


"O fools, fools, fools! You are not merchandise, parchment, or seeds. You are men. 


"The body, like a seed, falls, when its cycle is over, into the corruption of the tomb. The spirit returns to its Source to be judged as to whether it is alive or as putrid 
as the flesh, and, in accordance with its state of being, it goes to its destiny. Nor does it emerge from that destiny any more except to call what was its own to a 
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single resurrection, in which those who were putrid in life become perfectly putrid forever, with that corrupt spirit and that corrupt flesh which they had in their 
one, unrepeatable life; and those who were ‘just' in life rise again, glorious and incorruptible, elevating their flesh to the glory of their glorious spirits, 
spiritualizing it, divinizing it, for through it and with it they have overcome, and it is right that they should triumph with it. 


"Here you are rational animals because of the spirit you possess, which obtains life for the flesh it overcomes as well. In the other life you will be spirits vivifying 
the flesh which has obtained victory by remaining subject to the spirit. The animal nature always comes first. This is the true evolution. But it is single. Then, from 
animal nature, which has been able to lighten itself through threefold virtue, there comes spiritual nature. 


"In accordance with the way you live in this life, such you will be in the second one. If what is heavenly has prevailed in you, you will know the nature of God in 
yourselves and possess this nature because God will be your eternal possession. If you have had a predominance of the earthly, beyond death you will know 
dullness, death, cold, horror, and darkness-all that is common to the body which is lowered into the grave, with this difference: the duration of this second, true 
death is eternal. 


"As the heirs of God by God's will, O brothers and sisters, do not allow yourselves to lose this inheritance by following flesh and blood and mental error. 


"I, too, erred and was contrary to Truth; I was a persecutor of Christ. My sin is always before me, even in the glory of this kingdom, whose gates were opened to 
me by my repentance, my faith, and my martyrdom because I confessed Christ and immortal life. But when the Light cast me down, making itself known, I 
abandoned error to follow the Light. 


"The Light has made itself known to you by way of twenty centuries of prodigies, undeniable even for the fiercest deniers and the most obstinate. Why, then, do 
you fortunate ones who have twenty centuries of divine manifestations as witness to that Light wish to remain in error? 


"I, a witness to Christ, swear this to you. Neither flesh nor blood can inherit the kingdom of God, but only the spirit can. And, as is stated in the Gospel of Jesus our 
Lord, the children of this age-understand, O brothers and sisters, that here 'age' signifies those who are in the world, that is, those who are earth /y-are not the ones 
destined to rise again and remarry, possessing a second earthly life. Only those who are worthy of the second age, the eternal one, will rise again-that is, those 
who will no longer be able to die, having already lived, but who, in having obtained spiritual life and having become like the angels and sons and daughters of the 
Most High, no longer hunger for human marriage, but with their spirits desire one union alone: union with God as Love; one possession alone: the possession of 
God; one dwelling alone: the heavenly one; and one life alone: life in Life. 


"Amen, amen, amen! 


"I say to you: Believe so as to obtain it." 


And St. Paul thus came as well. Good Heavens! What a hurricane! I am not surprised that he swept away even the Athenians, accustomed to their orators, by the 
forcefulness of his words! If John is a sigh of scented heavenly wind, Paul is a cyclone laden with all the elements capable of bending the proudest peaks. 


I think the cycle is complete. And if this whole concert of notes does not penetrate into them... I don't know what else can penetrate. I had been wishing for one 
dictation on this subject for months and months. I waited. But I got seven, and if I were in the shoes of certain people, I would feel like a mouse in a trap or a bird 
in a net. The evidence would close in on me on all sides. 


I did not expect that even St. Paul himself would speak. 


Now my back is aching, and I am relaxing, gazing with my soul at the golden Divine Dove and sensing Mary at my side. Her words in the morning continue to 
sing in my heart. 


January 12 
Acts of the Apostles 10 


Jesus says: 
"My disciple says, 'God is Charity, and whoever has charity has God. How can someone say he loves God if he does not love his brothers?'53 


"Here children of the same blood are not called brothers, or the children of a single nation, or the children of a single religion. All of you are brothers, for the 
family founder is single: Adam; and the origin is single: God. Latins, Aryans, Asians, Africans, the civilized, and the uncivilized -you do not come from different 
creators, but from a single Creator: your God, who is the Lord of the Heavens and the Father of all the living. 


"The children dearest to his heart are those regenerated in Christ's Baptism. The most beloved children and co -heirs, with the Son, of the Heavenly City are those 
who live out Christ's doctrine. But if the degrees of paternity and filiation are different, your supernatural and natural seed remains one and the same: God, the 
Divine Father; Adam, the earthly father. 


"You that want to be 'perfect,' not out of the perverse pride of the mind, but out of obedience to my sweet command -'Be perfect as my Father is perfect'-must not, 
then, foster in yourselves a feeling of disdain or repugnance towards those who are not, like you, 'Christians' in reality or Catholics in name. You must not say, 
'This person, because he is irreligious, a schismatic, or a pagan, is a reptile or an unclean animal to me; he is loathsome and scandalous in my sight.’ One thing 
alone should cause you loathing and be a scandal for you because it is uncleanness and corruption. Your commerce with Satan, who harms your spirits and 
makes you repugnant in the eyes of God. Even with the gaze of your minds, you must flee from, avoid, and shun this. This alone. 


"But if you are, if you want to be, 'children of God,' true children, you must show charity towards your spiritually poor brothers and sisters, the spiritually indigent, 
the spiritually ill, the spiritually impure. The idolaters are poor, and the schismatics are indigent; the sinners are ill; impure are the ones led astray by doctrines 
even more inauspicious than those of the lesser Christian religions which believe in Christ, but are not a branch of the true tree, but, rather, a branch not grafted 
into Christ and thus wild and yielding bitter fruit, not worthy of the heavenly table. For, if God's benignity judges the works of all according to justice and gives a 
reward to the 'good,' this reward will never be so shining and full as the one given to those who are true children of the true Church. 


"Those who love and believe much are forgiven much, when they believe themselves to be in the truth in another religion. But since the Gospel is preached even in 
the countries which are separated from Rome, much will also be demanded of these deaf ones who did not want to hear the Voice and see the Light of Jesus Christ, 
living in his Roman Apostolic Church. 


"But it is not up to you Catholics to judge. I said, 'Judge not.' I said, 'First take the beam out of your own eye, and then the straw out of your brother's eye.' Many 
beams are in your eyes, O Catholic Christians with a damaged faith, with excessively lukewarm charity, and with the four cardinal virtues extinguished. Many. 
Too many. Take care that it may not happen for you that idolaters and gentiles should surpass you in the love of Christ and deserve to hear themselves praised 
more than you for their secure faith in the religion of their fathers, for the charity towards the unknown God, and for their courageously practiced virtues. 


"Love purifies even what is impure and profane. Love purified Mary Magdalene and Levi, We may compare non-Catholic religions to these two redeemed people 
in the Gospel whom love redeemed. We can consider, O sons and daughters, that those believing in them, living in the love of God just as it has been taught to 
them (God, if anything, will ask those responsible for their separation from Rome about the reason for the error), are made pure in my eyes by the charity which is 
alive in them. I repeat: they will be asked why they have not wanted to accept the Gospel preached by Rome; but they will not be denied God's gaze because their 
impure altar, the altar of their spirit, will have been cleansed by love. 
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"Bear in mind Peter's words: 'I recognize that God makes no distinction among persons, but in any nation whoever fears Him and practices justice is acceptable to 
Him.' Therefore, without mental pride and a lack of charity in your hearts, observe your brothers and sisters divided from Rome with a supernatural spirit and 
pour out your active love upon them to reunite them to the Rome of Christ, whatever their error may be. 


"Ifyou keep yourselves elevated beyond flesh and blood, elevated beyond human thought, fleshly contacts and mental contacts will be unable to harm you, for you 
will be living in spheres where contagion does not arrive. Remain in Me. I am a defense for whoever lives in Me. And pour out upon all that charity which you find 
alive in my heart for all and as a teacher for all. 


"The communion of the saints is not limited to your brothers and sisters in faith. It pours itself out upon all the living, for I am the First One who established and 
practiced it, I who shed my Blood for all. 


"Prayer for those separated from Me-by schisms, doctrines, sects, and irreligion-is nothing but zeal for my Cause. It is nothing but imitation of your Master, who 
did not spare Himself any pain in order to take the separated children to God, the holy Father. 


"Furthermore, suffering-and I am speaking to you, pearls of my flock, O my victim souls, my perfect copies, my comfort, and my glory-the pure gold of your 
love, blood of the heart of the mystical communion of the saints, is, like Christ's command, what draws the dead out of death. And in Heaven you shall see the kind 
of resurrection this is, of a spirit, infinitely higher and more precious than that of flesh, when you hear my 'Blessed are you' for all of you hidden evangelizers, 
more powerful, however, than so many lukewarm priests, who have conquered those currently uncircumcised for the Truth." 


January 13 


Jesus says: 
"It is said, 'God, having infinitely loved man, loved him until death.' 


"My truest followers are not and were not unlike their God, and, in keeping with his example and for his glory, they have given Him and men measureless love 
extending to the point of death. 


"I have already told you that the death of Agnes, like that of Therese has a single name: love. Regardless of whether the sword or illness appears to be the cause of 
the death of these creatures, who were able to love with that relative 'infinity' of the creature (I speak this way for quibblers over words), which is a lesser copy of 
God's perfect infinity, the true and exclusive agent is love. 


"A single word should be affixed as an epigraph upon these 'saints' of mine. The one which is used for Me: Dilexit. 'He loved.' Agnes the girl and the young 
Cecilia loved; the group of Symphorus' children loved; the tribune Sebastian loved; the deacon Lawrence loved; the slave Julia loved; Cassian the teacher loved; 
Rufus the carpenter loved; Linus the pontiff loved; the white flowerbed of the virgins, the tender meadow of the children, the delicate company of the mothers, the 
virile one of the fathers, the iron-hard cohort of the soldiers, and the sacerdotal procession of bishops, pontiffs, priests, and deacons loved; the humble and 
twice-redeemed mass of slaves loved. 


"This purple court of mine, which confessed Me in the midst of torments, loved. And, in gentler times, the host of those consecrated in cloisters and convents 
loved, and the virgins in all convents, and the earthly heroes who, while living in the world, have been able to make love a cloister for the spirit so that it will live 
loving only the Lord, for the Lord's sake, and men through the Lord. "'He loved.' This little word, which is greater than the universe -for in its brevity it contains 
God's most forceful force, God's most characteristic, and God's most powerful power-this word, whose sound, when spoken supernaturally to describe a life led, 
fills creation with itself and makes mankind start with admiration and the Heavens with rejoicing, is the key, the secret which opens up and explains the resistance, 
generosity, fortitude, and heroism of so many creatures who on account of age or family conditions and position seemed to be the least suited for such heroic 
perfection. For, if it still does not cause amazement that Sebastian, Alexander, Mario, and Speditus should have been able to defy death for the sake of Christ -just 
as they had defied death for Caesar-it is astonishing that some who were little more than girls, like Agnes, and loving mothers should have been able to cast their 
lives into the midst of tortures, agreeing, as their first torment, to wrest themselves away from the embrace of relatives and children out of love for Me. 


"But to the human and superhuman generosity of the martyr to love there corresponds the divine generosity of the God of love. It is I who give my strength to these 
heroes of mine and to all the victims of the unbloody, but long and no less heroic martyrdom. I make Myself strength in them. It is I who infuse fortitude into the 
lamb Agnes and the feeble old man, the young mother and the soldier, the master and the slave, and, in addition, over the centuries, into the cloistered nun and the 
statesman who dies for the faith, the unknown victim and the spiritual leader. 


"In the depths of their hearts and on their lips, do not seek any other pearl or savor except this: ‘Jesus.' I, Jesus, am wherever holiness shines and charity pours 
itself out." 


It is midnight. Jesus has just finished dictating this passage, which I connect with my vision tonight. 


The sentence "God, having loved man infinitely, loved him until death" had been sounding in my heart since this morning. To the point that I leafed through the 
whole New Testament to see if I could find it. But I did not find it. Either it escaped me, or it's not there. Almost blinded, I resigned myself to terminating the 
search, convinced that Jesus would certainly speak on that subject. And I was not wrong. But before speaking about it, my Lord granted me a sweet vision, and 
with that in my heart I abandoned myself to my usual... rest, later encountering it once more, as fresh as in the first instant, on my return among the living. 


It seemed, then, that I was seeing a kind of portico (either a peristyle or a forum), a portico in ancient Rome. I say "portico" because there was a beautiful marble 
mosaic floor and white marble columns supporting a vaulted ceiling, decorated with mosaics. It might have been the portico of a pagan temple, or of a Roman 
palace, either the Curia or the Forum. I don't know. 


Against a wall there was a sort of throne, composed of a marble platform supporting a seat. On this seat was an ancient Roman wearing a toga. I then understood 
he was the Imperial Prefect. Against the other walls were statues and statuettes of gods and tripods for incense. In the middle of the room or portico was an empty 
space with a large slab of white marble. In the wall facing the seat of that magistrate there opened the real portico, by way of which the square and street were 
visible. 


While I observed these details and the Prefect's surly expression, three young women entered the vestibule, portico, or room (whichever you prefer). 


One was very young-practically a child. Dressed completely in white-a tunic which entirely covered her, leaving only her thin neck and small hands with a girl's 
wrists visible. Her head was uncovered, and she was blond. Simply combed hair, with a part in the middle of her head and two long, heavy braids over her 
shoulders. Her hair weighed so much that it made her bend her head slightly backwards, giving her a queenly bearing, without her so desiring. A little lamb a few 
days old was frolicking at her feet, bleating-entirely white, with a pink little nose like a child's mouth. 


A few steps behind the girl were the other two young women. One was almost the same age as the first one mentioned, but more sturdily built and with a more 
lower-class appearance. The other was more adult-about sixteen or eighteen years old at most. They, too, were dressed in white, with their heads covered. But 
more modestly dressed. They seemed to be servants, for they behaved respectfully towards the first one. I understood that the latter was Agnes, and the one her 
age, Emerentiana-I don't know who the other was. 


Agnes, smiling and secure, went right up to the Magistrate's dais. And here I heard the following dialogue. 


"Did you wish for me? Here I am." 
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"When you find out why I wanted you, I don't think you will still call this gesture of mine a 'wish.' Are you a Christian?" 

"Yes, by the grace of God." 

"Do you realize what this assertion can bring to you?" 

"Heaven. 

"Be careful! Death is ugly, and you are a child. Don't smile, because I'm not joking." 

"And I'm not, either. I am smiling at you because you are the pronubus of my eternal wedding, and I am grateful to you." 

"Think of an earthly wedding, instead. You are beautiful and wealthy. Many are already thinking of you. You have only to choose to become a happy patrician." 


"my choice has already been made. I love the Only One worthy of being loved, and this is the hour of my wedding; this is the temple for it. I am hearing the voice 
of the Spouse who is coming and am already seeing his look of love. I am sacrificing my virginity to Him so that He will make it into an eternal flower." 


"If you are concerned about your virginity and about your life as well, sacrifice at once to the gods. This is what the law requires." 


"I have one true God and will sacrifice to Him willingly." And here it seemed that some of the Prefect's assistants gave Agnes a vase with incense in it so that she 
could scatter it before a god over the tripod chosen by her. 


"These are not the gods I love. My God is our Lord Jesus Christ. To Him, whom I love, I will sacrifice myself." 


It seemed to me at this point that the angered Prefect ordered his assistants to place chains around Agnes! wrists to keep her from fleeing or committing some 
offensive act against the images, since from that moment on she was regarded as guilty and a prisoner. 


But the smiling virgin turned to her executioner, saying, "Don't touch me. I came here spontaneously because I am called here by the voice of the Spouse, who 
from Heaven is inviting me to the eternal wedding. I have no need for your bracelets or your chains. Only if I wanted to be moved towards evil would you have to 
place them on me. And-perhaps-they would be of no use, for my Lord God would make them more useless than a linen thread on a giant's wrist. But to go out to 
meet death, joy, and marriage with Christ-no, your chains are of no use, O brother. I bless you if you give me martyrdom. I do not flee. I love you and pray for 
your spirit." 


As beautiful, white, and upright as a lily, Agnes was a heavenly vision in the vision... 


The Prefect gave the sentence, which I did not hear clearly. There seems to have been a kind of gap during which I lost sight of Agnes, intent as I was on the 
multitude that had crowded into that place. 


I then came across the martyr again, even more beautiful and cheerful. In front of her was a little golden statue of Jove and a tripod. At her side was the 
executioner, with his sword already unsheathed. They seemed to be making a last attempt to bend her will. But Agnes, with flashing eyes, was shaking her head 
and, with her small hand, refusing the statue. The little lamb was no longer at her feet, but, rather, in the arms of the weeping Emerentiana. 


I saw they were having Agnes kneel down on the floor, in the middle of the room, where the large slab of white marble was located, The martyr recollected 
herself, with her arms over her chest and her gaze uplifted to the sky. Her eyes, in the rapture of a delicate contemplation, became flooded with tears of 
superhuman joy. There was a smile on her face, which was not paler than before. 


One of the assistants took hold of her braids, as if they were a rope, to keep her head still. But there was no need to. 


"I love Christ!" she cried when she saw the executioner lift the sword, and I saw it penetrate between the shoulder blade and collarbone and open her right carotid, 
and the martyr fell, still maintaining her kneeling position, to her left, like someone cuddling up to sleep, in a blessed sleep, for the smile did not leave her face and 
was hidden only by the stream of blood gushing from her slashed throat as if from a beaker. 


This was my vision tonight. I could not wait to be alone to write it down and take joy in it once more in peace. 


It was so lovely that while I was experiencing it-and tears were falling which I think the faint light in the room hid from those present, and I remained with my 
eyes closed, partly because I was so absorbed in contemplation that I needed to concentrate and partly to make them think I was sleeping, although I don't like 
people to know... where I am-I could not bear to hear bits of ordinary, very human phrases drifting like flotsam amidst the beauty of the vision, and I said, "Hush, 
hush," as if the noise bothered me. But it was not that. The fact was that I wanted to remain alone to contemplate in peace. As I indeed managed to. 


Then, afterwards, Jesus spoke to me. 


January 14 
Acts of the Apostles 10:15 


Jesus says: 
"What God has purified, though it may appear to be impure, is a spirit that seeks God with purity of purpose. 


"I have already told you, and through you I say so to many who are even less evangelized than you in my doctrine, that you must never judge. God alone is the 
judge. When, from the height of my throne, I see upright spirits pursuing their longing and seeking God with every means at their disposal, seeking to serve and 
love this God with all their strength, I justify them and make them pure and pleasing in my sight as children of mine, and where men fall short, I make up for it by 
granting spiritual lights. 


"O lukewarm Catholic Christians, how often my Word shines and becomes light in the hearts of those who are not your brothers and sisters in Catholicism, but 
who surpass you in love for Christ and, even if they do not know Christ, in love for the true God, whom they feel-although He is unknown to them-to be living 
eternally in his Creation! In truth I tell you that the Spirit of God knows no limitation and becomes the Teacher of Truth for many whom you deem to be disliked 
by God. 


"Like a tide covering one shore while leaving uncovered the opposite one, which, because it is enveloped excessively with sand, does not allow the waves to rise 
up to cleanse it and moisten it with themselves, the Holy Spirit, whose coming too many of you Catholics hinder with your way of life, pours out his lights upon 
others more deserving than you to receive them and purifies them for God, for He is the Purifier, the Preparer, and the Perfecter of the work of the Word. 


"As, in human history, the Spirit, through the mouth of the Prophets, prepared men for my coming and, after my return to God, perfected in you the capacity to 
understand my Word, so, too, it is always He, the Third Divine Person, who prepares the way for Me in the hearts that have not yet received Me as Truth and 
waters them for Me so that my Truth, deposited like a seed borne by the divine wind, will become a large tree in them upon which all the virtues may take up their 
dwelling. Prior to Me, He baptizes present-day pagans (and by 'pagans' I mean all the non-Catholics). And if only your good will wanted Him to rebaptize you as 
well, for you are becoming, or have already gone back to being, pagans. He baptizes with the fire of true love. 


"I thus say to you once more: Do not judge to be profane what God has purified, and have a heart of fraternal charity for all." 


22 


I obey you by writing down Jesus' indication concerning Antonia's epigraph... 


After I had given you the page and you had departed with it, Jesus said to me, "Be sure you point out to Father that you forgot to put an accent on the letter e 
preceding "blessedness." And that changes the meaning of the sentence and makes it meaningless. Remember to tell him and have him add this accent." That's 
that. 


This morning there was nothing special for me, as there as been nothing up to this moment, 11 p.m. 


January 15 


Jesus says: 


"Once I had you see the Monster of the abyss. Today I shall speak to you about his kingdom. I can't always keep you in Paradise. Remember that your mission is 
to recall certain truths for your brothers and sisters who have forgotten them excessively. And from this forgetfulness, which is really disdain for eternal truths, 
many evils come to men. 


"Write down this painful page, then. Afterwards you will be comforted. It is the night of Friday. Write while looking at your Jesus, who died on the cross amidst 
such torments that they are comparable to those of hell and who wanted that death to save men from Death. 


"The men of this time no longer believe in the existence of Hell. They have invented an afterlife according to their taste, such as to be less terrorizing for their 
conscience, deserving of great punishment. More or less faithful disciples of the Spirit of Evil, they know that their conscience would draw back from certain 
misdeeds if it really believed in Hell just the way Faith teaches that it is; they know that their conscience, after committing the misdeed, would turn back upon 
itself and find repentance in remorse and, with repentance, the way to return to Me. 


"Their malice, instructed by Satan, whose servants or slaves they are (according to their degree of adherence to the desires and suggestions of the Evil One), does 
not want these acts of withdrawal and turning back upon themselves. It thus cancels out faith in Hell as it really is and manufactures another one-if it goes so far as 
to manufacture it-which is nothing but a pause to make a dash for other, future elevations. 


"It pushes this opinion to the point of believing sacrilegiously that the greatest of all the sinners of mankind, the favorite son of Satan, the one who was a thief, as 
stated in the Gospel, who was lascivious and anxious for human glory, as I state, the Iscariot, who through the hunger of the threefold concupiscence became a 
merchant of the Son of God and for thirty coins and with the sign of a kiss-a ridiculous monetary value and an infinite emotional value-placed Me in the hands of 
the executioners, can be redeemed and arrive at Me by passing through successive stages. "No. If he was the sacrilegious one par excellence, I am not. If he was 
the unjust one par excellence, I am not. If he was the one who shed my Blood with disdain, I am not. And to forgive Judas would be sacrilege for my Divinity, 
betrayed by him; it would be injustice towards all other men, who are always less blameworthy than he and are still punished for their sins; it would be disdain for 
my Blood; finally, it would be to neglect my laws. 


"I said-I, the Triune God-that what is destined for Hell endures in it for eternity, for people do not emerge from that death to a new resurrection. I said that fire is 
eternal and that all the scandalous and workers of iniquity shall be gathered together in it. And do not think, either, that this will be until the moment of the end of 
the world. No, because, on the contrary, after the tremendous review, that dwelling of weeping and torment will become even more atrocious, since what is still 
granted to its lodgers for their amusement-to be able to harm the living and to see new damned ones plummeting into the abyss-will no longer exist, and the gate 
of Satan's iniquitous kingdom shall be riveted shut, bolted by my angels, forever, forever, forever-a forever whose number of years has no number and compared 
to which the grains of sand of all the earth's oceans, if they were to become years, would be less than a day of this immeasurable eternity of mine, made of light 
and glory on high for the blessed, made of darkness and horror in the depths for the accursed. 


"I told you that Purgatory is a fire of love. Hell is a fire of severity. 


"Purgatory is a place where, while thinking of God, whose Essence has shone for you in the instant of the private judgment and has filled you with a wish to 
possess it, you expiate the acts involving a lack of love for the Lord your God. Through love you conquer Love, and, by degrees of increasingly inflamed charity, 
you wash your robe until making it white and glistening to enter into the kingdom of Light, whose splendors I showed you a few days ago, 


"Hell is a place where the thought of God, the memory of God, glimpsed in the private judgment, is not, as for those being purged, a holy desire, a grieved, but 
hope-filled longing, a hope full of tranquil expectation, of secure peace which shall reach perfection when it becomes the conquest of God, but which already 
gives the spirits being purged a cheerful activity in purgation because every affliction, every instant of affliction, draws them closer to God, their love; but it is 
remorse, anger, damnation, and hatred. Hatred for Satan, hatred for men, hatred for themselves. 


"After having adored Satan in life, in place of Me, now that they possess him and see his true appearance, no longer hidden behind the bewitching smile of flesh, 
behind the shining brightness of gold, behind the powerful sign of supremacy, they hate him since he is the cause of their torment. 


"After-forgetting their dignity as children of God-having adored men to the point of becoming killers, thieves, swindlers, and merchants of filth for their sake, now 
that they re-encounter their bosses, for whom they have killed, robbed, deceived, and sold their honor and the honor of so many unfortunate, weak, defenseless 
creatures, making them an instrument for the vice which beasts are not familiar with-for lust, the attribute of man poisoned by Satan-now they hate them since they 
are the cause of their torment. 


"After having adored themselves, giving flesh, blood, and the seven appetites of their flesh and their blood all satisfactions, trampling on the Law of God and the 
law of morality, now they hate themselves since they see themselves to be the cause of their torment. 


"The word 'Hatred' covers that boundless kingdom, it roars in those flames; it howls in the cackling laughter of the demons; it sobs and barks in the laments of the 
damned; it rings and rings and rings like an eternal hammering bell; it blares like an eternal bugle of death; it fills the recesses of that jail with itself; it is in itself 
torment because, with each of its sounds, it renews the memory of Love lost forever, remorse over having wanted to lose it, and rage over never being able to see it 
again. 


"The dead soul, in the midst of those flames, like the bodies thrown onto pyres or into a crematory furnace, twists and shrieks, as if animated again by living 
movement and reawakens to understand its error, and dies and is reborn in every instant with atrocious sufferings, for remorse kills it in a curse, and killing 
brings it back to life again for a new torment. The whole crime of having betrayed God in time stands before the soul in eternity; the whole error of having refused 
God in time remains present for it forever for its torment. 


"In the fire the flames simulate the specters of what they adored in life; the passions are painted with burning brushstrokes with the most appealing appearance, 
and they shriek and shriek their memento: 'You wanted the fire of the passions. Now receive the fire set aflame by God, whose holy Fire you derided.' 


"Fire responds to fire. In Paradise it is the fire of perfect love. In Purgatory it is the fire of purifying love. In Hell it is the fire of offended love. Since the elect loved 
to perfection, Love gives itself to them in its Perfection. Since those being purged loved in lukewarm fashion, Love becomes aflame to take them to Perfection. 
Since the accursed burned with all fires-except with the Fire of God-the Fire of God's wrath burns them ‘eternally. And in the fire there is ice. 


"Oh, you cannot imagine what Hell is! Take everything that is man's torment on earth-fire, flame, ice, submerging waters, hunger, sleeplessness, thirst, wounds, 
illnesses, sores, and death-sum it up into a single amount and multiply it millions of times. You will have only a shadow of that tremendous truth. 
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"Sidereal cold will be mixed with the unbearable burning. The damned burned with all human fires, having only spiritual iciness for their Lord God. And ice 
awaits them to freeze them after fire has salted them like fish set upon a flame to roast. A torment in the torment is this passing from the burning which dissolves to 
the cold which condenses. 


"Oh, this is not metaphorical language! For God can make souls, burdened by the sins committed, have a sensitivity equal to that of flesh, even before they take on 
that flesh. You do not know and do not believe. But in truth I tell you that it would be better for you to undergo all the torments of my martyrs rather than one 
hour of those infernal tortures. 


"Darkness will be the third torment. Material darkness and spiritual darkness. To be in darkness forever after having seen the light of paradise and to be in the 
embrace of Darkness after having seen the Light that is God! To writhe in that dark horror where, in the glare of the burnt spirit, there is illuminated only the 
name of the sin for which they are nailed to that horror! To find no other support in that continuous agitation of spirits hating and harming each other but the 
desperation making them crazed and increasingly accursed. To feed on it, base themselves on it, and kill themselves with it. It is said that death will nourish death. 
Despair is death and shall nourish these dead ones in eternity. 


"Even I, who created that place, tell you that when I descended into it to bring out of Limbo those who awaited my coming, I, God, experienced horror at that 
horror; and if something made by God were not immutable, on account of being perfect, I would have wanted to make it less atrocious, for I am Love, and I was 
pained by that horror. 


"And you want to go there. 


"Meditate, O children, on these words of mine. The sick are given bitter medicine; the diseased areas of cancer patients are cauterized and cut out. For you, sick 
and suffering from cancer, this is a surgeon's medicine and cauterization. Do not refuse it. Use it to heal yourselves. The duration of life is not these few days on 
earth. Life begins when it seems to you to be ending, and it no longer has an end. 


"Have it flow on for you in the place where God's light and joy make eternity beautiful and not where Satan is the eternal Torturer. " 


John says: 


"I will be the comfort, little sister. "Yesterday morning you complained a bit to our Good Jesus. It seemed to you that He was placing you after the last person who 
set to Work, the victim immolated at once, while you, that have been on the altar for years and were the first to pronounce the prayer given by the Master, never 
see your sacrifice being consummated. 


"You are my sister, Maria. I was the first disciple of Jesus. I was the one who was more like Him than all the others. I made his words, his affections, and his 
desires my own. I had the same longing as He did to die in order to redeem. And I saw the others go to God before me. Even Paul, the apostle who was a 
latecomer, preceded me. And Stephen was the first to fall-the one who came after the Master. And I remained. 


"I experienced the pain of separation from the Master, the longing of expectation, persecutions, martyrdom, and exile. But not the swift consummation of the 
sacrifice. I, who was hungry for my Jesus, had to watch the years go by until the most advanced old age before being able to reach Him. 


"And what of it? Was my martyrdom of love and desire less of a martyrdom than that of the others? Or less fruitful? No, little sister. There are some who are 
received immediately and others who ‘must remain as long as He wants them to remain,’ for their task is to be God's voice for their brothers and sisters. 


"But, sister in Christ's love, believe that your wait is Jesus' predilection. He leaves you because you are his little John, and you must preach love to your brothers 
and sisters with the words the Master gives you. It is the sweetest mission. 


"Peace be with you always." 


January 16 
Colossians 1:15-20 


Jesus says: 


"I previously stated on one occasion, when explaining John's Apocalypse, that I am the firstborn of all creatures. The firstborn because I emerged first from the 
Father's thought before there was anything else in the heavenly and planetary Universe. The firstborn because I was the first to be born from the lineage of Adam 
just as, according to the Father's will, the children of men should have been born: by procreation devoid of sensuality and pain. 


"The heir, who is always the firstborn, is given dominion over all his father's goods, and the father, for his beloved one, who is the first to emerge from his love, 
makes every effort and sacrifice to increase the goods and power of his first son, of the one destined to bear the name of his lineage. 


"To Me, the heir, the firstborn of the Holy Father, the Father, without sacrifice or effort, gave an infinite realm embracing Earth and Heaven, made up of spiritual 
creatures and earthly creatures, made up of numberless 'lives,' all of them created perfect by God, Father and Creator, which are the 'lives' of stars and planets 
revolving through the fields of the heavens and singing the praise of the spheres for God with their eternal, swift, shining existence; they are the 'lives' of minute or 
imposing animals-singing, silent, flying, crawling, wriggling, running, very strong, and very delicate-'lives' that seem to be crags and 'lives' that seem to be flowers 
which give you flesh, wings, song, help, wool, and honey, which fertilize far-off flowers, which transport and sow seeds from even farther away, which cleanse 
the waters and the sod, and which join together the continents by crossing deserts and savannahs and forests and mountain ranges with their slow or swift pace. 


"They are vegetable 'lives' giving you shade, delight, food, fire, and furnishings. They are mineral 'lives' giving you necessary 
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substances. They are microscopic 'lives' not without a reason for existence. And all of them were created perfect and given to Me by my Father as subjects of the 
King for whom all things have been made. They are the perfect 'lives' of the angelic beings, that are my spiritual subjects adoring a gesture of mine, which for 
them is a command turned into action by the love spurring them on. They are 'lives' which have reached perfection through Me and their good will and which, 
having gone back up to Heaven, from which they proceed, constitute my eternal court. 


"They are 'lives' created by continuous generation by my Father: the souls destined to enliven the flesh conceived on earth, which, through Me, will obtain healing 
from the hereditary bite of Satan and become acceptable again to the Almighty Lord God, future citizens in my Kingdom. 


, "For my glory and my joy the Father has created everything, and, like a divine magnet, I attract to Myself all the created things which recognize Me as the One 
through whom they have life. 


"The first in life, I am also He who was the first to rise from death, on the dawn of the third day, when the corruption of the flesh had not yet begun, since it was 
not appropriate for my nature to undergo putrefaction. My Flesh was divine on my Father's side and immaculate on my Mother's. Thus free from the 
condemnation which makes your bodies-excessively loved by you-a mass of verminous rottenness before making them a heap of calcined bones and, by their 
slow decay, a heap of pulverized lime-dust. Nothing more than dust. 


"As the supreme Expiator, I had to undergo death. As the Redeemer and head of a new religion -my own-I had to give you a sign that it was the only one which 
was divine. And what sign could be greater than the resurrection after so many pains in death whereby my dying was observed by all, and after a stay of so many 
hours in the hermetic enclosure of a tomb, under bandages impregnated with aromas whose violence could provoke death by itself? And who is the one that, 
without human help, 
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after so much martyrdom, after so much asphyxiation, rises and frees himself, like a giant shaking off the garlands of flowers with which a child has wreathed him, 
from the bands filled with aromas and the stones riveted over his tomb, and surges up, shaking off the earth in the triumph over death and evil-handsome, healthy, 
strong, and free? 


"But, beyond this trial, undergone out of love for you-so slow and rebellious as regards Faith-it was not right for the Son of God to experience another trial, and 
the resurrection followed death just as the sunrise follows the setting of the morning star, and I am the first one to be reborn from death, which could not hold Me 
in a long embrace, but just for that short time needed to present Myself to mankind as a host in the monstrance, so that it would see the Great Victim and not deny 
his sacrifice, and worship Me as its God and Victor, for I am the One who, after having created death, gained victory over it; I have made it not a curse, but a 
blessing for the man who dies in Me, since, with the Father's wrath canceled out by the Blood shed from my Cross, death is no longer separation, but union with 
your Father, with whom I, the Firstborn, have reconciled you by joining your hands to mine, pierced for your sake. 


"I, the Prince of Peace, have brought peace to things, and if you do not have peace, it does not come through a deficiency of mine, but through your iniquity, 
which prefers evil to good, crime to holiness, and blood to the spirit. " 


January 17 Colossians, Chapters 2 and 3 


Jesus says: 


"Take into consideration-more than for yourself and for many like you-that this dictation falls within the group of the 'seven 
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dictations. When one has begun to undermine a system, it is good to continue with the blows of a battering ram. And this form of thought is a steel-hard system. 
One must persist to overcome. 


"There is only one Faith which is true. Mine. Just as I have given it to all of you-a divine gem whose light is life. It is not enough to remain in that faith nominally, 
just as a piece of marble placed in a room by chance remains. But it is necessary to fuse oneself with it and make it Part of yourselves. 


"Is the clothing you wear life for you? Does it perhaps become your flesh and blood? No. It is attire which is useful for you, but if you take it off to don other 
apparel, you remove nothing from your interior. Whereas the food you eat becomes your blood and your flesh, and you can no longer remove it from yourselves. 
It is a part-and an essential one-of yourselves, for without blood and flesh you could not live, and without food you would not have flesh and blood. 


"The same occurs with Faith. It must not be something resting upon you at certain hours, like a veil for the purpose of appearing more attractive and seducing 
one's brothers, but it must be an intrinsic part of you, inseparable from you, vital in you. Faith is not just hope for things believed in; faith is a life reality. A life 
beginning here, in this chimera of human life, and fulfilled in the hereafter, in that eternal life which awaits you. 


"Today a great heresy is taking place, a supremely sacrilegious heresy. The son of Satan, one of the sons, whom I could call one of the greatest, not the greatest 
one in the past, who is Judas, not the greatest one to come, who will be the Antichrist, but one of those living now for the punishment of man, who has worshipped 
man and not God, dealing out death to himself by way of man, whereas I, God, gave man Life by way of my death-meditate on this difference-the son of Satan 
proclaims a new faith which is a tragic, sacrilegious, accursed parody of my Faith. A new gospel is proclaimed; a new church is founded; a new altar is raised up; a 
new cross is set on high; a new sacrifice is celebrated. Man's gospel, church, altar, cross, and sacrifice. Not God's. 
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"There is one Gospel: mine. 
"There is one Church: mine, Roman Catholic. 
"There is one Altar: the one consecrated by oil, water, and wine, the one founded upon the bones of a martyr and saint of God. 


"There is one Cross: mine. The one from which the Body of the Son of God-Jesus Christ-is hanging, the one reproducing the figure of the wood I bore with infinite 
love and such great fatigue up to the summit of Calvary. There are no other crosses. There may be other signs, hieroglyphics like the ones sculpted upon the 
Pharaohs' hypogea or upon the Aztecs' stems-signs, nothing more than signs, of man or Satan, but not crosses, not a symbol of a whole poem of love, redemption, 
and victory over all the forces of Evil, of whatever kind. 


"From the time of Moses until now, and from now until the moment of Judgment, there will be one cross: the one like mine, the one which first bore ‘the serpent,' a 
symbol of eternal life, the one which bore Me, the one I shall bear with Me when I appear to you as the Judge and King to judge everyone: you, O my blessed 
ones who believe in my Sign and my Name; and you, accursed ones, parodists and sacrilegious, who have forcefully removed my Sign and my Name from 
churches, states, and consciences, replacing them with your Satanic symbol and your name as Satanic ones. 


"There is one Sacrifice: the one mystically repeating my own, and in the bread and wine it gives you my Body and my Blood immolated for you. There is no other 
body or blood which can replace the Great Victim. And the blood and the bodies that you immolate, O ferocious sacrificers of those who are subject to you and at 
your disposal-for you have turned them into the bodies of galley slaves condemned to row, marked with your sign as if they were beasts to be slaughtered, 
rendered unable even to think, for you have robbed, suppressed, and stricken this sovereignty of man over the brutes, and you crack the whip over them and 
threaten them with ‘death’ if they so much as dare, 
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even inwardly alone, to judge you-and this blood and these bodies do not celebrate, do not substitute, and are not of use, no, for sacrifice. 


"Mine obtains graces and blessings for you. This one obtains condemnation and eternal curses for you. I hear and see the moans and the tortures of the oppressed 
whom you slaughter in soul and mind even more than in body. Not one of your subjects is safe from your knife, which empties them of freedom, peace, serenity, 
and faith and makes them moral dimwits, frightened, desperate, and rebellious. I hear and see the death rattle of the slain and the blood bathing 'your' altar. Poor 
blood, for which I have a mercy surpassing all measure and whose error, too, I forgive, for man has already punished himself thereby, and God does not rage 
where there has already been expiation. 


"But I swear to you that I will make that blood and those moans your eternal torment. You shall eat, regurgitate, and vomit blood; you shall choke in it; your souls 
shall be deafened by those death rattles and those moans to the point of madness, and you shall be obsessed by millions of ghostly faces that will shout at you the 
millions of crimes you have committed and curse you. You shall find this in the place where your father, the king of deceit and cruelty, is awaiting you. 


"And where among you is the Pontiff, the Priest for the celebration of the rite? You are executioners and not priests. That is not an altar-it is a scaffold. That is not 
a sacrifice-it is a blasphemy. That is not a faith-it is a sacrilege. 


"Come down, O accursed ones, before I fulminate you with a horrendous death. At least die the death of beasts, that withdraw into their burrows to die, sated with 
prey. Do not wait on that pedestal of yours as hellish gods for Me to hand you over to expiation-not of the spirit, but of your beastly bodies-and have you die in the 
midst of the mockery of the throng and the cruelty of those who are now being tortured. There is a limit. I remind you. And there is no mercy for those aping God 
and becoming like Lucifer. 


"And you, O peoples, manage to be strong in Truth and Justice. 
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Human philosophies and human doctrines are all contaminated with dross. The current ones are filled with venom. One should not play with poisonous snakes. 
The time comes when the snake emerges from the charm and administers a fatal bite. Do not let yourselves be poisoned. 


"Remain united to Me. In Me there is justice, peace, and love. Do not seek other doctrines. Live out the Gospel. You will be happy. Live by Me, in Me. You will not 
experience the great bodily joys. I do not confer them-I confer the true joys which are not just the enjoyment of the flesh, but also of the spirit, the honest, blessed, 
holy joys which I have granted and sanctioned, the ones in which I did not refuse to take part. 


"The family, children, an honest well-being, a prosperous and peaceful homeland, real harmony with one's brothers and sisters and with the nations. This is what I 
call holy and what I bless. Therein you also possess health, for family life, when honestly lived out, gives health to the body; therein you possess serenity, for a 
business or a profession, when honestly engaged in, provide tranquillity of conscience; therein you have the peace and prosperity of your homeland and town, for, 
when living in real harmony with your countrymen and with neighboring peoples, you avoid resentments and wars. 


"In your blood Satan's venom ferments, I know, my poor children. But I have given you Myself as an antidote. I have taught you to engrave my Sign, which 
overcomes Satan, upon yourselves, in yourselves. 


"Circumcise your spirits with Me. A much higher and more perfect circumcision! It removes from your flesh those cells in which the germs of death settle and 
implants in you the Life that I am. It strips you of animality and robes you in Christ. It buries you as children of blameworthy Adam -and you are also blameworthy 
yourselves because of original sin and your own sins-in Baptism and the Confession of Christ and makes you rise again as children of the Most High. 


"Do not separate from Me. Oh, I shall certainly take you into the Heavens if you remain part of Me, and, in addition -since not all of you are ‘heaven,' but a little of 
the Earth's mire always remains in you-look, I promise you that the Father's blessing 
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will not be lacking even upon your mire, for the Father can only bless his Son, and my Power shall overshadow you to such a degree-if you remain in Me, if you 
pray with Me. saying ‘our Father' just as I taught you-that the Father will give you both the Kingdom of Heaven, as is requested in the first part, and your daily 
bread and the forgiveness of sins, as is requested in the second. 


"If you remain in Me, like children in their mother's womb, our Father will be able to see only the robe which robes you: Me, your Redeemer, the one generating 
you for Heaven and his Son; and upon his Son, the object of all his pleasure, for whom He has made, in addition to all things, forgiveness and glory, too, for the 
joy of his Son, who wants you to be forgiven and glorious, He will make his graces rain down. 


"I destroyed your death with mine. I annulled your sins with my Blood. I redeemed them beforehand for your sake. I have made everything powerless to harm you 
in the future life by nailing your sin-from Adam on to every one of you-to my cross. I can say I consumed all the world's poison by tasting of the sponge soaked in 
gall and vinegar on Golgotha and turned that Evil into Good for you, since, in dying thereby, I distilled it, and made the deathly mixture water of Life flowing from 
my torn chest. 


"Remain in Me with purity and fortitude. Do not be hypocrites, but sincere in Faith. It is not external practices that constitute faith and love. Even the sacrilegious 
have these and make use of them to deceive you and obtain human glories for themselves. You must not be like this. 


"Remember that, as J have regenerated you to the Life of Grace, to which you were dead, so I have raised you up with Me to eternal Life. Look, then, at that place 
of Life. Seek all the things which are currency for you to enter therein. All the things of the spirit: Faith, Hope, Charity, and the other virtues which make man a 
child of God. 


"Seek the unerring Science: the one contained in my doctrine. This is the one which makes you capable of orienting 
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yourselves in such a way that Heaven will be yours. 


"Seek Glory. Not the ludicrous and often blameworthy glory of the earth, which I frequently condemn and never deem to be true glory, but only a mission which 
God gives you so that you will turn it into a means to reach heavenly Glory. True Glory is obtained by overturning the world's values. The world says, 'Enjoy, 
stockpile, be proud, overbearing, heartless, hate in order to overcome, lie in order to be successful, commit cruelties in order to domineer.' I say to you, 'Be 
moderate, continent, without thirst for flesh, gold, or power; be sincere, honest, humble, loving, patient, meek, and merciful. Forgive those who offend you, love 
those who hate you, help those who are less fortunate than you. Love, love, love." 


"In truth, I tell you that not a single act of love, though minimal, such as a sigh of compassion for someone suffering, shall go unrewarded. A boundless reward in 
Heaven. And now a great reward, not comprehensible except for the one experiencing it, even on earth. The reward of the peace of Christ for all my good ones, of 
the luminousness of the Word for the 'very good ones' into whom I come to find my comfort. 


"My dear children, whom I love with a love much greater than all the hatred circulating like a hellish liquid over the Earth, love Me, in turn; whatever you do or 


say, do it in the name of your Jesus, thus giving thanks, by means of Him, to God your Father, and the grace of the Lord will remain over you like a shield on earth 
and a secure halo for Heaven." 


That "address" was delivered about eight days ago-around the 10th or 11th of this month, then. The following declaration was made therein, after other, varied 
statements: that priests are not necessary for either God or souls because they are moneygrubbers and so on and so forth and that, when the war is over-with the 
victory of Germany, of course-a new, true worship will be established and new, true temples will be opened, and there the faithful of the new religion will go to 
witness the consummation of the sacrifice in which the bread given to the 
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Germanic people and its blood will be brought. 


Hitler's words and promises for his subjects. 


January 19 


Jesus says: 


"My poor daughter, so sickened by what surrounds you, both at home and in your country, listen to Me. Last night I was close to you, a comfort which is not 
lacking to those suffering without separating from Me. 


"If all were able-instead of just cursing over all of life's troubles, afflictions, and misfortunes-if all were able to come to Me when their neighbor offends, nips, 
harms, calumniates, deceives, degrades, or strikes with indifference, anticharity, or incomprehension, as if with a sword, how much better it would be! They would 
suffer less and acquire divine blessings. Instead, cursing of everything and everyone, including Me, always flowers on these human lips, which feel tired when it 
comes to praying, but not tired when it comes to insulting. 


"And how can I go to those harboring hatred which ferments? And isn't cursing hatred which ferments? Against Me, against one's neighbor, against the will of 
God, and against yourselves. And know that, even if it is against yourselves, it is condemned by Me because I abhor the hearts and mouths that hate, whether they 
hate Me, God, or their brothers and sisters, creatures of God, or themselves, the work of God. 


"Moreover, whoever hates an unfortunate-for Me, to hate is not to love, and in order not to love there is no need to kill; it suffices to fail to show that sense of 
patient compassion which even household pets feel for their suffering master-whoever hates an unfortunate, causing him to feel his condition in a harsh way and 
grating his wounds, which I have medicated with my love so that he will suffer less, offends Me, who said, 'Blessed are the merciful! You shall be rewarded even 
for a glass of water.' And a good word receives a much greater reward than a glass of water. 


33 


"Finally, when, with mocking thought, a servant of mine is judged negatively and disturbed to the point that he is rendered physically unable to transcribe my 
word, then a twofold offense is committed against my Person. For only I can withdraw the faculty to receive in a servant of mine if he fails to fulfill that way of life 
which I demand of him; and, on the other hand, whoever, by human art, strikes him, turning him into a poor wounded man unable to move -over whom I, the 
Divine Samaritan, must bend to medicate his wounds and restore his strength with my merciful love-arrogates to himself a right he does not have and defrauds 
God of his right and his instrument. 


"In truth, I tell you that, though knowing that heart, I dictated important words for it to spur it on, to force it towards good; I did so for your sake, and also for hers, 
so that the memory of her mother, a true Christian, would prod her to imitate those virtues. But wild fruits sometimes sprout from a very sweet apple tree. And they 
remain such because they do not receive God's word with faith. I am the one who implant Good in you. But whoever does not receive Me remains harsh and wild 
like the fruit of a wild plant. 


"In truth, that is not the way to practice 'charity towards one's neighbor.’ The Martha of old was much better. She worried about too many things, but did not deride 
her sister's love; on the contrary, she was glad that she was caught in that love, and it did not disturb her to the point of placing the bitter veil of fraternal 
incomprehension, which is always disturbing, between her and Me. 


"I said to the woman from Samaria, 'Whoever drinks this water will still be thirsty, but whoever drinks the water given by Me will no longer be thirsty, but, rather, 
the water given by Me will become a fount of living water in him gushing up to eternal life.' 


"But if the person into whom I come-bringing the divine fount, under the Eucharistic species, containing all the virtues 
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and graces suitable for making a man a saint-remains marble which does not soak it up, and with his lack of true faith and true charity remains not only an 
impenetrable marble basin, but even a basin perforated by this lack of honest faith and charity, how can I become a fount of living water in him gushing up to 
eternal life? The fact is that I shall flee from him after having come because I do not love the incredulous and the uncharitable, and each time I shall leave him 
empty and arid as before. 


"This is the destiny of those demanding that God work the whole miracle and making no effort on their part to improve themselves. 


"How Satan works around these hearts! If they saw themselves, they would tremble. Like unheedful birds, they do not listen to their father's cry warning them of 
danger and calling them; they do not see-they do not want to see-that the malefic bird catcher is standing with the net in his grasp to capture them and make them 
unhappy. And they end up becoming his prey and an instrument for the affliction of my beloved ones. 


"The world is full of these distracted people. They are the least likely to be converted because pride already possesses them and there is no charity in them to heal 
them. They prompt my pity. Be merciful, too, and pray If your prayer, like my grace, brings no benefit, it will come back to you, as grace comes back to Me, and 
you will have the same merit as you would if it obtained the conversion of that heart. 


"Overcome human aversion, Maria. You possess joys which compensate you for this a hundredfold." 
January 20 


Jesus says: 
"I want to explain to you the epistle and Gospel at Mass yesterday. Yesterday you were too tired for Me to do so. 


"Whoever perseveres until the end will be saved,' the Gospel passage states. And the epistle says, 'Do not cast aside your 
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confidence, then, for which a great reward is reserved. You now need patience so that by doing the will of God you may obtain what has been promised to you, for 
in a little while the one who is to come will come, and he will not delay. But the just man lives by faith; however, if he turns back, he will no longer be pleasing to 
my soul." 


"That's it, daughter. Always bear in mind these luminous words in your present state of dejection and the many future ones-all of them resulting from the 
anticharity which surrounds you. It is these words which encouraged those martyred by tyrants and those martyred by relatives or superiors. 


"It is necessary to persevere until the end, in spite of the mockery, clashes, pressures, and afflictions. I am the reward given to those persevering. Consider, Maria. 
I, your Jesus. Why, what will these thorns now piercing you and bringing you so much suffering be for you then? A trifle-rather, more than a trifle, a joy. You will 
gaze at them with love. You will kiss them with gratitude because precisely because of them you will possess Me more and more powerfully. 


"Every affliction overcome unbendingly is an increase in heavenly fusion. Remember this. There everything is seen in a new light. Even those whom you now 
love only out of love for Me-for their way of acting would spur your humanity not to love them-will be loved by you there on your own because you will see them 
as means that have given you the infinite Treasure that I am. 


"The final prayer of the martyrs was for their executioners, that they might arrive at the Light; the final prayer of the saints, for their oppressors, that they might 
arrive at Charity. 


"You do not know, you do not know, but I will tell you this. Many superiors at convents whom humanity-alive in them, in spite of their habit signifying 
renunciation of the flesh-led to pride and thus anticharity towards their subjects have arrived at repentance and gone from it to spiritual rebirth, the origin of birth 
in Heaven, precisely through the prayers of a 'saint' who repaid their acts of harshness and injustice with acts of super 
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natural love, praying and suffering for the redemption of that heart, which was so lacking in benevolence towards them. Now, in Heaven, my angels gaze at both 
the oppressed and the oppressor side by side, and the oppressor is not the superior now-it is the oppressed one, who, like a loving father, looks joyfully at the one 
he has saved, who has entered eternal life thanks to his true love. 


"The light of these spirits, who have saved their tormentors, is a special light and comes from the ray of my open side, of my heart, which prayed on the cross for 
those crucifying it since those who pray for the ones causing them suffering are like Me, who prayed for my executioners. 


"Trust in Me, who see, and patience towards others, towards the things harassing you. The reward is such as to warrant every sacrifice. And it will not be long in 
coming. 


"Do not be dejected. Let others be what they want to be. As for you, be mine, and that's enough. Indeed, pray-it is the greatest charity-that others may be what I 
want them to be. And be mine increasingly. Go in peace. I bless you." 


The description of the vision you have should be inserted here. 


4 p.m. 


As a comfort for my sadness, the good Jesus grants me the following vision, which I hasten to describe for you, with the thought that you may be pleased with it. 
I am witnessing the deposition of Agnes. 


I see the garden of a patrician's house. I do not know if it is the house of Agnes' father or of another Christian family. After 
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all, that is not very important. In short, I see a very ample garden with roads and lanes, flowerbeds, fishponds, and plants with long stems. 


It is evening-I might say night, since there are already thick shadows. The place is illuminated by lovely moonlight and scattered torches or lamps of some kind. I 
see the flames curving from time to time before the slight evening wind. The moon is in the first quarter, and I thus think it is 8 p.m. or even before 8, since the 
moon has barely risen above the horizon and in January it rises early, especially when in its initial phase. 


At first I see nothing else. The scene then becomes livelier. Many people with lamps and torches enter the garden, and the light grows. They are undoubtedly men 
and women Christians led by their priests and deacons to the burial of Agnes. 


At a certain moment one of the doors of the house opens, and a brightly illuminated peristyle appears, parallel to the street, of course, for facing this door-towards 
the inside, shall we say-there is another one, which also opens as if someone had knocked outside, and a group of people enters, bearing a body wrapped in a 
shroud on a stretcher. 


After the stretcher has been set down in the middle of this peristyle and the door alongside the street closed, the body is uncovered, reverently lifted up and placed 
on another kind of stretcher resembling a cot without panels, covered with very opulent dark-red cloth which I would describe as embroidery. 


I see that the martyr has already been washed and laid out. There is no longer blood on her face and hair or her clothing. They must have dressed her in a clean 
tunic since there is no stain on it. 


The young martyr's face is so pale that she looks like a marble statue. But she is very peaceful. She is smiling. Her hair is loose under the white veil entirely 
covering her. But she is veiled first of all by her long blond hair. A real cloak of gold enveloping her down to her knees. Her hands are joined over her breast and 
are holding a palm. The wound on her neck is not visible. They have mercifully covered it with the golden locks and white veil. 


Around her is a throng of relatives who are soundlessly 
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weeping and kissing her waxen face and marble brow-family members, companions in faith, and priests. 


A venerable old man comes in, flanked by two others. They are all dressed like Romans at that time. From what is taking place I understand that the old man is the 
Pontiff or one of his vicars. But I would say he is the Pontiff, for they all kneel when he enters and blesses. He, too, draws near the martyr and prays over her. He 
then puts on his liturgical vestments, as do the two deacons accompanying him and many of the priests scattered among the Christians, and the funeral train is 
formed. 


A group of virgins, including Emerentiana, draw close to the stretcher and lift it up. Though Agnes, on being viewed stretched out, seems taller than when alive, 
the weight must not be excessive-she is a child and not very buxom. The virgins are all dressed and veiled in white: a hedge of lilies around a faded lily laid out on 
the purple of the funeral cloth. At the forefront are the Pontiff and the priests, preceded and flanked by ushers with torches; behind them are the virgins with the 
martyr; then the parents, relatives, and Christians-all of them with lamps-proceed along the paths towards the place where the garden borders on what (I think) is 
open countryside. It is clear that there are no other houses afterwards, but other plants and meadows. 


The scene is placid and solemn. The moon is kissing the snow-white body, and the wind is caressing it. I see a blond lock waving tenuously in the slight breeze. 


The Christians are singing in a low voice. At first I find it hard to understand, perhaps because I am distracted on seeing so many things. I then make out the words 
of the sacred melody in Latin and remember having known it. I wonder where I have heard or read it. 


In the meantime they have arrived at a sort of shaft which is quite wide at its mouth and into which one can descend by a little stairway cut into the tufa or 
sandstone, as the case may be. The leading figures gradually go down, and in the underground cavity, which has been dug in a circular shape, with many tunnels 
running off in different directions which seem to have barely been begun, the voices become louder and more solemn. 


Now I remember clearly. They are the words of the Apocalypse, 


39 


at the point where there is mention of that "canticle" which may be sung only by those who did not contaminate themselves on earth. But not all of it is uttered. It 
is uttered in that way. They were singing that hymn so slowly that I was able to transcribe it, and I then checked to see if my asininity had made a lot of mistakes in 
Latin. 


Et vidi supra montem Sion Agnum stantem, the men were singing. 

Et audivi vocem de caelo, tamquam vocem aquarum multarum, the women responded. 
Sicut citharoedorum citharizantium in citharis suis. 

Et cantabant quasi canticum novum. 

Et nemo poterat dicere canticum, nisi illa 144,000 qui empti sunt de terra. 

Hi sunt qui cum milieribus non sunt coinquinati: virgines enim, sunt. 

Hi sequuntur Agnum, quocumque ierit. 

Hi empti sunt ex hominibus primitiae Deo et Agno. 

Sine macula enim, sunt ante thronum Dei. 

The men and the women were singing the lines alternately. 


A heavenly harmony! There were tears in my eyes, and there is still a kind of river of sweetness in me which soothes everything. I hear it above all the noises 
around me... 


A last farewell by the relatives, and the body is then upraised and carried towards the long, narrow burial niche scooped out of the sandstone, sidelong and not 
lengthwise. The Pontiff accompanies the deposition with the following words: "Veni, sponsa Christi. Veni, Agne sanctissima. Requiescant in pace." 


A stone is positioned and secured over the opening. 
The vision comes to a halt there. 


I feel at peace as if I, too, had been carried into that little burial niche alongside the sweet child, waiting to rise again with her in Christ after the martyrdom, as if I, 
like her, had already emerged from the torments and wickedness of the world and were singing at her side the canticle which only those who 
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have been rescued from the earth sing. 
It is indeed beautiful to die for Jesus! It is indeed beautiful to be able to say to oneself, "My pain obtains Paradise for me! " 
I now recollect myself, waiting for you to come. I recollect myself in the echo of that sweet song so full of promises for those who have given themselves to the 


service of the Lamb and follow Him in all He wills. 


Written again on the morning of the 23rd, out of fear that those detached pages might get lost. 


I see the garden of a patrician's house. There are roads, flowerbeds, fishponds, little meadows, and long-stemmed plants. It seems vast and must border on the open 
countryside or other enormous gardens, as I later observe, for where it ends there are no houses, but other meadows and plants. 


At the beginning of the vision there are no people in the garden. I see it in the brightness of the light provided here and there by oil lanterns or torches set at 
different points. I see the reddish flames, which bend from time to time in the light evening wind. There is also moonlight. The moon is in its initial phase, for the 
illuminated section is thin and facing westward. Given the season and the position of the moon, which has barely risen in the sky, I think it must be the early hours 
of the night, which comes on very soon at this time of year. 


Later on I observe near the house-which seems to be entirely closed up as if it were empty-many groups of men and women dressed as in that time, accompanied 
by other men who seem to be invested with a special role and dignity and whom all obey respectfully. I understand that they are Christians who have come to 
Agnes' funeral. 


Many have little oil lanterns, and this fact enables me to see that there are some among the men with short-I would say "close-shaven"-hair and short grayish 
robes and others with better groomed hair, which is also short, however, and long, light-colored robes with cloaks; one of the edges of each cloak 
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passes over their heads as a hood. Among the women, too, some are dressed modestly and in dark colors while others are better dressed, wearing light colors; a 
large group is dressed in white, with white veils on their heads. 


As I observe all of these details, an enormous door to the house opens, in the facade overlooking the garden, and a bright light emerges from within. It proceeds 
from a peristyle which is brilliantly illuminated. Facing this door is another one which is certainly in the facade overlooking the street. At a given moment it is 
opened, as if someone had knocked outside. 


A group of people enters, surrounding a stretcher carried by four stout men dressed in a dark color (resembling gray wool). They set their burden down in the 
midst of the peristyle as the door to the house is immediately closed again with care. When the cloth covering the stretcher is lifted, I see it contains a body lying 
extended, entirely wrapped in a shroud. This body is reverently raised up and laid out-without the shroud, which remains on the stretcher-on a kind of cot 
covered with a precious purple cloth which seems to be embroidered as if it were damask. It was certainly prepared in advance to receive its burden. 


I see the martyr Agnes, stiffened in death. Her face, little hands, and small feet bearing sandals are so pale that she looks like a snow-white marble statue. She is 
dressed entirely in white, with a snow-white veil which totally envelops her. But her first veil is provided by her shining blond, knee-length hair, which is now 


completely loose, like a golden cloak. It is not curly, but soft and slightly wavy, very abundant, and most beautiful. She is smiling as if before a peaceful vision. Her 
hands are joined over her abdomen, and she is holding a palm-her only ornament-in her stiffened fingers. 


She is totally spotless. It is clear that they have washed away the blood and dressed her in clean clothing before bringing her 
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here, for there is no longer blood on her face, hair, and robe. The wound on her neck is not visible. They have reverently covered it with her hair and veil. 


Her relatives approach her and kiss her, weeping over her waxen little hands and frozen brow. But their sorrow is orderly and dignified. None of the 
manifestations of hysteria which are common in such cases. A Christian sorrow. After the relatives her friends and brothers and sisters in faith throng around her. 
I see Emerentiana at once weeping and smiling before the foster sister who has preceded her into glory. All bid farewell to the martyr and pray. 


Here I get the impression-which I forgot to write down in the first version, limiting myself to telling you orally-of a great love among the Christians, the sensation 
of what the "communion of the saints" is, just as it was understood by the early Christians, from whom we could learn so much. They had come, defying all 
dangers, to pay homage to Christ's martyr, to implore her, now raised into Heaven, to be a source of intercession for all of them before God in the upcoming 
combats for the Faith, and it seemed to me that she was already gliding in spirit over those present, infusing her heroic sentiments and protection into them. 
Heaven and Earth were communicating. 


At this point the outer door opens again, and an old man enters, accompanied by two men between twenty-five and thirty-five years of age. The old man has a 
sweetly serious expression. He is very thin-I would say he's in pain-and quite pale. He must be a very influential person among the Christians, for all kneel when 
he appears, and he passes, blessing, between two rows of bowed heads. I get the impression that he is a bishop or the Pontiff himself. 


He draws near the stretcher and blesses the dead girl and prays over her. He then dons his priestly robes (I see the pallium-I don't know if this is the term-which is 
a white band forming a sort of circle over his shoulders and chest and then descending in back and in front in two bands. The entire surface is adorned with little 
dark crosses). Those accompanying him also don their robes, putting on the vestments for deacons (a knee-length tunic and sleeves extending to slightly above 
their elbows). 
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The funeral procession then forms. In front are the clergy-that is, the elderly man, the two deacons, and the other priests, who were previously scattered among the 
throng of Christians and who have also put on their priestly stoles. Around them men bearing lit torches position themselves. They are wearing short dark robes. I 
would say they are servants and Christians, for I get the impression that all in the house are followers of Jesus. Around the stretcher as well, a row of lamps borne 
by the virgins dressed and veiled in white is formed- a veritable hedge of lilies around the clipped lily The stretcher is easily lifted by four virgins, including 
Emerentiana. It must not weigh very much, for, though Agnes, laid out as she is, seems taller than when alive, she is still a teenager and, in addition, not very 
buxom. 


The funeral procession heads towards the tomb along the garden paths. All are carrying lit torches or lanterns. And they are singing. In a low voice. A hymn full of 
sweetness and hope which I do not recognize at first. I seem to have heard those words before, but I don't know where. The evening wind bends the flames, which 
then straighten up, more beautiful than before. I distinctly see a lock of Agnes' hair which has emerged from underneath the veil and is moving under a puff of 
breeze. The procession is very orderly and reverent. 


They reach the edge of the garden. A sort of shaft is there, with a very large opening. A little stairway, cut into the sandstone or tufa, leads downwards. Many 
descend. Those who are unable remain on the edge of the shaft and continue to sing, responding to the singing below. In the hollow of the shaft the voices 
resonate, and I clearly understand what they involve. They are verses from the Apocalypse at the point where it speaks of the virgins who follow the Lamb. One 
verse is sung by the men, the next, alternately, by the women, the way I wrote them in the first account. 


I see that the shaft is semicircular-rather, horseshoeshaped-and passages start from it radially. It is like this. Where I have marked the cross there is a burial niche 
dug into the sandstone. Prepared for Agnes. The first 
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one in this sepulcher, the future tomb of many martyrs and a catacomb. The first of the burial niches, to the right of the cross 


(as you look, the one I have marked with a '"V"), is the deepest. It runs some five or six meters into the earth, whereas the others are less profound, and one, the 
first on the left as you look, beside the stairway, has barely been begun. I get the impression that it is a hypogeum which has just been started, almost as if Agnes' 
death had caught it unprepared. 


The relatives and those closest draw near for a final farewell. The edges of the purple cloth on which the martyr is lying are then raised over her, and she is 
wrapped in this precious cloth from head to foot. 


The Pontiff bids farewell to her for the last time; "Veni, sponsa Christi. Veni, Agne sanctissima. Requiescant in pace!" as if he were receiving her in the name of 
the Church. And the body is lifted with devotion and laid out in the burial niche, over which a stone closing it is rolled in place. 


And the vision comes to a halt like this. 


There remain in me the sweetness of the singing and the religiosity of the whole scene in its smallest details, in which the union of the ancient Christians and their 
fervor are evident. 


I have written this vision down again at the behest of Jesus, who says to me, "This is another probatory fact. Only someone who has viewed a scene which has 
made a powerful impression on him can repeat the account of it exactly after some days' time." 


He tells me this tonight, January 23, at 12 o'clock-that is, when I have written for the reason given to me at the outset. 
Still January 20, at 11:30 p.m., to be written after the narration of the vision. 


The virgin Agnes says: 
"Do not look just at my body. Rather, look at my spirit, blessed in the place where the canticle you like so much is sounding. 


"There Iam happy. No more of what was a momentary pain 
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for me on earth came with me into the dwelling of the Spouse. But I encountered only ineffable rejoicing. 


"There, in the light emanating from God, our joy, we live in peace. The harmonies of the blessed are interlaced with those of the angels. All is light and harmony. 
On high the Most Holy Trinity shines and the Mother of God smiles. 


"You cannot conceive of what Paradise is, even though you received a flash of it. To know it in its full rejoicing would be to die, for it is blessedness unbearable 
for the flesh, which dies of it. God gives you a taste of it to encourage you in the face of trial. As He did with us, who suffered for Him. 


"Come. Pain ceases, and joy lasts forever. Pain, when seen from this place, is an instant of time; the glory which pain gives us is eternal. Here it is He who loves 
us, and in loving Him we do not commit a sin, but deserve a reward. 


"Jesus has rescued you with his love. Love Him with your love to deserve to join the choir filling blessed Paradise." 


After she departed, at 6 p.m., I remained in the joy of that harmony and that vision. 


But it then changed into the presence of the glorified body of Agnes-most beautiful, dressed in white, and with an enraptured gaze. And I seemed to feel two small 
hands sweetly caressing me, the little hands of a girl. I drifted into drowsiness that way. A wearisome drowsiness, for the tremendous pains (it is the night between 
Thursday and Friday) give me no rest. 


Having regained awareness, as my pains become sharper and sharper and I think of what I saw in order to relieve them, the young martyr says these words to me. 


I now lie back, feeling her close to me to console my martyrdom in flesh and heart. Only my spirit is blessed. But it strikes midnight, and Friday begins. I think of 
my Lord on his tragic Friday of passion and do not complain about suffering. I ask only that He enable me to suffer well: for Him and for souls. 
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January 21 


As a comfort for my complex suffering, and to make me forget the wickedness of men, my Jesus grants me this gentle contemplation. 


January 22 


"... And I shall prepare you for tomorrow's lesson. Mark the point at the twelfth paragraph in Daniel, with the words spoken by my luminous angel: 'Do not fear. 
Peace is with you. Take courage and be strong,' and always manage to respond, 'Speak, O my Lord, for You have strengthened me." 


January 23 
Daniel, Chapter 12 


Jesus says: 


"The archangel who overcame Lucifer and who stands guard over my Kingdom and the children of it will be the one to rise up as a heavenly sign in the last time. 
This will be the time when Israel is rejoined to Christ's Rome and there are no longer the two branches of the people of God: the blessed one and the one accursed 
for its deicide, but one single trunk to be called Christ's because it is living in Me. 


"Then, since the number of the saved will be complete, the resurrection of the flesh will come, and, like a sleeping multitude which a trumpet awakens to call to 
muster, the dead, lying 
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in numberless cemeteries, in the deserts, and in the seas-wherever there lies someone who was a man-will rise to come to Me, the supreme Judge. 


"Oh, light, that are an attribute of mine and that will render radiant as stars those who knew Wisdom and taught Justice and lived it out, how joyfully you will shed 
yourself upon my blessed ones on that day! 


"The last time of three years and six months, the most tremendous time ever known by man, will be when Satan, by way of his son, burning with supreme hatred 
(for the split between the two branches of the people of God will be over and, with it, the cause of so many material, moral, and spiritual evils), uses his perfect and 
ultimate acts of craftiness to harm, ruin, and slay Christ in hearts and hearts for Christ. 


"The wise will comprehend Satan's trap-the numberless traps of Satan, for those who possess true Wisdom are illuminated-and through their fidelity to Grace will 
become snow-white and tested like fire, worthy to be chosen for Heaven. The wicked will follow Evil and do evil, unable to understand Good, for by their 
spontaneous will they will fill their hearts with Evil. 


"Then the time will come when, trampled under foot to a point never reached before, the Church will no longer be free to celebrate the perpetual Sacrifice, and the 
abomination of desolation will be upraised over the Holy Place and over the holy places, just as is stated by the prophets and repeated by Me, who do not err. 


"Daniel says, "There will be 1290 days [of this trampling under]. Blessed is he who waits and arrives at 1335.' 


"This means that in the three years and six months which will precede the end, a short time will finally be reserved for the faithful to gather together and listen to 
the last Word, resounding in their spirits, as an invitation to Heaven, while Michael with his angels overcomes Satan and his demons. 'Blessed is he who waits and 
arrives at 1335 days' means ‘Blessed is he who has persevered until the end,' for he will be saved. 


48 


"And I say to you, 'Go to the limit established for your time as one living on earth, and you shall have rest, and shall remain in your destiny until the end of days." 


January 25 
Daniel, Chapter 7 


Jesus says: 


"Daniel is the one who has the same note as John, and John is the one who gathers in and amplifies Daniel's initial note. That is why you, little John, like him so 
much. 


"Like a fish in a clear fishpond, you are happy when you move in the atmosphere of your Christ, who will have his supreme triumph in the hour when Satan, his 
son, and his courtiers are rendered powerless forever. And in Daniel this atmosphere is present. If Isaiah is the pre-evangelist who speaks of my coming into the 
world for the salvation of the world, Daniel is the pre-apostle, the pre-John who announces the glories of my eternal triumph as King of the everlasting Jerusalem. 


"Now see the way the signs of the diabolical ministers of the Apocalypse are foreshadowed in the four beasts described by Daniel. The commentators have 
labored to provide a historic-human meaning for those four monsters. But it is necessary to project one's gaze much further ahead and much higher When you 
meditate on the holy books, lift yourselves above the earth, detach yourselves from the present moment, and project your gaze into the future and the supernatural. 
The key to the mystery is there. 


"The four beasts: the four errors which will precede the end. The four errors which will be four horrors for mankind and which will give birth to the final Horror. 


"Man was a demigod through Grace and Faith. Like an eagle and a lion, he was able to face and overcome the dangers of 
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sense and raise himself to soar in the atmosphere of God, where the soul is joined to her Lord in a supernatural marriage, in continual, swift unions of burning 
passion, from which she descends to the earth each time renewed in strength, joy, and charity, which she pours upon her brothers and sisters, and she then rises 
again, even more impetuously, towards God, for every union is an increase in perfection which is fulfilled when union becomes eternal in my Paradise. 


"Atheism tore away man's wings as an eagle and heart as a demigod and made him an animal walking in the mire and bearing over the mire, towards the mire, his 
oppressive heart, entirely of flesh and blood. In his selfhood, deprived of the spiritual wings of the spirit, man bears a weight heavier than lead, a weight bending 
him over, knocking him down, and plunging him into the mire. 


"Man was a demigod because of the Charity living in him. In loving God and his Law, which is the law of Charity, he possessed God and, with God, Peace, which 
is one of God's main attributes, and, with peace, so much universal and individual good. 


"Man rejected the Law of God to take up many other doctrines. But none of them was or is of God, and true Charity is thus not in any of them. Hence man, who 
had embraced atheism, changing from an eagle and a lion into a mere man, through a hellish sorcery gave birth to himself turned into a bear, the fierce devourer of 
his fellows. 


"But horror produces horror. By an ascending ladder. Horror is ever greater, for in accursed unions with Satan man, whom Christ brought back to his nature as a 
demigod, generates increasingly monstrous monsters. And they are the children of his erring, sold to Satan to receive his earthly assistance. 


"From man the demigod came man; from man, the bear; from the bear, the new monster, ferocious and false as the leopard, endowed by Satan with multiple wings 
so as to be swifter in doing harm. I told you that Satan is the aper of God. He, too, thus wanted to give wings to 'his' child-by now his child-to humanity 
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without Faith and without God. Not the wings of an eagle, but of a vampire, so that it would be a nightmare for humanity itself and be quick to rush down upon its 
own parts, the victims of itself, to suck their blood. 


"The mystical pelican, I have opened my heart to give you my blood. Satan makes man-to whom I have given my blood-the vampire that sucks parts of itself and 
slays itself with torment. 


"Doesn't it sound like a nightmarish legend? It is, however, your reality. It is not a mythical monster. It is you that with diabolical hunger devour part of 
yourselves, bleeding yourselves to death, mutilating yourselves so as to generate afterwards the new parts, while you devour those already formed, with a 
continuity which has a maniacal aspect to it-diabolically maniacal, however. 


"Power which is willed, pushed forward, and imposed to the point of crime is the third beast. Since it is human power-that is, sold to Satan just to become 
increasingly powerful, going against every divine and moral law-it begets its monster, whose name is Revolution and which, in keeping with its nature, bears in 
the protuberances of its monstrosity all the fiercest horrors of revolutions, the social shipwreck of Good and Faith. 


"Honesty, respect, morality, religion, freedom, and goodness die when this monster exhales its hellish breath upon a nation, and like a pestiferous emission it 
expands beyond these confines, infecting different peoples with itself until it infects the whole world, preparing-over the tatters of the victims slain and torn to 
pieces by it, over the ruins of the nations reduced to rubble-the cradle for the final monster: the Antichrist. 


"I told you that he will be the son of man's lust, born of the marriage of lust with the Beast. I told you. I do not change in my mode of expression. What I say is 
true. I know it with no need to read it; I remember it with no need to reread it. It is written in my mind as God, before which there incessantly flow over each other 
all the events of man in time, without one's impeding the vision of another. 


"This Antichrist, the perfection of Horror, as I was the perfection 
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of Perfection, with his numberless weapons, symbolized by the ten horns, his jaws toothed with iron, his savage feet, and, finally, his small horn, a symbol of the 
extreme hatred with which Satan will endow his son to corrupt humanity as he seduces it with his lying mouth, having himself worshipped as a god, will 
excessively torment those who, as a little faithful flock, will remain my followers. The little horn will grow by the hour to do harm; the Satanic intelligence will 
grow to make the mouth tell the most distressing lies; he will grow in power as I grew in wisdom and grace, armed with eyes to read the thought of holy men and 
kill them through that thought. 


"Oh, my saints of the last time! If the life of the early ones amidst the persecutions of paganism was heroic, three times, seven times, and seven times seven times 
as holy will be the life of my last saints! Only those nourished with the crumb of Faith will be able to have a lion's heart to face those torments and the eyes and 
feathers of an eagle to gaze steadily at Me as Sun and fly to Me as Truth, as the darkness overwhelms them on all sides and Deceit tries to persuade them to 
worship it and believe in it. 


"After the forerunners of the Antichrist, the Antichrist himself will come. The anti-Christian period, symbolized by the Beast armed with ten horns-the ten 
servants, who are believed to be kings, of Satan, three of whom (note carefully) will be torn away and cast into nothingness (that is, into the abyss where God is 
not present and where there is thus Nothingness, the opposite of God, who is All)-will culminate in the birth and growth of the eleventh horn to the point of its 
maximum power, the reason for the fall of three forerunners, and seat of the true Antichrist, who will curse God as no son of man ever did, trample upon God's 
saints, and torture the Church of Christ; since he will be the son of the union of demoniac pride with human lust, he will think 'he can do great things and change 
the times and laws,' and for three and a half years he will be Horror reigning over the world. 


"Then the Father will say, 'Enough,' before the immense choir that will be formed in Heaven through the 'sound of the solemn 


52 


words' of the saints; and the wicked Beast will be slain and cast into the well of the abyss and, along with it, all the lesser beasts, to remain there with Satan, their 
begetter, for eternity. 


"I shall then be called by the Father to ‘judge the living and the dead,' as stated in the Symbol of the Faith. And the 'living,' those who preserved life in themselves 
by having kept Grace and Faith alive, will inherit 'the kingdom, the power, and the magnificence of God.' The spiritually dead will receive eternal Death as their 
will has chosen to receive. 


"And there will no longer be the Earth or fleshly man. But there will be only ‘children of God,' creatures freed from all pain, and there will no longer be sin, and 
there will no longer be darkness, and there will no longer be fear. But only joy, joy, immense, eternal joy inconceivable for men. The joy of seeing God, of 
possessing Him, and of understanding his thought and love. 


"Come, O men, to the Fount of life. I open its source to you. Draw from it, fortify yourselves in it so as to be intrepid in trials and come to immerse yourselves 
completely in it, in Me, the source of blessedness, in the lovely Paradise which my Father has created for you and in which the threefold Love of the One God and 
the Purity of 'our' Mother await you and, along with them, those who, by having been faithful, have already obtained Life." 


Jesus then says to me: 


"When I see you so attentive to my lessons, you strike Me as a diligent student fond of her teacher, who, for her, represents all knowledge. When, on the other 
hand, you discover new parts on your own and make observations (and you do this in the visions), you make Me think of a good child whose little hand is held by 
a father and who is led by him before what he wants the child to see so as to grow in intelligence, but at the same time he does not intervene so as to give his tot 
the joy of discovering something new and getting the sensation of growing in self-esteem. 


"To do this, you must always be free from human cares. Increasingly free. You must be more and more secure to walk at ease along the paths of contemplation 
and ever more peaceful 
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and trustful of Me, who am holding your hand. 


"A father does not let himself be noticed, but with a thousand loving arts acts to the point where his child sees that certain thing which he wants the child to see. 
Oh, I am the most loving of fathers and the most patient of teachers for my little ones, and when I can hold the hand of one who is docile and attentive, I am 
happy. Happy to be a Teacher and Father. 


"It is so hard for my creatures to place their hand in mine trustingly so as to be led and instructed by Me and to say to Me, 'I love You above all things and with my 
whole self!' To those few who are so entirely mine, without reserve, I open the treasures of revelations and contemplations and give Myself without reserve. 


"However, Maria, I choose you for the role of making known my Divinity, in its different manifestations, among those who need to be awakened and led to 
glimpse God: remember to be scrupulous to the utmost in repeating what you see. Even a single trifle has value, and it is not yours, but mine. It is thus not licit for 
you to hold it back. It would be dishonest and selfish. Remember that you are the reservoir for the divine water into which that water is poured so that all may 
come to draw therefrom. 


"As regards the dictations, you have arrived at the most faithful fidelity. In the contemplations you observe a great deal, but in the haste of writing, and on account 
of your special conditions in health and surroundings, it happens that you omit some details. You must not do so. Place them at the foot of the page, but write 
down all of them. This is not a reproach-it is sweet advice from your Master. 


"Some days ago you said to Me, 'For men to love You a little more by way of me justifies and repays all my effort and my life; even if one single man were to 
return to You by means of your "hidden violet," she would be happy' 


"The more attentive and precise you are, the more numerous those who come to Me will be, and the greater your present spiritual 
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happiness and your future eternal happiness will be. 


"Go in peace. Your Lord is with you." 


January 27 


Jesus says: 
"This is a page which is painful to dictate, write, and read. But it is true and should be uttered. Write. It is for the priests. 


"The faithful are accused a great deal of being not very faithful and very lukewarm. Men are accused a great deal of being without charity, without purity, without 
detachment from wealth, and without a spirit of faith. But since children, with only rare exceptions, are the way they are trained by parents, not so much by 
repression as by example, in the same manner the faithful, excluding the exceptions which always arise, are as they are trained to be by priests, not so much by 
words as by example. 


"The churches scattered in the midst of man's houses ought to be like a beacon and a purifier. From them there ought to issue forth a gentle, powerful light which 
penetrates and attracts, and, in spite of all locks, as happens with daylight, enters into the depths of hearts. 


"Observe a lovely summer day. A glorious light flows from the sun and embraces the earth-so victorious and powerful that even in the most thoroughly closed 
room darkness is never complete. It may be a beam as slender as the hair of a child, a tremulous point on a wall, or a mote of golden dust dancing in the 
atmosphere, but a little sign of light remains in that room to testify that outside there is the blazing sun of God. 


"Similarly, if from the churches scattered among the houses there issued forth a 'light' as I have indicated it to you as your sign, O priests, whom I call the ‘light of 
the world'-I called you that when I created you-a thread, a point, or a dust mote of light would penetrate into the most tightly closed hearts, just 
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enough to recall that upon the world there is 'a Light,' just enough to prompt a hunger for light, for 'that Light,' in hearts. 


"But how many churches are there from which there emanates such a bright light that it forces open the closed doors of hearts and penetrates them and brings 
them God, the God who is Light? How many souls in churches are there-you, pastors and curates, priests and monks, all of you whom I have called to be bearers 
of Me to hearts-that are so inflamed by Charity that they can overcome the frost in souls and bear into men's hearts God's love and love for God, for the God who 
is Charity? 


"Men in their sorrows-and I alone know how many there are-in their sorrows, different from yours-or, at least, yours ought to be different from theirs, for yours 
ought to be only afflictions which come from your zeal concerning your Lord God, not sufficiently loved, the faithful who are lost, the sinners who are not 
converted; these and no others ought to be your sorrows, for I, in calling you, did not show you a royal palace, a table, a purse, or a family, but a cross, my Cross, 
on which I died naked, on which I breathed my last alone, onto which I rose after having detached Myself, stripped of everything, even of my poverty, which was 
wealth compared to my wretchedness as a condemned man for whom there remained only a scaffold made of a little wood and three nails and a handful of thorns 
woven into a crown; and this serves to tell everyone, and you in particular, that souls are saved through sacrifice, through generosity in sacrifice which goes as 
far as total, absolute stripping of affections, comforts, necessities, and life-men, in their sorrows, ought to be able to see their church as a mother to whose lap one 
goes to weep and hear words of comfort, after having recounted one's cares, with the certainty of being listened to and understood. Men, in their moments of 
obscurity prompted by so many factors-not always originating in their will, but imposed by the will of others, by a whole set of circumstances leading them to 
believe in error or doubt God-ought to encounter you, bearers of light, of my light; you, merciful as the Samaritan; you, masters like your Master; you, fathers like 
your Father. 
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"The earth, corrupted by so many things, ferments like a rotting body and contaminates souls with its stench. But if the churches scattered among the houses were 
incense burners where a priest lives burning and burns himself by loving, the world's stench would be counterbalanced by the perfume of God issuing from the 
hearts of the priests /iving in total fusion’ with God, effaced in God to the point of being only like Me, who am in the Sacrament at man's disposal at all hours-I, 
God, am there without weariness, without pride, without resistance-and hearts would be purified. 


"Such priests, perfect ones, are like the sun. They breathe souls into Heaven as if they were drops of water; they purify them in the atmosphere of Heaven and then 
are like clouds delicately dissolving into beneficent dew, during the night, in concealment, to bring refreshment to the parching thirst of souls, poor flowers 
wounded by so many things. 


"They breathe in: to breathe into oneself it is necessary to possess great strength. Only very energetic love for the Lord and one's brothers and sisters can give it to 
you. Gazing steadily at God, on high, very high above the earth, you can, if you wish, attract souls to you-that is, to God, in whom you live. It is an operation 
requiring generosity and constancy. Even a blink must serve this end. All of your actions must have this as their goal. There are looks which can convert a heart 
when God shines forth in them. 


"To dissolve oneself- to sacrifice oneself, in all ways, in concealment, bearing to parched souls heavenly refreshment which issues forth so sweetly that they do 
not know when it has flowed out, but they find themselves covered with dew. Just as the silent, demure dew acts, which descends while all is at rest-men, animals, 
and flowers-and cleanses the air of the impurities of the day, quenching the thirst of the stems and fronds and covering them with beads. 


"Sacrifice, sacrifice, sacrifice, O priests. Prayer, prayer, prayer, O pastors. 


"I called you ‘shepherds.'I did not call you 'solitaries' or 
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‘captains.' The solitary lives by himself. The captain marches at the head of his men. But the ‘shepherd' remains in the midst of his flock and watches over it. He 
does not isolate himself because the flock would be dispersed. He does not walk at the head because the absent-minded in the flock would be left behind along the 
way, prey to wolves and thieves. 


"The shepherd, if he is not a madman, lives in the midst of his flock; he calls it and gathers it together; he tirelessly goes back and forth along its extent, he 
precedes it at difficult junctures and is the first to examine obstacles, leveling them as much as possible; he makes rough ways safe by his efforts and then remains 
at the troublesome spot to oversee the passing of his sheep, and if he observes that one of them is fearful or weak, he takes it on his shoulders and carries it 
beyond the point of danger; and if a wolf comes, he does not run away, but hurls himself against it, in front of his sheep, and defends them, even at the price of 
dying to save them. He immolates himself for them to satisfy the beast's hunger so that it will no longer feel the need to tear anyone to pieces. How many beasts 
attacking souls there are! The shepherd does not waste time on useless chatter with passers -by and does not get distracted with matters which are not his concern. 
He takes care of his flock, and that's all. 


"Now observe. Doesn't it seem we are reading the eighth chapter of Ezekiel? 
"The first idol: jealousy. 


"You should be charity, shouldn't you? Charity to lead others to charity. What are you? Jealous of each other. You get offended if a layman criticizes you. But 
don't you criticize each other, and often unjustly? The superior criticizes his inferiors. The inferior criticizes his superiors. You are jealous if one of you attracts 
attention, if one of you is more successful, if one of you becomes wealthier. Furthermore, this aspect, which ought to cause you horror, is, on the contrary, what 
you most covet. But was I, the eternal Priest, wealthy? Be perfect, and you will be noted and praised, though the praise of your God should be your only spur. 


"The second idol-rather, many idols: the different heresies which in you take the place of the worship you should possess. 


"Each of you as well, like the seventy elders named by 
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Ezekiel, is incensing the idol he prefers. And you do so in the darkness, hoping the eyes of men will not see you. But they see you. And you scandalize them. For 
the faithful, and men in general, are like the children who seem not to observe, but who never cease to keep their eyes and ears set upon those who are their elders. 


"Why, don't you know that, even if man does not see, God sees you? And why, then, do you cast your incense before the power of gold or the power of man? From 
the height of my throne, don't I see too many of my priests devoting their time-the time I give them so they will spend it on their priestly mission-on human 
commerce aimed at increasing their well-being? Yes, I see this. Don't I observe-and my heart turns-too many of my priests abjuring my Law to obey the law of 
wretched men, hoping to receive honor and gain from them? Yes, I see this. 


"Oh, the politician priests! The current members of the Synedrium! Let them remember, however, what the lot of the Synedrium was at the hands of those at whose 
feet they had prostrated their consciences and violated my Law. And I will say no more. This is for the affairs of men. The rest will come afterwards from the 
eternal, just Judge. 


"The third idol: sensuality. 


"Yes, there is this, too. And I will say no more out of respect for my 'spokesman.' But let each examine himself to see if in the place where the only female 
creatures to be remembered licitly with love by a priest are my Mother and their mothers there is not a pagan goddess. Consider that you touch Me and receive 
Me. And that's all. Do not place the Most Pure One in contact with flesh stained by lust. 


"The fourth idol: the adoration of the east. 


"Sects. Yes, this, too. And shouldn't I gaze at many of you with disdain and use the same apostrophes for many as I used for the Pharisees and doctors in my time? 
And shouldn't I raise up 'lights' among the lay people who love Me as many of You do not love Me, out of mercy on the souls you leave in the 
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cold, in the dark, and in impurity, for the sake of the souls for whom you are not a way to God, but a path leading downwards? And how do you dare to repeat my 
Word and preach my Law when Word and Law are a condemnation for you? Let whoever is clean become cleaner and whoever is unclean be cleansed. 


"Mankind stands at a major fork. Two roads branch off therefrom: one leads upwards to God; the other leads downwards to Satan. At the fork there is a rock. It is 
you. If you act as a bulwark and spur towards the first road, Satan will not burst forth, and souls will be propelled towards God. But if you are the first to roll 
towards Satan's slope, you will drag mankind towards the horrors of the Antichrist ahead of time. 


"And if he must come, woe to those who hasten his coming and prolong it, for he will cease to be at the eternally pre-established hour, and the longer he remains, 
the more souls will be lost. Not one of them shall go unavenged-remember this. For, if your God sees the dying sparrow, how can He fail to see a dying soul? I will 
call those who slay it-whoever they are-to account and pronounce my sentence." 


January 29 


There are two points I would like to tell you about here which are certainly of interest to you and which I decided to write down as soon as I emerged from 
drowsiness. But since there are other more pressing matters, I will write later. 


What I am seeing this evening: 


An immense expanse of land. As boundless as a sea. I say "land" because there is earth, as on fields and roads. But there is not one tree, stem, or blade of grass. 
Dust, dust, and more dust. 


I see this in a light which is not light. A barely outlined, leaden 
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brightness of a green-violet hue as is seen at the time of a very heavy thunderstorm or a total eclipse. A light prompting fear, of burnt-out stars. That's it. The sky is 
devoid of stars. There are no stars, no moon, no sun. The sky is empty, as the earth is empty. The former is stripped of its flowers of light; the latter, of its plant and 
animal life. They are two vast remains of what was. 


I have every opportunity to see this desolate vision of the death of the universe, which I think will have the same appearance as at the first moment, when heaven 
and earth already existed, but the former was devoid of stars, and the latter, deprived of life-a now solidified globe, but still uninhabited, flying through space, 
waiting for the Creator's finger to give it grass and animals. 


Why do I understand that it is the vision of the death of the universe? Through one of those "second voices"-I don't know who they come from, but in me they do 
what the chorus does in ancient tragedies: the role of indicators of special aspects which the main actors do not clarify on their own. This is exactly what I want to 
say to you and what I will say to you later. 


As I turn my gaze over this desolate scene, for which I do not grasp the need, I see Death, springing from I don't know where, standing upright in the middle of the 
boundless plain. A laughing skeleton, with her teeth bared and empty eye sockets, the queen of the dead world, wrapped in her shroud as if in a cloak. She does 
not have a scythe. She has already cut down everything. She is turning her gaze over her harvest and leering. 


Her arms are joined over her breast. She then separates these skeletal arms and opens her hands with nothing more than naked bones and, since it is a giant, 
omnipresent figure-or, rather, omniproximate-sets a finger, the right index finger, upon my forehead. I feel the chill of the pointed bone, which seems to perforate 
my brow and penetrate into my head like a needle of ice. But I understand that this has no meaning other than to seek to call my attention to what is happening. 
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Indeed, with her left arm she gestures, indicating to me the desolate expanse we-she, the queen, and I, the only living being-are dominating. At her silent 
command-given by the skeletal fingers of her left hand and by turning her head rhythmically to the right and the left-the earth splits into thousands and thousands 
of clefts, and in the depths of these dark furrows scattered white objects appear. I don't understand what they are. 


As I strive to figure out what they are, Death continues to plough the glebes with her gaze and her command, as if with a ploughshare, and they go on opening 
increasingly as far as the distant horizon; and she furrows the waves of the seas devoid of sails, and the waters open in liquid eddies. 


And then from the furrows of earth and the furrows of sea there arise the scattered, disconnected white objects I saw, which are being recomposed. They are 
millions and millions and millions of skeletons surfacing from the oceans, rising straight up from the ground. Skeletons of all heights. From the minute ones of 
infants with little hands like small dusty spiders to those of adult men, and even giant ones, whose mass brings to mind certain antediluvian beings. And they stand 
in astonishment, as if trembling, like those who are suddenly awakened from a deep sleep and do not grasp where they are. 


The sight of all those skeletal bodies standing whitely in that apocalyptic "nonlight" is tremendous. 


And then around those skeletons there slowly condenses a nebulosity like mist rising from the open ground, from the open seas; it takes on shape and opacity and 
becomes flesh, a body like the one we who are alive have. The eyes-rather, the eye sockets-are filled with irises; zygomas are covered with cheeks; gums extend 
over the exposed jaws, and lips form again, and hair appears once more on the craniums, and arms become shapely, and fingers, nimble; and the whole body 
becomes alive again, just the way ours is. 


The same, but different in appearance. There are very beautiful bodies, with a perfection in shape and color which make 
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them resemble artistic masterpieces. There are other horrible ones, not because of any real crippling or deformity, but because of their overall appearance, which is 
more proper to a brute beast than a man. Grim eyes, contracted faces, a savage appearance, and, what strikes me most, a darkness emanating from their bodies and 
increasing the lividness of the air surrounding them. Whereas the very beautiful ones have laughing eyes, a serene visage, and a gentle appearance and give off a 
luminosity which forms a halo around their being from head to foot and radiates out on all sides. 


If they were all like the former, the darkness would become total to the point of concealing every object. But by virtue of the latter the luminosity not only endures, 
but increases, to the extent that I can observe everything. 


The ugly ones-concerning whose destiny of accursedness I harbor no doubt, since they bear this condemnation as a mark on their brows-remain silent, casting 
frightened, surly glances up and down around them, and group together on one side at an inner command which I do not understand, but which must have been 
given by someone and perceived by the risen ones. The very beautiful ones also gather, smiling at one another and looking at the ugly ones with pity mixed with 
horror. And these lovely ones are singing-they are singing a slow, sweet chorus of blessing for God. 


I see nothing else. I understand I have viewed the final resurrection. 


What I wanted to say to you at the outset is the following. You asked me today how I had been able to know the names of Hillel and Gamaliel and that of 
Shammai. 


It is the voice which I call the "second voice" that tells me these things. A voice even less perceptible than that of my Jesus and of the others who dictate. These are 
voices-I told you before, and I repeat-which my spiritual hearing perceives as 
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just like human voices. I hear them as sweet or irate, loud or soft, laughing or melancholy. As if someone were speaking right next to me. Whereas this "second 
voice" is like a light, an intuition speaking in my spirit. "In," not "to," my spirit. It is an indication. 


Accordingly, as I approached the group of those disputing and did not know who that distinguished personage arguing so heatedly alongside the old man was, this 
inner "something" said to me, "Gamaliel. Hillel." That's right. First Gamaliel and then Hillel. I have no doubt. As I wondered who they were, this internal indicator 
alluded to the third unpleasant individual just when Gamaliel was calling him by name. And I was thus able to know who the one with the pharisaical appearance 
was. 


Today this internal indicator has me understand that I was seeing the universe after its death. And so it often happens in the visions. It is what leads me to 
comprehend certain details which I would not grasp on my own and which need to be comprehended. 


I don't know if I have made myself understood clearly. But I will stop because Jesus is starting-to speak. 


Jesus says: 


"When time is over and life is to be exclusively Life in the heavens, the universe, as you thought, will again become as it was at the beginning, before being 
dissolved completely. This will take place when I have judged. 


"Many think that there will be just an instant between the moment of the end and the universal Judgment. But God will be good until the end, O daughter. Good 
and just. 


"Not all of those living at the final hour will be holy, and not all of them, damned. There will be some among the former who are destined to Heaven, but have 
something to expiate. I would be unjust if for them I annulled the expiation which, however, I had inflicted on all those preceding them who were in the same state 
at their death. 


"Therefore, while justice and the end come for other planets 
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and, like torches Upon which one blows, the stars in the sky fade out one by one and darkness and cold progressively increase in my hours, which are your 
centuries-and the hour of darkness has already begun, in the firmaments as in hearts-those living in the final hour, dying in the final hour, deserving of Heaven, but 
in need of cleansing themselves further, will go into the purifying fire. I will increase the heat of that fire so that purification will be more expeditious and the 
blessed will not wait too long to take their holy flesh to glorification and have it, too, rejoice on seeing its God, its Jesus, in his perfection and in his triumph. 


"That is why you saw the earth devoid of grass and trees, animals, men, and life, and the oceans devoid of sails, a still expanse of still waters, for movement will 
no longer be necessary for them to give life to the fish of the waters, as warmth will no longer be necessary for the earth to give life to crops and beings. That is 
why you saw the firmament empty of its stars, with no more fires, no more lights. Light and heat will no longer be necessary for the earth, now an enormous 
cadaver bearing in itself the cadavers of all the living from Adam until the last son of Adam. 


"Death, my last handmaiden upon the earth, will perform her last task and then cease to exist as well. There will be no more Death, but only eternal Life. In 
blessedness or in horror. Life in God or life in Satan for your selves, recomposed in soul and body. 


"That is enough for now. Rest and think of Me." 


And this evening, too, when I did not want to write because I was exhausted, I had to write twelve pages... LNo comment. 


I forgot to tell you that the bodies were all naked, but there was no sensuality, as if malice had also died: in them and in me. And, furthermore, the bodies of the 
damned were shielded by their darkness, and those of the blessed were robed in their light itself. Therefore, what is animality in us disappeared under the emission 
of the inner spirit, the quite joyful or quite wretched lord of the flesh. 
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January 30 


What sweetness I have felt today. 


I was working on that lace you know about and listening to music in the company of family members. I was thus distracted by ordinary things. When suddenly I 
was transported by the vision, which gave me another face that, fortunately, only Paola understood. I remained with that joy throughout the afternoon until the 
moment of the usual collapse, which came more quickly than usual, for when I "see" that way, the strength of my body, and especially of my heart, undergoes 
great dispersion which does not torment me because it is made up for by so much spiritual joy. 


Now that everyone is sleeping, I shall tell you about my joy. I have "seen" today's Gospel. Note that this morning, on reading it, I said to myself, "This is a Gospel 
episode which I shall never see because it does not lend itself very much to a vision." However, when I least imagined, it really came to fill me with joy. 


This is what I saw. 


It is a shame that you did not come today You would have seen a face marked by blessedness, and I would have been able to find out how I change, since Paola 
says she realizes, in spite of the fact that I go on working-indeed, more quickly than ever-but she is unable to explain any more... At least I would know how to 
orient myself and, if necessary, act as Moses did: place a veil over my face. 
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January 31 
Ezekiel, Chapters 10 and 11 


Jesus says: 


"The sign of Tau: a pollarded cross, as is proper for the one marking subjects, who may not bear a canopy over their throne, with the name of a king. The children 
of God, but not the 'firstborn of the Father.' Only the Firstborn sits on his kingly throne. only Christ, whose earthly throne was the Cross, bears his glorious sign at 
the top of it, on the board rising above his head: 'Jesus Christ, King of the Jews.’ Christians bear Christ's sign, humbly incomplete at its summit, as is appropriate 
for the children of a royal lineage who are not, however, the firstborn of the Father. 


"What does the sign of Tau consist of? Where is it affixed? Oh, leave aside the materiality of forms when you immerse yourselves in knowledge of my kingdom, 
which is entirely spiritual! 


"It will not be a material sign that will make you immune to the verdict enforced by the angels. It will be written -in letters invisible to the human eye, but quite 
visible to my angelic ministers-upon your spirits, and it will be with your works-that is, yourselves-that during your lives you will engrave that sign, which makes 
you worthy to be saved for Life. Age, social position-everything will be a nonentity in the sight of my angels. The only value is that sign. It will equalize kings and 
beggars, women and men, priests and warriors. All will bear it in the same way, if in their respective ways of life they have equally served God and obeyed the 
Law, and the reward will be the same-to see and enjoy God eternally-for all those who present themselves to Me with that resplendent sign in their spirits. 


"Just to be very convinced of the need, of the duty, to give God all glory and all obedience engraves upon your souls that holy sign which makes you mine and 
which communicates to You a gentle likeness to Me as Savior, whereby you, like Me, grieve over the sins of men and the offense they cause the Lord 
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and the spiritual death they bring to their brothers and sisters. Charity is set inflame, and where charity is, there is salvation. 


"Ezekiel says he heard the Lord order the man dressed in linen to take the burning coals which were between the cherubim and cast them upon the city to punish 
the blameworthy, beginning with those in the sanctuary, for the eyes of the Lord were weary of seeing the works of man, who thinks he can do evil with impunity 
because God lets him do it and deludes himself into believing that God does not see anything but the hypocritical outward appearance. 


"No. With his infinite power, God reads the depths of your hearts- O ministers of the sanctuary, O powerful of the earth, O spouses who sin, O sons and daughters 
who infringe upon the fourth commandment, O professionals who lie, O merchants who steal, O all of you that disobey my ten commandments. All veils are 
useless. Like your X-rays, which you are so proud of, the eyes of God probe, penetrate, pierce, read, and examine you much more still, as regards what you really 
are. Remind yourselves of this. 


"The taking of the fire from between the cherubim to punish is not a symbolic action. 


"In what are you at fault in your failings? In charity. I have already explained this to you when speaking of Purgatory and Hell, these two realities, which you 
think are fables. Charity towards God-the first three commandments. Charity towards one's neighbor-the other seven. 


"Oh, you will often hear Me come back to this topic! It would be better if there were not so much need to! It would mean that you are improving. You are instead 
plunging at meteoric speed towards anticharity. 


"Your actions-or, rather, your ‘bad actions'-regarding Charity are teeming in ever greater numbers like mushrooms emerging from the decomposition of a field. I 
observe this increasingly vast, intensive germination, this thriving of bad actions upon previous bad actions, as if from layers of putrescence there were 
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to arise other increasingly unhealthy ones in succession. It is the atmosphere of sin and crime; it is the terrain of sin and crime; it is the layer of sin and crime in 
which you live, on which you settle, and from which you arise that with its corruption nourishes each new layer, terrain, and atmosphere, increasingly corrupt and 
bloodthirsty. It is a perpetual movement; it is a revolving chaos of evil resembling certain pathogenic microbes which go on reproducing unceasingly and with 
growing virulence in contaminated blood. 


"Now it is proper for you to be punished for the sins against Charity with the fire of Charity, which you have rejected. It was Love. Now it is Punishment. God's gift 
is not to be disdained. You have disdained it. The gift turns into punishment. God withdraws his Charity from you and leaves you in your anticharity. God hurls 
the Charity you have disparaged at you, like arrows, and punishes you. To call you still-if not many of you, at least those who are capable of repentance and 
meditation. 


"The cherubim-that is, the symbol of supernatural Charity-guard the embers of Charity in their midst. This action, which seems only symbol, conceals an actual 
truth. 


"When you are summoned to the great Judgment, those who lived in Charity will not be seen to be burned by the punitive fire. Already burning on their own, 
through the holy love which filled them, they will not experience the bite of the inflamed divine punishments, but only the divine kiss, which will make them more 
beautiful. Whereas those who were flesh, flesh alone, on their flesh will bear the scars of the divine thunderbolts, for the flesh, only the flesh, can be marked by 
such a scar, not the spirit, which is fire living in the Fire of the Lord. 


"At this Judgment, at either side of the Judge who I am, my four Evangelists will be. They consumed themselves to take the law of Charity into hearts, and after 
death they continued their work with their Gospels, from which the world receives life, since to know Christ is to have Life in oneself. It is proper, then, for John, 
Luke, Matthew, and Mark to be with Me when you are judged for having or not having lived out the Gospel. 1 am not 
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a jealous, miserly God. I call you to share my glory. Shouldn't I then, enable these faithful servants of mine, who spread my Word among you and subscribed to it 
with their blood and their afflictions, to take part in the glory of the Judgment? 


"I will judge you, not in life, but for the life you have led, 'at the boundary’ of life-that is, in the place where life will cease so as to turn into eternity I will judge you 
all, from the first to the last, definitively, for the good you have done or failed to do, and-as you saw-on rising again you will all be equal, poor disconnected 
bones, poor smoke recondensing into flesh, and you are now so proud of these things, almost as if those bones and that flesh were such as to be superior to God. 


"As matter you are nothing. Only my spirit, infused into you, makes you something, and only by conserving within you my spirit-becoming a soul in you-do you 
deserve to be clothed in that unperishing light which will be the robe for your flesh, rendered eternally incorruptible. 


"I will judge you, and, among yourselves, in yourselves, you will already judge yourselves, even before my appearance, for you will see yourselves. When the 
Earth, for which you are so greedy, is dead, and, along with it, all the tastes of the Earth, you will emerge from the drunkenness you sate yourselves with and see. 


"Oh, a tremendous 'seeing' for those who lived only by the Earth and its lies! Oh, a joyful 'seeing' for those who, beyond the Earth's voices, ‘wanted’ to listen to the 
voices of Heaven and remained faithful to them. 


"With the former dead and the latter alive, they will be darkness or light, according to their way of life, which is either with the Law or against the Law because of 
having replaced it with human or demoniac law, and they will go into the tremendous embrace of eternal Darkness or into the beatific embrace of the Triune Light, 
which burns in expectation of fusing you with Itself, O my holy ones, O those who love Me, for all Eternity." 
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February 3 


Jesus says to me: 


"What you wrote on January 30 might spur the distrustful to give preference to their ifs, ands, and buts. I shall respond for you. You wrote, '...When I see that way, 
the strength of my body, and especially of my heart, undergoes great dispersion.' 


"There will certainly be 'doctors of the impossible' who say, 'Here is the proof that what is happening is human, for the supernatural always gives strength and 
never weakness.’ 


"Let them explain to Me, then, why the great ecstatics-after an ecstasy in which they have surpassed human powers, abolishing pain, the weight of matter, the 
consequences of internal wounds, and imposing hemorrhages and rejoicing in a happiness which makes them even physically attractive-as soon as the ecstasy 
ceases, remain swooning on the ground in such fashion as to make one think their souls have departed from them. 


"Let them also explain to Me why-after a few hours of most atrocious agony which repeats my own, as is that of my servant Theresa, as were the agonies of my 
holy Gemma and of many other spirits whom my love and their love rendered worthy to live out my Passion-they regain or regained a strength and physical 
equilibrium which the healthiest people lack. 


"I am the Master of life and death, of health and illness. I use my servants in the ways I want to, as | would use a delicate thread placed in my hand as a plaything. 


"The miracle in you-one of the miracles-resides in this: the fact that you, in the physical state you are in-a state which is miraculous in its duration-can enter into 
that blessedness without dying from it, transported into it while you are in a Prostration which in others would impede even the most rudimentary thoughts. The 
miracle lies in the vitality which flows 
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back into you in those hours, as it flows back in the hours when you write down my dictations or those of the other spirits who bring you their heavenly words. The 
miracle resides in regaining strength at once-after joy has consumed within you that vestige of vitality you have left-in order to write. 


"But I transfuse that vitality into you. It is like blood entering your exhausted veins from Me; it is as when a wave overflows a riverbank and floods it, and that 
bank continues to be inundated as long as it is soaked by the wave and then remains dry again until a new wave comes, just as it is similar to an operation which 
empties you of my blood until a new transfusion is made. 


"On your own you are nothing. You are a poor being in agony who survive because I will it, for my purposes; you are a poor creature who have worth exclusively 
because of your love. You have no other merits. Only love and the desire to be the occasion for other instances of love for your God -it is always love, then. This is 
what justifies your existence and my benignity in preserving your life, whereas in human terms you should have been consummated in death some time ago. 


"Your feeling all over again like a 'rag,' as you say, after I have ceased to take you with Me into the fields of contemplation or to speak to you, is the proof I give 
you and others that everything which is happening is exclusively through my will. And if someone thinks in human terms that with the same will and love I could 
cure you and that it would be the best proof of love and win, I reply that I have always preserved the lives of my servants as long as I have considered that their 
mission ought to continue, but I have never given them a happy life in a human sense because missions are carried out in and with pain, and my servants, 
moreover, have only one desire, like my own: 'To suffer in order to redeem.' 


"Do not say, ‘dispersion of strength,' then. Say, 'After the goodness of Jesus annuls in me my condition as a sick person, for his purposes and my joy, I go back to 
being what his goodness has granted that I be: a woman crucified in and for his love.' 


"And now go forward in obedience and love." 
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February 4 


As you see, I have hastened to include the details which, on account of their minuteness, had escaped me and which you wished to have. 
Afterwards, on reading the set of pages today, I observe a statement by Jesus which can be a rule for you. 


This morning you said you could not make my descriptions known by way of the style, and I, who have a real phobia about being known, was quite happy with 
that. But don't you think that this is contrary to what the Master says in the last dictation in the set? "The more attentive and precise you are (in describing what I 
see), the greater the number of those who come to Me will be." This implies that the descriptions must be known; otherwise, how can there be a number of souls 
who go to Jesus thanks to them? 


I submit this point to you; do as you think best, then, since it is all the same to me. Indeed, in human terms, I share your opinion. But we are not in the human 
domain here, and even the human aspect of the spokesman must disappear. 


In today's dictation, too, Jesus says, "...In showing you the 
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Gospel, I am making a more forceful attempt to bring men to Me. I am no longer limiting Myself to the word... I am resorting to vision and explaining it to make it 
clearer and more attractive." And what about this? 


Meanwhile, since I am a poor nonentity who, on my own, immediately withdraw into myself, I tell you that your observation has disturbed me -and the Envious 
One is taking advantage of this-to the point of making me consider not writing down what I see any more and writing only the dictations. He mutters in my heart, 
"So, you see’? Your famous visions are of no use at all. Just to make you look like a crackpot. As you really are. What do you see? The phantoms of your disturbed 
brain. Something quite different is needed to deserve to see Heaven! " 


He has kept me under the corrosive spray of his temptation all day long. I assure you that I have not suffered so much from my great physical pain as I have 
suffered and suffer for this reason. He wants to make me despair. My Friday is a Friday of spiritual temptation today. I am thinking of Jesus in the desert and Jesus 
at Gethsemane... 


But I do not give up, so as not to make this crafty demon laugh. And while fighting against him and against my less spiritual side, I write to you of my joy today, 
assuring you at the same time that, as far as I'm concerned, I would be quite happy if Jesus took this gift of seeing away from me which is my highest joy. It 
suffices for Him to preserve his love and his mercy for me. 


Today in the afternoon I saw the Lourdes apparition. 


I clearly saw the grotto hollowed out of the mountain, with its protuberances of stone on which the small plants found in grottoes had arisen, taking advantage of a 
little earth deposited in the crevices. Slender blades of grass, moss, caper-or, rather, wall pellitory-wild ivy with hanging branches, and, alongside the right wall (as 
I look), at the edge of the grotto, a thorny wild rosebush extending its branches, still devoid of leaves, inwards and upwards-to the place above where there is a 
cleft in the rock, a cleft which penetrates into it like a narrow, dark, ascending corridor. 
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The grotto-don't laugh at my scrawling-has the following shape. 


That sort of window is the cleft, and those scrawls going towards it from the ground are intended to show you the wild rosebush; the two lines behind the crack, 
the estimated route of the corridor in the stone. On the ground there is earth mixed with stones and grass, the short, shiny grass characteristic of certain places in 
the mountains. 


The crack is illuminated at a certain point by a very soft yellow-pink glow, as if a sunbeam had penetrated into its shadow to turn it gold or a hidden lamp had set it 
aflame with its joyful brightness. It is a light which brings gladness. 


Then from the light there emerges my sweet Lady, whom I love so, the Mother whom I know so well by now. She is smiling, with her face like a lily, with a 
loving, reserved gaze. She is clothed entirely in white, as when I saw Her in Paradise, but she is wearing a long sash made of a splendid heavenly silk which 
encircles her waist beneath her heart and descends nearly to the hem of her very long dress, from which there emerge the points of her slender, rosy feet. Two 
roses are pinned to the hem of her dress, above her feet-two magnificent roses that seem to be made of gold filigree. A long veil, with an airiness which is 
nonetheless solid, covers Her from head to foot. Resting on her joined hands there is a long rosary, which seems to be made of pearls set in gold. The rosary 
looked complete to me-fifteen sequences. 


I forgot to tell you that, when the light formed in the cleft in the rock, the tassel of branches on the rosebush at the foot and along the right wall of the crack stirred 
as if a wind were bending its thorny branches and its surviving leaves, curled up by the frost and red-green in color, as if rusty. 


Mary is smiling without speaking, in the nimbus of her golden 
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light, which makes Her seem even more snow-white in her dress and the color of her hands, neck, and very pure face proper to one who is barely more than a girl. 
You would think She was not over twenty-and a very lovely twenty, too. 


Mary descends towards the opening in the crack, as far as its edge. I see her slightly swaying step, as I previously saw it on the other occasions when I saw Her 
walk-the step characteristic of someone used to sandals, with no rising of the heel. On reaching the edge of the opening, just above the rosebush, She stops. 


Mary makes the sign of the cross. She teaches me to make the sign of the cross. There is cause for shame on considering the way we do so! The angel in the vision 
of Paradise taught me to say, "Hail Mary."Mary teaches me to say, "In the name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit." 


She separates her hands joined in prayer, rests her left hand on her heart, and with her right hand, free of the rosary, touches her forehead -looking towards 
heaven-her chest, and her shoulders, and then bends her head at the "Amen," rejoining her hands, as before, and smiling again. Before, on making the sign of the 
cross, She was neither serious nor smiling-She was absorbed in God. The gesture is very sweeping and slow. Not even distantly related to ours, which resemble... 
fly swatters and are mutilated in the words. 


She then starts to pass her fingers over the beads of her rosary. Slowly, saying the "Glory be to the Father" in a loud voice, bowing her head low. While I say the 
"Hail Marys" and the "Our Fathers," She smiles and keeps silent. From time to time the wind moves the extremity of her silken sash. A light wind. 


Finally, She opens her arms and stretches them towards the ground, bending her head and slender body in a slight bow of humility, and in her very soft, inimitable 
voice says, "I am the Immaculate Conception," and, on saying this, She lifts her head up again and rejoins her hands once more, looking towards heaven with eyes 
moistened by supernatural emotion. 
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She says nothing else. But her gesture, her smile, and her gaze make me understand that She is "the handmaiden of God" and always deems Herself to be such (by 
humbly lowering her arms and head); She is such by the grace of God and not through her own merit (this is the meaning of her initial gesture), and She is such 
through the Lord, to whom praise should be given for having bestowed Her upon the world as the first forgiveness for blameworthy mankind (this is the meaning 
of the second part of the gesture, in which there is praise, gratitude, and modest recollection). 


To say this conveys nothing. But on being seen, how many things that gesture alone taught! 


She then recollects Herself as if in inner prayer, with her gaze enraptured in God, whom She sees, and fades out in this way, returning to her Paradise, leaving in 
me the light, music, and fragrance of her whiteness and the spirituality of her prayer. 


I have written while overcoming the hindrances created by the Tempter and my humanity. And I now remain still, with my rosary in my hands, trying to imitate 
Mary, the Mother-Teacher who has come to teach me to pray and give praise to the Lord for everything He does with us. 


Our Lady of Lourdes, teach me to pray and protect me from the devil and myself. Amen. 


February 6 
Ezekiel, Chapter 47 


Jesus says: 
"I said, '[In whoever accepts Me] I am a spring of living water welling up for eternal life.' 


"Whether it is a man or a nation, blessed are those who receive Me and possess the prodigies of the Water of True Life in themselves. But there are now too few 
men who receive Me, and even fewer nations. And the fruits of this rejecting-or even just 
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neglecting-Jesus Christ are visible. They are visible in their full tragic appearance and are savored in their poisonous taste, which leads you to despair, to death, 
after having made you delirious with a fear of the future which nearly drives you mad. And you are right to become mad. 


"If you saw the full truth of the advancing future, not one of you-except someone supported by Satan-would resist. I say, 'Satan,' for you do not think of seeking 
support in Christ. On the contrary, the more you need merciful support, a light in the darkness, or a word to console and guide you, the more you turn your hostile 
gaze to these things, accusing God and directing towards Him the antipathy which you ought to direct towards those who are the cause of so much evil: Satan and 
your wicked passions. 


"Observe what you have already become, and tremble, tremble, considering what you will become. Worse than the and salt sands, in which every form of life is 
impossible and which are found in the most desolate parts of deserts-a desolation. lacking even the poor robe extending over the barrenness of deserts, which, with 
its frail grass, thorny bushes, and the few animals dwelling there, bestows on that solitude a life of flights, chirps, and darts and shows that this patch of land is not 
dust which has been dead for centuries-worse than these salty areas, where nothing lives and no seed can sink its roots in and no bird can halt its flight and no 
reptile can pause on the ground or even slide its shiny skin over it in swift motion, you will become, are becoming, and have already become like this to a great 
extent because you have rejected the Christ, the Water bringing fecundity. 


"From my heaven, I, the Head of the Mystical Body composed of all Christians, pour forth my waves of life and from my Church shed them upon the world. I 
would shed them. But the world erects embankments and dikes and prevents Me from pouring Myself forth; the world shoves these dikes against the Church to 
engulf her, to bury her-and Me, along with her. It is a struggle with no respite. It is the true War, the one from which all the wars in the whole of mankind in the 
Christian era come. The struggle against Christ. 
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"Be aware of this: it is not necessary to engage in major persecutions or schisms to fight against Christ. Even the small, individual, interior struggle by each of you 
against my Law and the hidden, crafty struggle by the government of a country against the voice of Catholic Rome, against the voice speaking in my name from 
the lips of my Vicar and calling men-especially leaders-to the law of honesty, duty, and love are fights against Christ. They are the guerrillas. You are so familiar 
with the terminology of warfare that you understand Me if I characterize them in this way. They are the guerrillas. The real assaults, the major advances, the 
imposing maneuvers, and the cruel massacres then originate from them. 


"Satan is the Captain of this army, which began in Jerusalem, within the Synedrium, in the caste of the Pharisees, scribes, and Sadducees, which found its standard 
bearer in Judas, which has become increasingly numerous in the course of centuries of anti-Christian persecutions, which, like an avalanche, has become laden 
with ever-new elements, with schisms, demagogic doctrines, political parties, and new forms of government, and which will culminate in the Antichrist, who 
against my torrent of Grace will set a torrent of cruelty and blood in which you will wallow and fall, and only a few will fall as holy victims invoking Christ. Most 
will fall like slaughtered beasts, sated and fattened with vices, disturbed, poisoned, and bedeviled by accursed doctrines, devils in their blaspheming words, 
negating minds, and abjuring hearts. 


"Oh, Water of Divine Grace, that on passing would have brought life, that would have purified and nourished the sands, that would have removed saltiness and 
corruption from the waves with which you would have mingled, enabling the former to be a cradle for strong trees laden with fruits of every kind and the latter to 
be a dwelling place for fish of every kind! O flowering language of my Prophet! The purifying water is the water issuing forth from my Heart, opened out of love 
for mankind. It brings with it the essence of this divine love, in contact with which every impurity falls, as if through a blessed filter. 


"Your humanity filtered through mine! And can there be a 
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greater poem of love than this-of a God who becomes man to save all mankind through Himself? 
"The sands: souls, as numerous as the grains of sand, rendered fertile, good, and capable of yielding a tree of life by contact with Me, fusion with Me. 


"And, again, the plants: souls, once more, that, because they live on land watered by Grace, thrive to the point of touching Heaven and bearing upon themselves 
fruits of every kind-that is, all the virtues. 


"The waters, which were bitter and which Grace makes healthy in such fashion that numerous fish can flourish in them: good works. 


"Comprehend the language of my Prophet. It is so transparent when observed with eyes rendered clear by the love of God. And, furthermore, do not wish to be 
putrid swamps and low-lying shores, where the acridity of salt-that is, evil-stagnates and where corruption-that is, the greatest evil-reigns. For if the evil of slight 
charity, lukewarmness, and negligence is salt hindering life for good works, the corruption of the great evil-that is, the seven vices-of anti-Christianity negates 
even the swift passing of a good thought. 


"Do not descend to corruption. Try to climb back up from your baseness. Rise again towards the fount of God. Mingle with it. Ever advancing towards Me, have it 
submerge you, impose itself on you, and annul your poor selves under its great power for 


Redemption and make you holy, blessed, and happy. Even in this life, children, where there is already so much unhappiness, where, in order to weep, it is not 
necessary to add on the unhappiness of being against Christ, provoking so many individual and collective ruins. 


"Listen to the Voice calling you. Listen to the voice of the One who loves you. There is not, no, there is not anyone else who loves you as your God does, and 
there is no one else who utters words for you truer than mine. Open yourselves to receive them. Open yourselves to Grace. It comes to heal your maladies; it 
comes to dry your tears. It comes... and waits on the threshold for you to say, 'Come in,' in order to rush into you with all its graces of peace, tranquillity, salvation, 
and, in short, eternal 
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life, for the sum of all joy resides therein." 


I remark that I have written after a black day of desolation, during which it seemed to me that heaven and earth were nothing but a single punishment for me. For 
whose sake am I suffering like this? Jesus does not tell me. But He pours his word into n-ie to introduce a balm into my chalice today. 


February 7 
6 p.m. 


My joy today. 


I see a place in the mountains. I do not know where it is. There is a gorge of mountains entering and emerging with their spurs from a valley on whose floor there 
flows a torrential stream entirely covered with foam on its jagged course. It is narrow, but, like all mountain currents, it is swift, a whole succession of resounding 
cascades. From where I am, it is heading south. Other, more distant mountains are beyond another steep slope and another valley. 


I understand I am in a range of not extremely high peaks, which are, however, mountains, not hills. Just like our Apennines at so many points, such as the Magra 
Valley, for instance, or near Porretta. The vegetation is more suitable for sheep raising than for other forms of livelihood. I see green meadows plunging down or 
rising up here and there along the steep slopes, which at this hour-I think it is approaching sunset-seem to be turning an indigo violet. The season appears to be 
early summer, for the grass is beautiful-already tall, but not yet scorched by the sun. 


From the point where I am, I see a mule track rising towards a town and entering among the houses there. A typical mountain road, pebbly and uneven all along. It 
rises from south to north (from where I am looking), in such fashion that I see it heading in that direction into the town and running on to meet the stream, which is 
moving in the opposite direction, but not into the town-down into the valley 
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There is also another little road which from the valley climbs up this spur where the town is nestled. A little road that is more a path than a road and that runs right 
along the mountain ridge. Further down, beyond it, the mountain slopes off steeply, with green pastures as far as the foaming little torrent, beyond which there are 
other pastures assailing other mountains grouped together to the east. 


Jesus is coming up from the path along with his disciples. Not all of them. I see Peter and Andrew, John, and Judas Iscariot. I do not see the others. Jesus is dressed 
in white and wrapped in a dark blue cloak, more navy blue than a lighter shade. He is bare-headed and is climbing nimbly, alone. Behind, in a group, are the four 
disciples, who are speaking to one another. Jesus, who is a few meters ahead of them, is not speaking. He is thinking. He is looking around, but never speaking. 


At a certain point, the little road runs alongside a low flat wall which marks the boundary of a piece of property (or so it seems to me), as if to keep the earth on 
this land from sliding down into the valley. Jesus enters this piece of property, with very well-tended pasture land, on which there are scattered apple and walnut 
and fig trees. All of them are very well looked after and are already laden with fruit. 


Jesus stops for an instant right at the spot where the mountain spur forms a sort of pointed triangle resembling a ship's cutwater. He leans on the wall and looks up 
and down and around Himself. He waits for the apostles, who are coming up rather slowly, especially Peter. Then, when they are together, He says a few words to 
them which I do not grasp. I see Him bend slightly to speak, for He is much taller than they. I do not understand the words, but I intuit their meaning, for I see 
Judas Iscariot heading briskly towards a house rising up at the end of the wall. 


It is a house that is quite different from the one in Cana. This one does not have a terrace on the roof, but is crowned with a kind of rounded dome, perhaps to keep 
the winter snows from building up on the roof, for in this locality the winter must certainly be snowy, or at least very rainy. Instead of the missing 
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terrace, it has a protruding wing on one side, a wing into which the stairs-also outside, but protected by a sort of overhanging roof-lead. This wing has a portico on 
the ground floor and a covered gallery above. The house is entirely white and stands out against the surrounding greenery. There is a large grass -covered open 
space in front with a well in the center surrounded by fruit trees which have been placed there with the intention of creating a garden, for little flowers have been 
planted around them forming circular flowerbeds. I get the impression the house belongs to people who are well off and more refined than the owners of the house 
in Cana. 


The mule track passes in front of the house, which can thus be reached by both the shortcut and the track. The bramble hedge is not an insurmountable barrier -all 
the more so because the two rustic gates situated in it are barely closed. 


Judas uninhibitedly enters the house, as if quite well acquainted with those living there. A blooming mother surrounded by three children and holding the smallest 
one in her arms comes out at once. Smiling, she goes to meet Jesus, who in the meantime has continued towards the well. 


I notice that this woman is very dark in complexion and shapely, about thirty years old. Her hair, quite black and rather curly, is clasped in two braids surrounding 
her head. Her eyes are also black and large; her nose, aquiline; and her lips, rather thick and very red. She is tall and well built. I further notice that she is dressed 
differently from the way Mary and the other women seen in Cana dress. She, too, is wearing a long, light-blue dress which is nearly white, but she is also entirely 
wrapped in a sort of dark-blue, tightly-clinging shawl which follows the contours of her body. It passes under her armpits on both sides, and one border, the upper 
one, then bends behind her left shoulder and rises over her head, which it covers with its fringed point as far as her brow. Her overall appearance leads me to think 
she is not a Galilean, for her physical characteristics and clothing are different from what I have observed in the case of Galilean women. 


The small child in her arms is two years old at most. He is a beautiful child, dressed in a kind of shirt made of white wool. 
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The other children are a little girl about six years old, with very curly, chestnut-blond hair and dressed in light pink, and two smaller boys, also wearing light-blue 
woolen tunics, like their mother. They must know Jesus very well, for they crowd around Him, laughing. 


The young mother greets Him, "Come in, Master, for my house is yours," and smiles. 


Jesus replies, "May the Lord repay you," and then extends his right arm-his left arm is bent over his chest, and He is holding back the edge of his cloak-to caress 
the baby. I see the beautiful hand of my Jesus touching the forehead of the tot, who plays the charmer and, laughing, hides his little head against his mother's neck 
and from that nesting place looks at Jesus and laughs-he laughs to lure Him to repeat the caress. 


Near the well, under an apple tree laden with fruit which is starting to ripen, there is a stone bench, a seat. Jesus sits down there while the woman goes into the 
house and comes out with a pitcher. 


Jesus tells her to let Him hold the child and sits him on his lap while the woman draws water and then comes back with one cup full of water and another with milk 
and gives them to Jesus; and she selects some ripe apples, passing over those that are still green and offers Him these, too, putting everything on a tray placed on 
the bench, alongside Jesus. It is clear that she has previously done so on other occasions. She knows what Jesus likes. 


The apostles have followed Jesus and are also drinking under the arcade. 


Jesus first drinks the water. He continues to hold the child on his lap and is laughing, for the tot is tugging at his hair and beard. The other three are around Jesus. 
Jesus takes the apples and hands them one by one to the three older children, and, finally, He, too, takes one and eats it. He has the smallest one drink some of the 
milk in the cup and then drinks as well. Jesus is content. He is laughing as I have never seen Him laugh. 


The girl nestles up to his knees and takes the liberty of resting her head in his lap. Jesus caresses her curls. The two boys, who had gone off on a run, come 
back-one with a dove clasped 
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to his chest and the other dragging along by the ear a little lamb a few days old that is bleating desperately. They show Jesus their treasures. 


Jesus shows interest, but, taking pity on the state of the two poor animals, has the dove handed to Him and, after having admired it, lets it fly off to its nest; and He 
lifts the little lamb onto the seat, caressing it and keeping it safe until the children's mother returns and takes it back to its spot. 


The girl, who has nothing else, bends down and gathers a bouquet of flowers and gives it to Jesus. 


The Master is a teacher with these children, too, and, continuing to hold the youngest in his arms, speaks to the older ones about the flowers: "So beautiful, made 
by the Heavenly Father, from the biggest to the smallest, the flowers, which, in the eyes of God, are as beautiful as children when they are good. And to be good it 
is necessary to be like flowers, which do no harm to anyone, but, rather, provide fragrance and joy for all and always do the will of the Lord in sprouting where 
He wills, in blossoming when He wills, and in letting themselves be picked if He so pleases. " 


He speaks of the doves: "So faithful to their nests and so clean that they never perch their homes and loved by on ugly things, always remembering their homes 
and loved by God because they are faithful and pure. The children of God must also be like this: like little turtledoves that love the house of the Lord and make 
their nests Of love in it and that, to be worthy of it, are able to keep themselves pure." 


He speaks of the little lambs: "So meek, so patient, so resigned, that provide wool and milk and meat and let themselves be immolated for our good, giving us such 
a great example of love and gentleness. The little lambs are loved so much by God that He will call his Son the 'Lamb. ' The good Lord loves those who are able to 
keep their souls like lambs until death as his dearest children." 


While Jesus speaks, other children come into the enclosure and form a crowd. And not only children, but there are also 
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adults who listen. There are other mothers, who present the smallest ones and some who are suffering to Jesus so that He will caress them and take them onto his 
lap for a moment. The older ones approach on their own. 


Jesus is surrounded by a brood of children. They are in front of Him, at his sides, on his shoulders, and between his legs. He cannot move. But He is laughing in 
the midst of that unruly and also rather wrangling hedge. They would all like the first place, and the little masters of the house do not intend to give it up, thereby 
providing Jesus with the occasion to be a teacher once more: "One must not be selfish even in what is good. I know that you love Me and am glad. I, too, love you, 
but I will love you more if you now let the others come to Me. A little for each one. Like good brothers and sisters. You are all brothers and sisters and equal in 
the eyes of God and in my eyes. Indeed, those who are obedient and loving towards their companions are the ones most loved by Me and by God." 


The swarm, to show that... it is obedient and loving, withdraws at once. They are all good! Jesus laughs. 


But the innocent swarm then returns. It returns in spite of the mothers-and especially the disciples-who do not like so much disrespectful invasiveness. Judas 
Iscariot is the most intransigent; John, the least. He has sat down on the grass and is laughing, too, surrounded by children. But Judas is frowning and grumbling. 
Peter is also complaining. 


But the children, pressing in around Jesus, pay no attention. They look defiantly at the grumblers, and only respect for Jesus stops them from making faces at the 
two. They feel protected by Jesus, who has opened his arms and drawn to Himself as many children as He can: a bouquet of live flowers. 


There are children who show Jesus toys... that are broken. And Jesus, with a little piece of a branch, replaces the axle for the wheels of a small cart and, with a 
short cord and a piece of wood as reinforcement, repairs the leg of a wooden horse which a dark-complexioned boy shows Him. There are shepherd boys who, 
having left their flocks along the way for a moment (dusk is now setting in), approach Jesus, who caresses and blesses them. One of them brings a little wounded 
ewe lamb to Jesus, 
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who, not wanting his young friend to be scolded by his master, stops her bleeding and gives her back to him. 


A mother comes in and elbows her way through. She is holding a pale, sick child in her arms. The child is very ill, entirely desolate on the mother's breast. Jesus, 
who has already touched other infirm children presented to Him by their mothers, opens his arms and rests the half -dead child on his lap. The mother, in tears, 
implores Him. 


Jesus listens to her and looks at her. He then gazes at the poor little child, bone-thin and pale. He caresses and kisses the child, whom He rocks a bit because the tot 
is crying. The boy-or girl (I do not know which because the child's hair extends down to his or her ears) -opens his eyes and looks at Jesus with a sad smile. Jesus 
speaks to him slowly. I do not understand what He is saying because it is spoken in a whisper. The sick child continues to smile. 


Jesus gives him back to his weeping mother and looks steadily at her with his commanding eyes: "Woman, have faith. Tomorrow morning your child will play 
together with these others. Go in peace." And He makes another gesture of blessing over the pale little face. 


And here, O Father! Amd here I seem to be drawing near my Jesus and asking Him, "Master, what is there in your hand which makes everything that touches it be 
repaired or healed or changed in appearance?" 


A very silly question, it's true, but my Jesus answers it with divine goodness: "Nothing, daughter, except the liquid of my immense love. Look at my hand. Observe 
it." And He extends his right hand to me. 


I take it with veneration, with my fingertips, on my fingertips. I do not dare to do anything else, while my heart is beating very forcefully. I have never touched 
Jesus. I have been touched by Him, but I never dared to. I am now touching Him. I feel the warmth of his fingers. I feel his smooth skin, his very long fingernails 
(long not in terms of jutting out, but in their shape in the last phalanx). I see his long, slender fingers and his markedly 
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concave palm. I notice that his metacarpus is much shorter than his fingers. I observe the embroidery of his veins where his wrist begins. 


With benignity Jesus lets me hold his hand. He is now standing, and I am kneeling. I thus do not see his face, but I feel He is smiling because the smile is in his 
voice: 


"You see, soul that I love, that there is nothing. My years of work have left Me an ability to repair children's toys, and I use this ability of mine because it, too, 
serves to attract to Myself the creatures whom I love: children. My humanity, which remembers that it has been a worker, works in this. My divinity works in the 
other aspect of healing sick children, just as I heal sick toys and little lambs. 


"I have nothing except my love and my power as God. And I pour it upon no one with so much joy as upon these innocent ones, whom I give you as a model to 
enter into the Kingdom of Heaven. I rest in their midst. They are simple and frank. And I, who am the Betrayed One and am filled with disgust by those who 
betray, find peace in the company of these, who are unable to betray; and I, who will be the One distrusted by so many, find joy in the company of these, who are 
unable to distrust. And I, who will be denied by those who, with adult reflection, think of getting out of harm's way in stormy hours, find comfort in the company 
of these, who believe in Me, without giving thought to whether good or evil may come to them from this believing. They believe because they love Me. 


"You, too, must be like a child. Like one of these, and you shall have the Kingdom of Heaven, which opens under the impatient push of Jesus, who is burning to 
have at his side those whom He has most loved because they have loved Him most. 


"Go in peace, now. I caress you like one of these little ones to make you happy. Go in peace." 


Note that the vision came while, disgusted by a rude reply (not the first one today), I was weeping in discouragement and desolation, full of regret and repugnance 
over what I observe in 
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the hearts of others. The vision calmed me from the outset and then brought me gladness. But when I later was able to have the joy of feeling Jesus' fingers, I felt 
the sweetness of ecstasy overwhelming all bitterness. 


I look at my writing hand, which conserves the sensation of having touched Jesus' hand, and it seems holy to me, like something which has touched a relic. 
Blessed be my Jesus! 


February 8 


Jesus says: 


"Come, little John. After having rejoiced in the vision of your Jesus, who loves children-and you along with them-let us go together to read my and your Daniel, in 
the place where he speaks of the three children who pleased God because they had the faith, fidelity, and trust proper to children and believed tenaciously, 
believed unhesitatingly, believed even in a tremendous trial because they loved 'the Lord God with their minds, with their hearts, with all their strength, and with 
their entire selves." 


"There have always been tyrants. And in their tyranny-of which Satan makes use to pervert them and to torment their subjects, leading them to distrust God, above 
all-they take delight in iniquitous laws, promulgated at the instigation of haughtiness and supported by the power of the sword. 


"A wretched power condemned by Me. Cursed by Me. A power which is weakness. The power of one who is overbearing which turns against him as a weapon. A 
power which triggers other powers, which either resolve the situation in human terms with a crime which is the result of all the previous crimes or supernaturally 
attract divine aid, which-in being much more powerful than all weapons and all words-casts down the tyrant's pride and turns it into benignity, freeing his subjects 
from his sacrilegious tyranny in a holy manner. 
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"Nebuchadnezzar, intoxicated by his power, thought it was licit to overstep his bounds, as regards God as well, by introducing idolatry centering on a golden 
statue-the symbol of his power, which he deemed divine-even among those who worshipped the true God. 


"There is nothing divine except God. There is no true power except divine power The others are missions involving command, for there must be someone at the 
head of an ethnic group, but they are not superpowers, much less divine. I have already explained that they exist as long as God allows them to, that they exist for 
the sake of their action in aiding or punishing men deserving or undeserving of heavenly protection, and that they cease to exist when they overstep their bounds 
by making the punitive yoke upon arrogant men too harsh. To punish a sin, God does not allow a greater one to be committed, and He then strikes those who are 
no longer the administrators of justice, but of blameworthy power. 


"Man submits to tyrants-indeed, to the powerful-and the more tyrannical they are in their poorly understood and poorly exercised power, the more man submits. 
That idolatry by the masses takes place which I have spoken to you about on several occasions as regards one member of the multitude who, in a more or less licit 
and holy way, has become the Head of a people and performs his missions more or less justly. And, since Satan is the eternal creator of deceit, the one begetting 
the ever-new apocalyptic 'beasts' to suck man into his power and endowing them with all powers for seduction; and since men have an impetus towards evil more 
than good in them, for they are more inclined towards Evil-Satan-than towards Good-God-and do not counterbalance and neutralize the malefic impetus with love 
and union with Christ, the victor over Satan, it happens that the more these conquerors for an hour are unworthy to be such, the more idolized they are. 


"In the kingdom of Babylon, the subjects, seduced by the gleam of the golden statue (what a deep meaning!) and by the 
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voices of those proclaiming the king's will, hastened to worship the idol. The idol! Not God. The idol of gold! Gold! The eternal charmer! 


"God is not an idol of gold. God is an infinite, eternal, perfect Spirit in Heaven; God is most holy Flesh hanging from a cross on the Earth or living in the 
Sacrament on the altar of the Eucharist. In Heaven the nine angelic choirs sing around his throne. Around his cross-from Golgotha to the present day and until the 
end of the world-there ascend the voices of those praying and loving (a few!) and the howls of those cursing (many!). Around his Tabernacle, like lamps, are the 
hearts worshipping Him and awaiting life and comfort from Him. 


"This is God. Spirit and Flesh. Not gold. A metal which you have endowed with great value because, as eternal savages, you have let yourselves be seduced by its 
glitter, but it is less precious than the grayish iron which gives you ploughs, scythes, and spades, the only useful, holy weapons, because they till the glebes, open 
them for seed, and cut down the ear of grain, God's great gift to man, the ear of grain which is your daily bread. 


"The subjects of Nebuchadnezzar-partly because of the seduction of gold (the case of most of them) and partly out of fear of royal punishments-worshipped the 
idol. All of them, except the three young men who, thanks to the care of God's Prophet, had not contaminated themselves with impure food. 


"Observe the great teaching carefully. The stimulus towards sin often enters by way of gluttony. In a body nourished in a gluttonous fashion the other appetites 
also arise. Concupiscence appears in its threefold garb, for the fumes of excess in food arouse sensuality, enkindle pride, and consequently spur man to be avid 
for money, since to possess woman and power a lot of money is needed. In the seething of the passions faith dies, and the soul detaches itself from God, thus 
preparing itself to worship the first idol which is presented to it. 


"Shadrach, Meshach, and Abed-Nego had lived chastely as regards gluttony as well. Faithful to God, to their God, in this, too. And God had grown in them with 
the growth of themselves. God reigned in their hearts, pure altars to which they provided every form of care because they were the throne of their Lord. 
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"In possessing God, alive in them and the master of all their strength, and, more than a master, the Father and Governor of their strength, they were able to resist 
every threat and not fear, not fear, Maria. They did not even find it useful to argue with the tyrant. It is a good rule not to get into arguments with the wicked, but 
to ask God to argue for us in their hearts better than we could. 


"Look at what I, though I was God, did with my accusers, inquisitors, and judges. I always broke off sharply and did not reply at all. 1 first went up onto the Cross, 
praying and suffering, and then acted from Heaven. That is the way to act, little John, for those one wants to convert. The first conversion is obtained with prayer 
and pain. Afterwards God's Light descends into the heart prepared to receive it, and it becomes Word and Life. 


"The three young men did not argue. They knew that all argument would remain fruitless and that a miracle was needed to clear the haze from the king's heart. A 
miracle obtained through an act of absolute faith and intrepid heroism. Faith, heroism-the two flowers of love. 


"And Love responds to love. God never disappoints anyone. And God, who in his perfection already knew how the three young men would act, had his angel go 
before them into the furnace so that, when the cruel men had cast them into the flames, the place would already be prepared, as fresh as a dew -covered meadow in 
the morning, ventilated by the angel's wing with the gentlest wind, compared to which the sweet wind of April is foul breath; He had the angel precede them so 
that the flames could not even graze the slightest hair on their innocent heads, but would be only a living tent of heat-less (oh, less!) intense than the tent of their 
charity-extended between the pagan world and the dwelling prepared by God. 


"God is a Father, Maria. God always precedes his children in their needs. When you call out to Him for help, He has already made provision. But it is necessary to 
have faith. Great faith. And great gratitude. 


"The cry rising from the earth, from the heart of a grateful 
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man, to the throne of God is so beautiful! It resounds like the arpeggio of a harp in Paradise, and all the heavenly harmonies remain silent for an instant, for the 
whole Empyrean bends over, listening to that cry of thanks which a good son sends to the good Father. And that cry is then gathered in, repeated, and amplified by 
all the choirs of the angels and the blessed and becomes that day's song in lovely Paradise, and the Trinity beams in its gladness, and Mary laughs with her 
laughter as the Mother and the Queen. 


"Too few give thanks, Maria. And only God knows how He continually provides you with gifts' You don't even realize. His Fatherhood gives them to you so 
delicately in order not to offend you, as with a small offering, that you think they are your work. No. From morning to night, from night to morning, God comes to 
your aid. And you do not give thanks. You do not give thanks even for the 'major' graces obtained. 


"But you are no longer a man-you are the little John. Do you know what 'John' means? It means 'God grants graces." In truth, to few have I granted or do I grant so 
many graces as to you. And, observe: you bear the two names dearest to Me: Mary/John. One was given you by your relatives. But the other was given you by Me, 
your King and Spouse. You were the bitter Pearl, the bitter Sea. But I wanted to make you sweet: a little pearl of my Heart, which is divine sweetness. And I 
rebaptized you 'John,' for I am the God who grants you graces. 


"But say 'Thank You! to me always, always, always, from dawn to dusk, from night to day. Let your 'Thank You' fill Heaven continuously, for yourself and for the 
numberless persons who live and die without a 'Thank You' for their God. Amplify your 'Thank You, like the three young men, calling all created things to join in 
your song-things which, with their language, are able to praise God better than men can. 


"Join the saints in Heaven and the saints on Earth to say Your 'Thank You.' Join Me as Eucharist, and with your lips rendered sweet and scented by the Bread of 
life, pray and thank God the Father with Christ Himself living in you. And the miracle will take place as it did for the three boys and the cruel king. Men ‘will see’ 
God by means of your prayer. Not all of them. But 
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even if it were one alone, you would be blessed by Me once more. 


"Nebuchadnezzar saw God in his angel and understood that one must not fight against that God. He understood that his idol was lifeless matter rendered sinful 
through man's wrongdoing and that the true God is one alone-the God of Shadrach, Meshach, and Abed-Nego-and, touched by the Light, He recognized his error 
and confessed it and offered worship and honor to the holy God, Lord of Heaven and Earth. 


"Do you see, little John, how much the faith of three boys can do? 


"Now, confess, you that were saying yesterday that you no longer wanted to be my little disciple until I had heeded you because you were too wounded by what 
exists in the world and around you. Hasn't everything disappeared-yesterday's pain, disgust, and discomfort? Isn't everything canceled out by the wave of rejoicing 
I have poured over you? What would you do without Me, poor soul that live on this bread of mine -on my Word, more than the bread made of wheat with which 
you satisfy your hunger? Don't you know that when one is caught up in my whirlpool of love, one can no longer emerge, no longer wants to emerge? But you 
know. And if, as in an April sky, clouds arise, they are nothing but holy water which makes the sun brighter and the earth more beautiful. 


"Come, come, like the children yesterday. Come and lay your head on my knees. This is the posture of children and those expressing love. The one adopted by 
Mary, when redeemed, who drank in Life by listening to Me. Come and never be afraid. I am with you." 


February 13 
Sunday at Dawn 


Jesus says: 


"My poor little star, left submerged under the storm of her 
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Jesus' pain, hidden, eclipsed, and annulled behind my infinite pain, like a little star behind the sun; my poor little violet, weighed down to the point of bending 
under the blood of her Jesus, like the grass you have seen soaked in my red sweat in the garden-do you know what I have done? I have taken you to 'shared love,' 
which is the perfection of the love involving fusion, which I spoke to you about in the autumn. 


"Now it is springtime-no longer autumn. 'The winter has passed... The flowers have appeared in our land... Come, my beloved! ' 


"The love involving fusion is lofty. Very high, at the summit of that height, is 'shared love." In the former you annul yourself, with your human personality, in your 
Beloved. In the latter you take the place of your Beloved; you surround Him: He is the soul; you, the body of the soul. And you feel in this body of yours the 
afflictions of your Love while, within you, He cries out his spiritual and moral tortures and makes them known to you, just like thought, which makes the mind's 
impressions known to the flesh, and you receive material impressions. 


"It is compassionate love. Cum-passio-that is, the Passion lived through by Christ and by the adorer of Christ. 


"I have done this to you. And if I have introduced you into the 'wine cellar' and the smell of the wine has so inebriated you as to make you fall as if dead, know, 
my beloved, that this wine is my Blood. It is this which fills the cellar with its divine fragrance, and it descends into your heart with this blood, and it rises into 
your thought with this blood, giving you insights and lights which are no longer earthly, but supernatural, divine, for it is I who speak in your thought, and there is 
no word of mine which is more divine than the one spoken by my tortures as the Redeemer. 


"In the shade of the One I desired I have taken my seat.' 
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That tree is not, however, the apple tree laden with apples, but my Cross, from which a single fruit hangs: your Christ. Well then, I come down from it-I have come 
down from it-to 'sustain you' with the flowers of charity, to ‘comfort you' with my caresses, for 'you were languishing’ with compassionate love. 


"Dear one, whom I love because of your love! Your tears on witnessing my weeping, your tears on hearing the hiss of the scourges, your tears on seeing Me fall 
against the stones, and the other tears you will shed before my supreme torture and my extreme desolation. I have already savored them, and for Me they-along 
with the tears of your sister souls in shared love-were sweeter than wine filled with honey. They were in the chalice which the angel offered Me to attenuate the 
bitterness of my Father's chalice, to invigorate my Humanity, languishing in a cruel agony. He, the angel of my pain, to comfort my downcast spirit, cited for Me 
the names of all those who would love Me, love Me completely, to the point of sharing my tortures, and among them was your name, little violet, little star, little 
John. Maria, my Maria. Thank you, soul that I love! 


"I would have gone and would go more slowly in introducing you into my suffering. But it is necessary to speed things up. I know. I must thus quicken your 
knowledge. Even if it makes you feel very bad on plunging into you in a mass. 


"And if someone says the words already uttered in the Gospel-'And couldn't He, who healed the man born blind, keep this woman from suffering?'-I reply, 'I need 
her pain for a great work.' I could also be asked, "Why didn't You begin with the preparatory pains, at least from the Supper on?' I respond, 'I needed this soul to be 
already soaked in this weeping. To make her more proficient, more clear-headed, and more purified to see the ineffable Mystery of my dying to redeem you.' 


"The impure and the carnal do not go up-should not go upto the altar. But if they can still go up to your altars because you are blind and I am forbearing, only 
those who have purified 
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themselves with the incense of love and the water of weeping and annulled the flesh on the pyre of sacrifice, letting the spirit alone live, can come to my altar to be 
present at my Mass. 


"I follow my method, then, not yours, and I would like you to be less burdensome in desiring certain explanations of such insignificant details, which have value 
as curiosities and not as revelations. 


"Leave my John alone. This soul seeing her Jesus being tortured cannot busy herself or concern herself with examining everything so as to state whether Caiphas 
has a square or pointed beard, whether Herod is dressed in red or yellow, whether Pilate is tall or short-perhaps adding how many centimeters shorter than I he 
is-or whether the room in the Pretorium is long or short, square-shaped or rectangular. If you were to see the person you love most being tortured, would you be 
concerned about the first one who passed by? No. You would look only at your dear one, or you would close your eyes to see nothing. You would not observe a 
woman's dress, the height of a passer-by, or someone else's nose. 


"Stay in place, men, stay in place, when the tortures of a God are being revealed. And let this be observed with the other revelations as well. 


"My little John is looking at Me and at Mary. She has eyes for nothing else. And if, at the beginning of a vision, she can describe the environment or nature, once 
the revelation of Ourselves by my Mother or Myself begins, she loses her ability to see what is not Us. And only Us. To give you clarification, We direct her 
attention to a secondary circumstance, such as clothing, a gesture, or a change in light, as regards the background and setting of a scene. The ‘spokesman' would 
otherwise not see anything else, except for Christ or Mary, or the Saint who is involved. 


"This is for your guidance and for the serenity of my little John, who is already too occupied, occupied beyond her strength, to gain additional capacity -and, 
furthermore, she would be unable-to satisfy useless curiosity. 


"And now, come, soul of mine. Come with Me. Close your 


97 


eyes to the world and open them where I tell you to and look. Look and rest. Now there is blessedness. Tonight I shall render the vision brighter, and you will 
write it down. My blessing is upon you." 


The person who should have come did not come today. 


At 12:30 p.m., when I was sure he would not come, I gently complained to Jesus, "Ah, Lord! Today there is no Mass on the radio and no Bread for my spiritual 
hunger. And I so eagerly awaited both the former and the latter this morning!" And He said, "It doesn't matter. Kiss my Hand. The Eucharist is Flesh, but it is also 
Blood, and my Hand is red with blood." 


And I received Communion that way... and am blessed. 


February 14 


After I had written that text under the image of the Immaculate Heart-"Our Most Tender Mother, reveal to us the secrets of your Immaculate Heart. Make one of 
your very sweet, pure rays penetrate into our hearts and transform them and prepare them for the divine visits of the Holy Spirit"-I added, "Yes, Mother of Jesus 
and my Mother, reveal to me the secrets of your Heart and prepare mine with your light." 


And Mary, responding to a prayer issuing from my heart, then said, "I have introduced you into my Heart, whose joys and tears I have made known to you. I have 
pierced your heart with the ray of my charity to make you capable of comprehending the voice of my Son and the lights of the Divine Spirit. For, without the lights 
of the Paraclete, darkness and silence remain in hearts. It is always the Spirit, whose Bride Iam, who makes you comprehend the Truth and sanctifies you for God. 
The Father, 
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the Son, and the Holy Spirit must be in your hearts in order for you to comprehend the secrets of God in his threefold manifestations as Power, Redemption, and 
Love. The Father is always present in his true children with his Goodness; the Son, with his Doctrine; and the Spirit, with his Light, for He is never absent where 
there is sanctification, and the word of my Jesus is sanctification permitted by the will of the Father, who loves you." 


February 20 


As I told you, I have had no other contemplation today but that of the Cross, with my Jesus, who is looking down at the foot of his scaffold; He is looking at Mary 
and John, who, with their backs nearly turned to me, are looking up at Jesus. 


While I was listening to the Mass broadcast over the radio from France, precisely at the Sanctus it became illuminated for me. It was so clear and spoke so directly 
to my spirit that I told myself that the Mass, when seen in this way, is something heavenly. 


Then the hell of the bombs came... But not even this terror availed to cancel out the vision I was having. It has continued throughout the day. 
I can thus tell you that Mary is wearing her usual dark blue dress, which covers her entirely, and that John's clothing is a pale violet, with a light-brown cloak. 


I obliquely see the very pale face of Mary-even her lips are pale, with her mouth twisting in a curve of pain. Pain so disfigures Her that She-who was not yet fifty 
at the time of her Son's death-looks over sixty years old. 


I also see John obliquely, with a youthful, handsome face clouded by deep pain-he is also pale and seems to have aged in a few hours. Only the long blond hair, 
just a little lighter than Jesus', remains unchanged and shines with well-kempt, soft reflections of gold. 


Facing me, though, I see Jesus, with his contusions and wounds fully displayed and his face already marked by approaching 
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death, completely disfigured, as compared to the way it was before the Passion. I notice that the Cross is very high. Jesus' feet are at least two meters above the 
ground. 


I do not see anything else. It seems to be the point when Jesus entrusted John to his Mother. 


It is now night-time, and Jesus says: 


"You have seen how costly it is to be Saviors. You have seen this in Me and in Mary. You have become familiar with all our torments and have seen the 
generosity, heroism, patience, meekness, constancy, and fortitude with which We endured them out of charity in saving you. 


"All those who so desire, who ask the Lord God to make them ‘saviors,’ must properly consider that Mary and I are the model and that those are the tortures to be 
shared in so as to save. There will not be the cross, thorns, nails, and material scourges. There will be others, of another kind and nature. But just as painful and 
just as consuming. And it is only by consummating the sacrifice in the midst of those pains that people may become saviors. 


"It is an austere mission. The most austere of all. The one compared to which the life of a monk or nun with the most severe rule is a flowerbed in contrast to a 
heap of thorns. For this is not the rule of a human Order, but the Rule of a priesthood, of a monastic profession, whose Founder I am-I who consecrate and receive 
into my Rule, into my Order, those chosen for it and robe them in my habit: total pain, to the point of sacrifice. 


"You have seen my sufferings. They were aimed at making amends for your sins. No part of my body was excluded from them, for nothing in man is free from 
sins and all the parts of your physical and moral self-that self which God has given you with the perfection of a divine work and which you have debased with the 
first parent's sin and with your tendencies towards evil, with your wicked will-are instruments you make use of to commit sin. 


"But I came to cancel out the effects of sin with my Blood 
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and my pain, washing every Physical and moral part of you in them so as to cleanse them and strengthen them against sinful tendencies. 


"My Hands were wounded and imprisoned, after having wearied themselves to carry the Cross, to make amends for all the crimes committed by the hand of man. 
From the real crimes of guiding and wielding a weapon against a brother-turning you into Cains-to those of stealing, writing false accusations, performing acts 
going against respect for your bodies and those of others, and idling in a sluggishness which is fertile ground for your vices. By your illicit liberties in the use of 
your hands you have caused mine to be crucified, nailing them to the wood, depriving them of all manifestly licit and necessary movement. 


"Your Savior's Feet, after being wearied and cut upon the stones on the way to my Passion, were pierced and immobilized to make amends for all the evil you do 
with your feet, turning them into the means to go to your crimes, thefts, and acts of fornication. I marked the streets, squares, houses, and stairs of Jerusalem to 
purify all the streets, squares, stairs, and houses of the earth of all the evil appearing upon and within them, sown in the past centuries and in the centuries to come 
by your wicked will obeying Satan's instigation. 


"My Flesh was stained, bruised, and lacerated to punish in Myself all the exaggerated worship, the idolatry you display towards your flesh and those you love for 
the sake of a sensual whim or even out of affection, which in itself is not reprehensible, but which you render so by loving a parent, a spouse, a child, or a sibling 
more than you love God. 


"No. Above every earthly love and bond, there is-there must be-love for the Lord your God. No other affection, none at all, should be superior to this one. Love 
your dear ones in God, not above God. Love God with your whole selves. This will not absorb your love to the point of making you indifferent to relatives, but, 
rather, will nourish your love for them with the affection drawn from God, for those who love God possess God in themselves and in possessing God possess 
perfection. 


"I made my Flesh a wound to remove from yours the venom of sensuality, indecency, lack of respect, ambition, and worship 
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of the flesh destined to become dust again. It is not with the cult of the flesh that the flesh is led to beauty. It is by detachment from it that eternal Beauty in God's 
Heaven is given to it. 


"My Head was tortured with a thousand tortures: from blows, sun, hoots, and thorns, to make amends for the sins of your mind. Pride, impatience, irritation, and 
restiveness teem like a swarm in your brain. I rendered it a tortured organ, enclosed in a coffer adorned with blood, to make amends for everything that issues forth 
from your thought. 


"You have seen the final crown I wanted. The crown which only a madman or one condemned to death can bear. No one of sound mind (speaking in human 
terms) and free to do as he pleases places it upon himself. But I was judged mad, and, in supernatural, divine terms, I was mad in wanting to die for you, that do 
not love Me or love Me so little, in wanting to die to overcome Evil in you while knowing that you love it more than God, and I was at the mercy of man, his 
prisoner, the one he condemned. I, God, condemned by man. 


"How many acts of impatience you display over trifles, how many acts of intolerance over mere nothings, how many acts of restiveness over minor discomforts! 
But look at your Savior. Meditate on how stimulating that constant piercing in different points, that entanglement of my locks of hair, and that continual 
dislocation not enabling Me to move my head, to support it in any way that did not cause torment must have been! And consider what the mob's catcalls, the blows 
to my head, and the burning sun meant for my tortured, aching, feverish Head! And reflect on the pain I must have had in my poor brain, after going to the agony 
on Friday when already filled with pain by the exertion undergone on Thursday night-in my poor brain, to which the fever of my whole tormented Body and of the 
intoxications provoked by the tortures rose! 


"And in my Head, my eyes had their torture; and the mouth, its own; and the nose, its own; and the tongue, its own. To make amends for your looks, which so love 
to see what is evil and are so forgetful of seeking God; to make amends for too many and excessively lying and filthy and lustful words you say instead of using 
your lips to pray, teach, and comfort; my nose had its torture, 
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as did my tongue, to make amends for your acts of gluttony and your sensuality in smelling, whereby you perform imperfect actions which are the soil for more 
serious sins, and sins involving a craving for superfluous foods, with no mercy for the hungry, foods which you are often able to afford by resorting to the means 
of illicit gain. 


"My organs were not free from suffering. None of them. choking and coughing for my lungs, bruised by the barbarous flagellation and rendered edematous by my 
position on the cross. Breathlessness and pain in my dislocated heart, made infirm by the cruel flagellation, the moral pain which had preceded it, the fatigue of 
ascending under the heavy weight of the wood, and the anemia resulting from all the blood I had already shed. Congested liver, congested spleen, and bruised, 
congested kidneys. 


"You have seen the wreath of bruises around my kidneys. Your scientists-to offer proof for your incredulity regarding that proof of my suffering which is the 
Turin Shroud-explain the manner in which blood, cadaveric sweat, and an overstrained body, in being mixed with the aromas, were able to produce that natural 
painting of my lifeless, tortured Body. 


"It would be better to believe with no need for so many proofs in order to believe. It would be better to say, 'This is the work of God' and bless God, who has 
granted you possession of the irrefutable proof of my Crucifixion and the tortures preceding it! 


"But since you are no longer able to believe, now, with the simplicity of children, but need scientific proofs-poor faith, yours, which, without the prop and goad of 
science, is unable to stand up straight and walk-know that the fierce wounds to my kidneys were the most powerful chemical agent in the miracle of the Turin 
Shroud. My kidneys, nearly shattered by the scourges, were no longer able to function. Like those of people burned in a blaze, they were unable to filter, and the 
urea accumulated and spread throughout my blood and my body, causing the sufferings of uremic intoxication and the reagent transuding from my corpse which 
fixed the impress upon the cloth. But whoever among you is a doctor or whoever among you is ill with uremia can grasp the sufferings which the uremic toxins 
must 
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have caused Me, so abundant as to leave an indelible imprint. 


"Thirst. What torture was thirst! And yet you have seen it. There was no one, among so many, capable of giving Me a drop of water in those hours. From the 
Supper on, I had no further comfort. And fever, sun, heat, dust, and bleeding produced so much thirst in your Savior. 


"You have seen that I rejected the wine with myrrh. I wanted nothing to soften my suffering. When one has offered oneself as a victim, one must be a victim with 
no concessions to mercy, without compromise, without mitigation. One must drink the chalice just as it is given. Taste the vinegar and gall to the depths. Not the 
drugged wine, which produces a dazing of the sense of pain. 


"Oh, the fate of a victim is quite severe! But blessed are those who choose it as their fate. 


"This is the suffering of your Jesus in his innocent Body And I won't speak to you about the tortures of sympathy for my Mother and her pain. That pain was 
needed. But for Me it was the cruelest torment. Only the Father knows what his Word suffered spiritually, morally, and physically! Even the presence of my 
Mother-though it was the thing most desired by my heart, which needed to receive that comfort in the infinite solitude surrounding it, infinite solitude coming from 
God and from men-was a torture. 


"She had to be there, an angel of flesh to keep despair from assaulting me, as the spiritual angel had impeded it in Gethsemane; She had to be there to join my Pain 
to her own for your Redemption; She had to be there to receive her investiture as the Mother of the human race. But to see Her die at every quiver of mine was my 
greatest pain. Not even the betrayal and not even the knowledge that my Sacrifice would be futile for so many-these two pains which a few hours before had 
seemed so great to Me as to make Me sweat blood-were comparable to this one. 


"But you have seen how great Mary was in that hour. The torture did not keep Her from being much stronger than Judith. The latter killed. The former let Herself 
be slain through her 
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Child. And She did not curse, and She did not hate. She prayed, loved, and obeyed. Always a Mother, to the point of thinking, in the midst of those tortures, that 
her Jesus needed her veil as a virgin to cover his innocent flesh, to defend his sense of decency, at the same time She was able to be the Daughter of the Heavenly 
Father and obey his tremendous will in that hour. She did not curse or rebel. Against God or men. She forgave the latter. She said, 'Fiat' to the Former. 


"You have heard Her afterwards, as well: 'Father, I love You, and You have loved us!’ She remembered and proclaimed that God had loved Her, and She renewed 
her act of love for Him. In that hour! After the Father had pierced Her and deprived Her of her reason for existence. She loved Him. She did not say, 'I no longer 
love You because You have stricken me.' She loved Him. And She was not afflicted over her pain. But over the pain suffered by her Son. She did not wail over 
her broken heart, but over mine, which had been pierced. She asked the Father to explain this, not her pain. She asked the Father to explain in the name of their 
Son. 


"She was truly the Spouse of God. She was truly the Woman who had conceived through union with God. She knew that human contact had not begotten her 
Child, but only Fire descending from Heaven to penetrate into her immaculate womb and deposit the Divine Seed there, the Flesh of the God-Man, of the 
Man-God, of the Redeemer of the world. She knew and, as the spouse and mother, requested an explanation for that wound. The others had to be inflicted. But 
that one, when everything had been accomplished-why? 


"Poor Mother! There was a reason, which your pain did not allow you to read upon my wound. And it was for men to see the Heart of God. You have seen it, 
Maria. And you will never forget it. 


"But-do you see? Mary, in spite of the fact that at that moment She did not see the supernatural reasons for that wound, immediately considered that it had not 
harmed Me and blessed God for it. She did not care if that wound had done Her, poor Mother, so much harm. It had not harmed Me, and that was enough for Her 
and sufficed for Her to bless God, who was immolating Her. 


105 


"She asked only for a bit of comfort so as not to die. She was necessary for the nascent Church, whose Mother She had been made a few hours before. The 
Church, like a newborn baby, needed care and a mother's milk. Mary would give this to the Church by sustaining the apostles, speaking to them about the Savior, 
and praying for it. But how could She have if She had succumbed that night? The Church, with very few days remaining before being left without its Head in its 
midst, would have been left completely orphaned if the Mother, too, had died. And the fate of newborn orphans is always precarious. 


"God never fails to answer a just prayer and comforts his children who hope in Him. Mary experienced this in Veronica's comfort. She, the poor Mother, had the 
image of my lifeless Face impressed upon her eyes. She could not withstand that sight. That was no longer her Jesus-aged, swollen, with his eyes, no longer 
looking at Her, closed, and with his mouth, no longer speaking to Her and smiling, contorted. But there was a face belonging to the living Jesus -pained, wounded, 
but still alive. There was his gaze, looking at Her, and his mouth, which seemed to say, 'Mother!' There was his smile, still greeting Her. 


"Oh, Maria! Seek your Jesus in your sorrow. He will always come and gaze at you, call you, and smile at you. We will share the pain, but we will be united! 


"John, O little John, shared sorrow with Mary and with Jesus. Always be like John. In this, too. I have already told you this: 'You will not be great because of the 
contemplations and the dictations. These are mine. But because of your love. And the highest love lies in sharing sorrow.’ This enables one to intuit God's slightest 
desires and make them a reality in spite of all obstacles. 


"Observe the keen, delicate sensitivity with which John acted from Thursday night until Friday night. And beyond. But let us observe him in those hours. 


"An instant of bewilderment. A trying hour. But, having overcome sleep with the anxiety of the arrest, and anxiety with love, he came, dragging Peter along with 
him, so that the Master 
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would receive comfort on seeing the Head of the apostles and the Beloved One among the apostles. 


"And he then thought of the Mother, to whom some cruel person might blurt out the arrest which had occurred. And he went to Her. He did not know that Mary 
was already living through the torments of her Son and that, while the apostles had been sleeping, She had been watching and praying, agonizing with her Son. He 
did not know. And he went to Her and prepared Her for the news. 


"And he then went to and fro between the house and the Pretorium, between the house and Herod's palace, and back to the Pretorium again from the house. And to 
do so that morning, going through the mob drunk with hate, with the clothing denouncing him as a Galilean, was not a comfortable matter. But love sustained him, 
and he did not think of himself, but of the pain of Jesus and his Mother. He might have been stoned as a follower of the Nazarene. It did not matter. He challenged 
everything. The others had fled and remained in hiding. Prudence and fear led them to it. He was led by love and stayed and let himself be seen. He was pure. Love 
prospers in purity. 


"And if his compassion and good sense as a member of the common people induced him to keep Mary far from the mob and the Pretorium -he did not know that 
Mary was sharing in al! the tortures of her Son, undergoing them spiritually-when he felt that the time had come when Jesus needed his Mother and that it was not 
licit to keep the Mother separated from her Son any longer, he took Her to Him and supported and defended Her. 


"What was that handful of faithful persons-one man alone, unarmed, young, and lacking authority, at the head of a few women-against a whole furious mob? 
Nothing. A little pile of leaves which the wind could disperse. A little boat on a stormy sea which could sink it. It did not matter. Love was his strength and his sail. 
He was armed with this, and with this protected the Woman and the women until the end. 


"John possessed compassionate love like no one else in the 
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world, except for my Mother. He is the founder of the family of those who love with this love. He is your master in this. Follow him in the example he gives you of 
purity and charity, and you will be great. 


"Go in peace, now. I bless you." 


February 21 


As you can grasp, while Jesus was commenting on the vision of his encounter with his Mother after the Resurrection, at the same time He was giving me a view of 
his Resurrection in the tomb and his meeting with Mary Magdalene. I am utterly blessed as a result. Immersed in the light of the Risen Christ -a joyful, peaceful 
light! 


I could give you the notebook, since, from a human viewpoint, "everything is finished." But the Master tells me that there is still something to be added. And I 
wait. 


A little later I say to Jesus, "What joy, Lord, not to see You suffering any longer in that way and to see your Mother smiling! 
And He says: 


"But don't abandon yourself to this sweetness. This is not the bread which you should eat. But that of the pain of your God and the tears of Mary. I had to give this 
vision in advance to offer you the gift I promised. But it is a time of pain, and you must contemplate Pain. Father M. wished to have all of this for Easter. But I 
want it to be a preparation for Easter for him and for many. Tell him, then, that when I have completed this gift of mine with the final point, he must leave anything 
else he's working on in the middle and devote himself to this. So that it will be distributed in time. This is my will." 
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February 22 


"Little John, be patient. There is something else. And let us also do this other thing to content your Director and carry out the work. I want this work to be handed 
in tomorrow, Ash Wednesday. I want you to have finished this labor because... I want to have you suffer with Me. 


"Let us go far, far back. Let us return to the Temple, where I engaged in discussion at age twelve -indeed, let us go back to the roads leading to Jerusalem and from 
Jerusalem to the Temple... 


"Now, pay close attention to what I say 


"I want this set of texts to be arranged in the following way. 


First Sorrow: The Presentation in the Temple 

Second Sorrow: The Stay in the Land of Egypt 

Third Sorrow: My Disappearing in the Temple 

Fourth Sorrow: The Death of St. Joseph 

Fifth Sorrow: My Farewell in Nazareth. Then the dictation on February 10, 1944 

Sixth Sorrow: The description of the vision on February 13 (four points: the synagogue, the house in Nazareth, Jesus' preaching in 
the synagogue, and the conversation with his Mother after having fled from Nazareth) 

Seventh Sorrow: The vision on February 14. Then the dictation on February 15. Then the dictation on February 16. 

Eighth Sorrow: The Paschal Supper 

Ninth Sorrow: The Passion, taking the vision on February 11, 1944 and connecting it with the one on February 18. 
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Tenth Sorrow: he Burial of Jesus (February 19). Then the vision and dictation on February 20. The vision and dictation on February 
22, as far as the point which is marked in this way. The other dictation, on Jesus' being found again in the Temple, should be set in its proper place, under the 
heading of the Third Sorrow. 


"Father shall first prepare the usual collection of texts for himself and for you, and you shall correct it so that not even one mistake will remain. He shall then 
prepare the copies he wants for others. Every vision should, of course, be accompanied by its dictation. 


"Father wanted all of this for Easter. I wanted it to prepare for Easter, and I am having you hand it in today, since it is already 4:30 a.m. on Ash Wednesday, the 
first day of Lent. 


"Get to work, children. And blessed be you. And blessed be those who accept the gift with simplicity of heart and faith. The fire that Father was hoping for today 
will be set aflame in them. The world will not change in its brutality It is too corrupt. But they will be consoled by it and will feel the thirst for God, which is an 
impetus towards sanctity, growing within them. 


"Go in peace, little John. Your Jesus thanks and blesses you." 


February 26 
Commentary on Psalm 93 


Jesus says: 


"How often man, especially in these times, asks, "Why, Lord, don't You intervene to punish? Give the proud, the wicked, what they deserve. If You are just, how 
can You let the wicked triumph and your faithful suffer?’ 


"Children, I shall remind you of some words in the Gospel: 
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‘Before removing the splinter from your brother's eye, take the beam out of your own. ' 


"It is true that you are tormented by the 'great sinners.' But not even you are without sin. Your sins, much smaller than the enormous ones of the corruptors of the 
world, have continually been building up until provoking God's indignation. 


"You must consider that God, Perfection and Justice, judges the great and the small, and He is repelled by the great sin of the great and the lesser sin of the small. 
If, then, He were to intervene to punish the great, as you implore, why is it not licit for Him to punish you for your repeated and numerous sins? 


"They are the sins of whole nations. Their citizens have forgotten God and replaced Him with numberless other gods, ranging from a 'man' to an idea, from an idea 
to a set of moral-that is, amoral-habits, among which there is not one that is approved by God. 


"What has happened, then? What happens with a landslide involving sand. There are places on the earth where, because of a special structure and composition of 
the terrain, sands transported slowly but continually by the winds build up at one specific point. Centuries are required, but the time comes when the build -up is 
such that it can no longer be supported by that furrow in the earth, and it shakes it off, provoking catastrophes which swallow up towns and sometimes whole 
cities. 


"If man were careful, he would take steps to counterbalance the work of the winds with his own work and sweep away these deposits with a tenacity equal to that 
of the elements. He does not pay attention, however, but, rather, is glad that they bring layers of earth where there was previously rock or cover an estuary with 
sand, increasing the area which may be cultivated; and he exploits the pseudogift of the treacherous wind and the deceitful current, turning it into a source of gain 
for the sake of greater pleasure and success, perhaps to the detriment of the nearest town. 


"Take a look at that grain of dust? Why, of course not! What harm can it do? So much harm in its minuteness, which becomes 
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large through the cooperation of numberless other minor factors, that it provokes a catastrophe. There is nothing smaller than a grain of sand. But put millions and 
billions of them together and then have them plunge down, and you see what a horrible death they cause. 


"What is that defect? That amoral habit? Nothing-a trifle. A serious sin? Why, no! A venial sin? Not even that! A single imperfection due to the fast pace of life 
today, the pressures of a set of circumstances. You tell yourselves, 'We are no longer in the middle ages. One has got to be up-to-date. With broader views. I 
mustn't think God is always there with a pen and paper to note down my omissions, my acts of self-seeking, and my compromises. Today I preferred to devote 
myself to a business deal rather than go to Sunday Mass or even engage in those ten minutes of conversation with God which constitute morning or evening 
prayer. But if I had not taken advantage of this morning, I would not have had another chance to meet that customer or that professional; why, if I had wasted 
those ten minutes, I would have missed the occasion to arrive on time. Tomorrow... 


"Ten minutes! You were snuggling in bed for half an hour and arguing with your wife and servants for another half hour-almost an hour preening yourself like the 
effete. And then you don't find ten minutes for your God. You have six days to deal with business affairs, and you dawdle about without bringing anything to a 
close. Only on Sunday morning do you find it urgently necessary to do those things. But that professional or customer is free only on Sunday! Why? If no one 
were available because of his bad habits, he would have to decide to devote himself to business on the other six days. 


"Both of you are amoral and have no concern for God. That's all there is to it. 


"And, similarly: "What's so bad about my little calumny? It isn't even calumny-it's gossip. Not even that-it's a joke told behind Tom's and Dick's back, just for a 
laugh, to show that one is well informed, to get into the good graces of superiors and the influential. But you really esteem that person at heart. You know -you've 
got to handle bosses with kid gloves to win their protection and good jobs. You know-it's a dog-eat-dog world, 


112 


and if I, who have a family with a lot of needs, occupy your post, all the better. Anyway, you, friend, are able to live on a more modest scale." 


"And you thus steal someone's reputation and job. You are thieves, O hypocrites, to fulfill your requirements and satisfy the whims of family epicureanism and 
social or female vanity. 


"And, similarly: "What's so bad about courting that woman a bit or her letting herself be wooed? It means taking the monotony out of life. We later go back to 
being just friends, as before. Matters with no consequences. We mustn't be Puritans.' 


"You are adulterers, O hypocrites. And you sometimes are in the sight of your children, who seem not to see, but who see everything, and whom you scandalize 
and force into judging you. 


"What's so bad about becoming emancipated from one's parents or husband, being independent, leading one's life as one pleases? What does it matter if marriage 
is rendered an asset in having a wife as a nurse and servant or a husband as someone who works for our needs and whims, but not a mission of procreation and 
child-rearing? It is fine for children not to arrive or to arrive in small numbers. They are a cause for concern, an expense, and a source of acrimony among relatives 
and among the very children who have preceded them. No more children after one or two who have really insisted on being born-who knows how. And once they 
have been born, we won't go wearing ourselves out over them-a wet nurse, baby sitters, a governess, and boarding school.' That's the way you talk. 


"You are assassins, O hypocrites. You suppress lives or souls. For. you must realize, no matter how good a boarding school is or how perfect a governess is, they 
are never a mother, a father, and a family. How can those children, who have been the children of everyone except you, love you with the great love which 
continues to remain united to your interior as if it were rooted in you? How can those children understand you if you are strangers to them, and they to you? What 
society can emerge from peoples in which the first form of society, the family, is an arid, dead, dismembered entity? A state of anarchy in which each thinks of 
himself, even if he does not think of harming the others? 
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"And that money you save in denying birth to a child-what do you think it means to your pocketbook? Woodworm destroying the substance, for what you do not 
spend on a child is spent three times over on amusements and useless, harmful luxuries. And why do you get married, then, if you don't want to have children? 
What do you reduce the marriage bed to? Respect for my 'spokesman' leads Me to silence my reply. Tell yourselves the answer, unworthy ones. 


"They are so many little matters, if compared to the crimes of the great sinners. But they provoke the avalanche. The one submerging you. 


"I have already stated this: 'If the great had been faced with (1 don't speak of opposition, but of being faced with) a healthy people in a moral, Christian sense, 
solidly obedient to the law of God and of human morality as well, they could not have arrived at their crimes. Their Satanism would have broken like a glass 
sword against a block of granite and been pulverized. And God would have blessed and protected you. 


"But you have admired the major criminals, in whom you saw that perfection in crime which you could not reach, that perfection in amorality which you liked 
because it justified your own. You said, 'If he, whom we admire, acts like this, I, too, can act this way.’ You said, 'If God protects him, who is like this, He will also 
protect me, who am much less.’ 


"O fools! Why, do you really think that I protect one who, to succeed and manage to make someone else an accomplice so as to triumph by any means, ‘has slain 
the widow and the guest and slaughtered orphans'? (verse 6) One who has betrayed the trust of others? One who has lied to whole peoples? One who has not 
hesitated to push whole nations to disaster? But I see and hear and note. And it is my sorrow not to be able to intervene, for when I intervene, you frustrate the 
intervention with your wickedness. You are so poisoned that you turn a good into an evil. 


"I shall now speak to you as if you were all upright in heart-all of you, even those who are not upright. I want to invite you once more. 
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"My people, come to the Lord. I, the Lord, will not reject the people that comes to Me, and, if it remains close to Me, I shall provide for it ‘until justice becomes 
judgment-that is, until time comes to an end and eternity begins' (verse 15). I shall open my arms to shield those who believe in Me and invoke Me with a contrite 
heart trusting in my mercy, and 'I shall defend them from those hunting down the just and condemning innocent blood' (verse 21). There are few of this kind on 
earth, but for the sake of those few I shall still grant grace. 


"But-and it is your God who is imploring you-come back to Me. Please come back to Me. Free yourselves individually from your sins of lack of faith, moral 


disobedience, and sevenfold vice, and I shall then free the collectivity from its scourges." 


February 27 


Jesus says: 
"I have had you see and hear my suffering, my agony, and my cry to the Father all over again. 


"You ask, 'But why does the Eternal Father not listen to us?' Before not listening to you, He did not listen to Me in the hour of expiation. And I was innocent. Even 
of those compromises with the sins of others which you like so much. 


"Like everyone who is honest, I had not disapproved in my heart and then outwardly approved or criticized outwardly, but applauded inwardly. No. I had had a 
single attitude, judgment, and word, both inwardly and outwardly, and had taught this method of mine to my disciples and, through them, to you: 'Let your 
language be "Yes," if you mean yes, and "No," if you mean no.' For, you know, even compromise with one's own conscience or that of others is a sin. I did not 
have even this sin, and because I did not-for this reason as well-I was killed. My justice had made Me speak against the sins of the most powerful 
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(humanly speaking) and had drawn their wrath down upon Me. John the Baptist had already paid for his rectitude with the loss of his life. I was now losing my 
own for the same reason, still speaking in human terms. 


"Those who killed Me did not believe I was the Son of God; at most, they thought I was a prophet. They did not think I was the Messiah. Only the simple -hearted, 
the pure, and the humble saw the truth under the appearance. The great did not. They were swollen with pride, and pride is smoke concealing the truth and 
corrupting the heart. 


"But if they did not see and could not believe that the longawaited Messiah was a poor Galilean (they, who dreamed of his being born in a royal palace), a meek 
man who preached renunciation (they, who thought of him as a conqueror of peoples, a restorer of the power of Judah), they nevertheless felt I was a dangerous 
denouncer of their misdeeds and killed Me for this reason. They carried out the Sacrifice which had been awaited and decreed for centuries and centuries, but they 
did not know they were doing so much. They only thought they were doing something useful for themselves. For their interests. And Caiphas, that wily fox, to 
justify the crime he was preparing to get rid of the One he dreaded because of his sincere words, and out of fear that, in becoming king, he would purify the 
Temple of his abuses, said, 'It is a good thing for one man to die for the people.' 


"It was good. A good thing which differed from what Caiphas thought. A greater good. But to give it to you I experienced the sternness of the Father. His 
abandonment. And you heard Me cry my desolate 'Eli, Eli, Jama sabachthani?' But the Father did not intervene. And yet I did not lose faith in Him. I did not lose 
resignation in pain. I remained attached to Heaven, even though Heaven at that moment was rejecting Me. 


"And, before Me, my Forerunner had remained faithful to God and to Truth, faithful and strong. 


"After being arrested for the first time by that master of compromise 
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that Herod was-who reconciled admiration for the prophet he greatly esteemed and consulted and listened to, knowing he was just; the rancor of his wife, who 
hated the Baptist for lashing out against her lust; and fear of the wrath of the people venerating its prophet-he was later released, also because of pressure from 
influential Jews who were disciples of the Baptist, with the order that he withdraw and remain silent. This is why you read that John the Baptist, having left the 
locality of the ford in the Jordan, where I was baptized, almost at the beginning of the Dead Sea and thus closer to Herod's dwelling, had moved on to Enon, nearly 
on the border of Samaria, where he remained until he was captured a second time-since he did not want to remain silent about the vice reigning in the royal 
palace-and held prisoner until his death. 


"The Baptist and I were the heroes of truth and uprightness. Herod was a champion of fraud and compromise. He had previously stolen his brother's wife and 
reached a compromise with his conscience just to satisfy his flesh. And on this foundation of corruption he had then raised up the castles of his different crimes, 
one of which has gone down in history with the beheading of the Baptist. 


"Consider carefully: sin is the root of sin. One sin rises upon another And the tide of evil swells. And God cannot bend down where He sees a fondness for sin. And 
if it is painful for the innocent to suffer for the sake of a general expiation, it is right for those unable to root sin out of their hearts to experience abandonment by 
God, with all its poison, which eats into one's entrails and makes one scream in agony, just as I screamed-I, who did not cry out because I was tortured by 
scourges, thorns, and nails. 


"And I say to you once more and always, 'Remain united to Me. I was alone in praying to the Father. But you are not alone. You have the Savior, the Son of the 
Most High, with you. Pray to the Father with Me, in my Name.' 


"And to you, little John, I say that you see Me this way because 
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I really do cry out for your sake, making your present tortures my own so as to earn the Father's Justice, which is so offended that it does not want to bend to 
mercy. The love I have for you and the compassion I experience towards you give Me the pain of a mystical crucifixion, and I cry out in your name, to persuade 
the Father not to let you go any further into abandonment. 


"It is Satan's hour. But you, that are my earthly court, you, victim souls, take your sacrifice to its peak, take it to the torment of the ninth hour and remain faithful 
even in that ocean of desolation which that hour represents, and say with Me, 'My God, my God." Let us fill Heaven with our prayer, O souls that imitate Me in 
becoming saviors of your brothers and sisters through your sacrifice. May the Father feel his disdain melting into compassion, and may his Justice be placated. 
Once more." 


February 28 


My inner counselor says to me: "Call these contemplations which you will receive and which I will speak to you 'The Gospels of Faith,' for they will come to you 
and others to illustrate the power of faith and of its fruits and to confirm you in faith in God." 


February 29 


I see a large dark room. I call it a large room just to signify that it is very spacious and constructed with stone. But it is a cellar which the light barely enters 
through two floor-level slits which also serve for ventilation. It is quite insufficient, however, for the number of people gathered there and because of the moisture 
oozing from the walls, made of almost square-shaped blocks of stone joined with lime mortar, but with no plaster and beaten earth flooring. 


I know it is the Tullianum. jail. My counselor tells me. From the same source I also know that the throng packed into such a 
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small space is made up of Christians imprisoned for their faith and waiting to be martyred. It is a time of persecution, and precisely one of the first persecutions, 
for I hear mention of Peter and Paul and know they have been killed under Nero. 


You can't imagine the sharpness of detail with which I "see" this jail and those enclosed herein. I could describe the age, physiognomy, and clothing of each 
individual. But in that case I would never finish. I shall thus limit myself to stating the things, points, and personages that make the greatest impression on me. 


There are people of every age and social condition. From the elderly-who, in all mercy, should be left to a natural death-to children only a few years old who 
should rightfully be left to their innocent games, free and joyous, but who are languishing as poor flowers who will never again see the flowers of the earth, in the 
unhealthy shadows of this jail. 


There are rich people with well cared-for clothing and poor people in poor clothes. And the language also contains variations in pronunciation and style, 
depending on whether it emerges from the educated lips of gentlemen or the mouths of common people. Mixed together with the Latin of Rome, the foreign words 
and pronunciations of Greeks, Iberians, Thracians, and many others are also heard. But if the forms of clothing and speech are different, the spirit is the same, 
guided by charity. They love one another with no distinction based on race or wealth. They love one another and seek to provide mutual assistance. 


The strongest give up the driest and most comfortable places-if you can call a few slabs of stone scattered here and there serving as seats and cushions 
"comfortable "-to the weakest. And they cover them with their clothing, remaining with nothing but their tunics for the sake of modesty, using togas and cloaks to 
act as mattresses and cushions and blankets for the sick trembling with fever or those wounded by tortures previously undergone. The healthiest help the sickest 
by lovingly giving them something to drink-a little water poured from a Pitcher into a rustic recipient-and soaking some strips of cloth torn from their clothes in it 
to provide bandages for dislocated 
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or lacerated members and for the brows burning with fever. 


And they sing from time to time. A soft song which is certainly a psalm or several psalms, for they alternate. I do not hear the beautiful song which accompanied 
the burial of Agnes. These are psalms. I recognize them. 


One of them begins as follows: "I love, for the Lord listens to the voice of my prayer" (Ps 94). 


Another says, "O God, my God, I keep watch for You from the first light of day. My soul is thirsty for You, and my flesh, much more. In a desert land, impassable 
and without water... (Ps 62) 


A child moans in the half-darkness. The song halts. 
Someone asks, "Who is crying?" 
Someone answers, "It's Castulus. The fever and the burn give him no relief. He is thirsty and cannot drink because the water burns his lips, scorched by the fire." 


"There is a mother here who can no longer give her milk to her baby," says an imposing matron with a refined appearance. Have Castulus brought to me. Milk 
bums less than water." 


Someone orders, "Castulus to Plautina." 


A person comes forward that, from his clothing, I would deem to be either the servant of a Christian family who is sharing the lot of his masters or a common 
laborer. He is thickset, dark, and robust, with almost shaven hair and a short dark-colored robe clasped at the waist by a belt. He is carefully carrying a poor child 
about eight years old in his arms, as if on a stretcher. His clothing, though now covered with earth and stains, is elegant, of pure white wool and with the neck, 
sleeves, and bottom edge adorned with sumptuous Grecian embroidery. His sandals are also elegant and beautiful. 


Plautina sits down on a stone which an old man gives up for her. Plautina is also dressed entirely in white wool. I do not remember the exact names for the Roman 
clothes, but I think this long robe is called a chiamys, and the cloak, a palla. I cannot 
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guarantee my memory, though. I know Plautina's clothing is very beautiful and ample and envelops her graciously, turning her into a lovely living statue. 


She sits down on the block of stone leaning against the wall. I distinctly see the large stones overhanging her, against which she stands out with her slightly 
olive-colored face, large black eyes, raven-black braids, and snow-white dress. 


"Give him to me, Restitutus, and may God reward you," she says to the merciful bearer of the little martyr. And she separates her knees a bit to receive the child, as 
if upon a bed. 


When Restitutus sets him down, I see a rum which makes me shudder. The poor child's face is one big burn. Perhaps he was handsome. He is now monstrous. No 
more than a little hair on the back of his head; in front the skin is bare and consumed by fire. There are no longer a brow and cheeks and a nose as we conceive of 
them, but a bright red swelling, pink from the fierce heat, as if caused by an acid. Instead of eyes, two wounds from which a few tears emerge that must be a 
torment for his burned flesh. Instead of lips, another wound which is horrible to look at. It seems they held just his face over the flame, for there is no more burn 
under his chin. 


Plautina opens her tunic and, speaking with the love of a true mother, squeezes her round breast full of milk and has the drops trickle between the lips of the child, 
who cannot smile, but who caresses her hand to show his relief. And then, after quenching his thirst, she lets some more milk fall upon the poor face to medicate it 
with this balm, which is a mother's blood turned into nourishment and the love of a woman left without children for someone left without a mother. 


The child no longer moans. With his thirst quenched and his agony soothed, and rocked to sleep by the matron, he falls asleep, breathing with difficulty. 


Plautina looks like a mother of sorrows, in view of her pose and expression. She looks at the poor little child and certainly sees her child or children in him, and 
tears roll down her cheeks, and she thrusts her head backwards to keep them from falling onto the child's wounds. 


The song resumes, "I anxiously awaited the Lord, and He 
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turned to me and heeded my cry." 
"The Lord is my Shepherd. I shall lack nothing. He has set me in a grassy meadow. He has led me to refreshing water" (Ps 23). 


"Fabius is dead," a voice says at the back of the vault. "Let us pray," and they all say the Our Father and another pray which begins like this: "May the Most High 
be praised, for He has mercy on his servants and opens his Kingdom to our unworthiness without asking our weakness for anything but patience and good will. 
May Christ be praised, for He suffered torture for those whom his mercy knew to be too weak to undergo it an has asked them only for love and faith. May the 
Spirit be praised, for He has given his fires for martyrdom to those not called to the consummation of martyrdom and makes them holy with his Holiness. So be it" 
(Maranatha) (I don't know if I am writing this correctly). 


"How fortunate Fabius is!" an old man exclaims. "He is al ready seeing Christ! " 


"We, too, shall see Him, Felix, and go to Him with the twofold crown of faith and martyrdom. We shall be as if reborn, without a trace of stain, for the sins of our 
past life will be washed in our blood before being washed in the blood of the Lamb. We sinned greatly -we who were pagans for long years-and it is a great grace 
for the jubilee of martyrdom to come to us to make us new, worthy of the Kingdom." 


"Peace be with you, my brothers and sisters," thunders a voice which I immediately sense I have previously heard. 

"Paul! Paul! Bless us!" 

There is a rush of movement in the throng. Only Plautina remains motionless, with the pitiful burden on her lap. 

"Peace be with you," the apostle repeats. And he advances up to the center of the entrance hall. "Here I am with Diomedes and Valente to bring you Life. " 
"What about the Pontiff?" many ask. 


"He sends you his greeting and his blessing. He is alive, for the time being, and safe in the catacombs. The fossores are guarding 
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him well. He would come, but Alexander and Caius Julius informed us that he is too well known among the jailers. Rufus and the other Christians are not always 
on guard duty. I-less well known and a Roman citizen-have come. Brothers and sisters, what news do you have for me?" 


"Fabius is dead." 

"Castulus suffered the first martyrdom." 

"Sixta has now been led to torture." 

"Linus has been taken with Urbanus and his sons to Mamertinus or to the Circus-we don't know." 
"Let us pray for them-whether alive or dead. That Christ may give all of them his Peace." 


And Paul, with his arms opened in the form of a cross, prays (short, rather unattractive, but an impressive man) in the middle of the dungeon. As if he, too, were a 
servant, he is wearing a short dark robe with a little cloak and a hood which he has thrust back in order to pray. Behind him are the two men he has named, dressed 
as he is, but much younger. 


When the prayer is over, Paul asks, "Where is Castulus?" 
"On Plautina's lap, there, in the back." 


Paul cuts through the crowd and approaches the group. He bends over and observes. He blesses. He blesses the child and the matron. The child appears to have 
awakened at the cries greeting the apostle, for he raises a little hand, trying to touch Paul, who then takes his hand between his own and speaks. "Castulus, do you 
hear me?" 


"Yes," says the child, moving his lips with difficulty 
"Be strong, Castulus. Jesus is with you." 
"Oh, why didn't you give Him to me? Now I can't any longer! And a tear falls to aggravate his wounds. 


"Don't cry, Castulus. Can you swallow a single crumb? You can? Well then, I'll give you the Body of the Lord. Then I'll go to your mother and tell her that 
Castulus is a flower in Heaven. What should I say to your mother?" 


"That I am happy. That I have found a mother. That she gives me her milk. That my eyes don't hurt any more. (It's not a lie to say so, is it-to console my mother?) 
And that J ‘see’ Paradise and my place and hers better than if these eyes of mine were 
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still alive. Tell her fire doesn't hurt when the angels are with us and that she shouldn't fear either for my sake or for hers. The Savior will give us strength." 


"Wonderful, Castulus! I shall tell your mother what you have said. God always helps, brothers and sisters. And you see this. He is a child. He is at the age when 
people can't bear the pain of a slight malaise. And you see and hear him. He is in peace. He is ready to suffer everything, after having already suffered so much, 
provided he can go to the One whom he loves, and he loves Him because he is one of those whom He loved-a child-and he is a hero of the Faith. Take heart from 
these children, O brothers and sisters. I am returning from having taken Lucina to the cemetery, the daughter of Faustus and Cecilia, She was only fourteen years 
old, and you know how much she was loved by her family and how weak she was in health. And yet she was a giant before the tyrants. You know that with these I 
pass myself off as a fossor so that I can gather as many bodies as possible and lay them in holy ground. I thus live in contact with tribunals and see, as I live in 
contact with the circuses and observe. And it is a comfort for me to think that I, too, in my hour-if God so pleases-shall be sustained by Him like the saints who 
have preceded us. Lucina was tortured with a thousand torments. Beaten, hung, stretched out, and twisted with tongs. And she always healed by the work of God. 
And she always withstood all the threats. The final torture, before martyrdom, was aimed at her spirit. The tyrant, on seeing her caught up with love for Christ, a 
virgin who had bound herself to the Lord our God, wanted to wound her in this love of hers. And he condemned her to be with a man. But one, two, and ten who 
approached all perished, struck down by a heavenly thunderbolt. Then, unable to break and destroy the lily of her purity in any way, the tyrant ordered that she be 
bound and hung in such fashion that she would remain as if seated and then lowered swiftly onto a pointed wedge, which tore apart her viscera. The barbarian 
thought he had thus taken away her beloved virginity. But her purity had never flourished so beautifully as in that bloodbath, and from her torn viscera her lily 
spread forth to be picked by God's angel. She is now in peace. Courage, brothers and sisters. I had fed her yesterday with the 
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Bread of Heaven, and with the taste of that Bread she went to her final martyrdom. I shall now give that Bread to you as well, for tomorrow is a day of superhuman 
feasting for you. The Circus awaits you. And you do not fear. In the beasts and snakes you will see celestial appearances, for God will work this miracle for you, 
and the jaws and coils will seem to you to be loving embraces; the roars and hisses, heavenly voices; and, like Castulus, you will see Paradise, which is already 
descending to welcome you into its blessedness." 


The Christians, except for Plautina, are all kneeling and singing: "As the hind longs for the brook, so my soul longs for You. My soul is thirsty for God. For the 
mighty, living God. When may I come to You, Lord? Why are you sad, my soul? Hope in God, and it will be granted to you to praise Him. By day God sends his 
grace, and by night He receives the song of thanksgiving. Prayer to God is my life. I shall say to Him, 'You are my defense’ (Ps 4 1). Come. Let us joyously sing to 
the Lord. Let us uplift shouts of joy to God our Savior. Let us present ourselves to Him with cries of rejoicing. For the Lord is the great God. Come. Let us 
prostrate ourselves and worship Him who created us. For He is the Lord our God, and we are the people nourished by Him, the flock guided by Him" (Ps 94). 


While they were singing, some Roman soldiers and jailers entered; they also mount guard so that unfriendly people will not enter. 
Paul prepares for the rite. "You shall be our altar," he says to Castulus. "Can you hold the chalice on your chest?" 

"Yes." 

A linen cloth is spread over the child's little body, and the chalice and bread are set upon it. 


And I attend the Mass of the martyrs, which is celebrated by Paul and served by the two priests accompanying him. It is not like today's Mass, though. It seems to 
me to contain parts now lacking and to lack parts now in use. It lacks the epistle, for instance, and after the blessing-"May the Father and the Son 
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and the Holy Spirit bless you"-there is nothing else. But the parts are the same as now from the Gospel to the Consecration. The Gospel read was that of the 
Beatitudes. 


I see the linen cloth trembling on the chest of Castulus, who, as Paul requested, is holding the base of the chalice in his fingers so that it will not fall. I also see that 
when Paul says, "This consecration of the Body...," the flush of a smile passes over the wounded face of the child, and then the little head suddenly sinks down 
with a deathly heaviness which constantly grows. 


Plautina seems to be jolted, but controls herself. Paul proceeds as if not noticing anything. But when, after breaking the Host, he is about to bend over the little 
martyr to give him Communion as the first of all with a minuscule fragment, Plautina says, "He's dead." And Paul pauses for an instant and then gives the matron 
the fragment intended for the child, who has remained with his fingers closed over the base of the chalice in his final contraction, and they have to disengage them 
from it in order to take the chalice and give it to the others. 


Then, after Communion has been distributed, the Mass ends. Paul takes off his vestments and places them and the linen cloth and the chalice and the receptacle for 
the hosts in a bag he is carrying under his cloak. He then says, "Peace be with Christ's martyr. Peace be with holy Castulus." 


And everyone responds, "Peace. 


"I shall now take him to another place. Give me a cloak to wrap him in. I shall take him without waiting for nightfall. Tonight we shall come for Fabius. But I shall 
take him... as a child who has fallen asleep. Fallen asleep in the Lord." 


One of the soldiers offers his red cloak, and they lay the little martyr upon it and wrap him in it, and Paul takes him on his arm (the left arm), as if he is a father 
who is carrying his sleeping son somewhere else, with his head resting on his father's shoulder. 


"Brothers and sisters, may peace be with you, and remember me when you are in the Kingdom." And he goes out, blessing them. 
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Jesus says: 
"It is not the Gospel, but I want it to be considered one of the 'gospels of faith' for you that fear. 


"You also fear persecutions. You no longer have the fiber of old. It's true. But I am always Myself, children. You must not think that I can't give you an intrepid 
heart in the hour of trial. Without my help, no one, even then, could have remained steadfast in the face of so much torture. And yet old men and children, young 
girls and mothers, and spouses and parents were able to die, encouraging others to die, as if they were going to a celebration. And it was a celebration. An eternal 
celebration! 


"They died, and their dying was a breach in the dike of paganism. Like water which goes on eroding and eroding and slowly but inexorably breaks man's sturdiest 
works, their blood, issuing forth from thousands of wounds, gnawed at the pagan wall and, like many brooks, scattered into Caesar's militias, into Caesar's royal 
palace, into the circuses and spas, and among gladiators and animal keepers, those employed at the public baths, and the cultured and the common 
folk-everywhere, unstoppable and invincible. 


"The soil of Rome soaked up this blood, and the city rises-I might say it is cemented-with the blood and dust of my martyrs. The few hundred martyrs you are 
familiar with are nothing compared to the thousands and thousands still buried in the entrails of Rome and the thousands and thousands of others who, having 
been burned on the stakes in the circuses, became ash scattered by the wind, or, after being torn to pieces and devoured by beasts and reptiles, became excrement 
which was swept up and flung out as manure. 


"But if you do not know these unknown heroes of mine, I know them all, and their complete annihilation, even of their skeletons, has been what has fertilized the 
savage soil of the pagan world more than any manure and made it become capable of bearing the heavenly Wheat. 


"Now this soil of the Christian world is becoming pagan again, and poison germinates, not bread. And that is why you are afraid. You have become too estranged 
from God to have the fortitude of old in you. 
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"The theological virtues are dying in the places where they are not already dead. And you don't even remember the cardinal virtues. In not having charity, it is only 
natural for you to be unable to love God to the point of heroism. In not loving Him, you do not hope in Him and do not have faith in Him. In not having faith, 
hope, and charity, you are not strong, prudent, and just. In not being strong, you are not temperate. And in not being temperate, you love the flesh more than the 
soul and tremble over your flesh. 


"But I can still work the miracle. Believe, too, that in every persecution the martyrs are able to be such through my aid. The martyrs -that is, those who still love 
Me. I then take their love to perfection and make them athletes in faith. I come to the aid of those hoping and believing in Me. Always. In any circumstance. 


"The little martyr remaining with his hands clasping the chalice, even beyond death, teaches you where strength is. In the Eucharist. When someone feeds on Me, 
as Paul states, he no longer lives through himself, but Jesus lives in him. And Jesus was able to endure all torments, without bending. Whoever lives by Me will 
thus be like Me. Strong. 


"Have faith." 


March 1 


At about 5 p.m. Jesus says to me: 


"It was not my intention to give you this vision this afternoon. I intended to have you live through another episode in the 'gospels of faith.' But a desire has been 
expressed to Me by someone deserving to be heard. And I am complying. In spite of your pains, see, observe, and describe. Give your pains to Me and the 
description to your brothers and sisters." 


And in spite of my very intense pains-whereby it seems to 
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me that my head is clasped in a bite starting from the nape of my neck, coming together on my brow, and moving on down my spinal column, a terrible ache 
because of which I thought meningitis was about to erupt, and then I fainted-I am writing. This is very intense even now. But Jesus allows me to manage to write 
so as to obey. Afterwards... afterwards what will be will be. 


I assure you, in the meantime, that I am going from surprise to surprise, for, first of all, I am facing some Africans, or at least Arabs, whereas I always thought 
these saints were Europeans. For I didn't have the slightest idea of their social and physical condition or their martyrdom. I knew about Agnes' life and death. But 
as for these! It is as if I am reading an unknown tale. 


As an initial illustration, before I fainted, I saw an amphitheater more or less like the Coliseum (but not in ruins), which was at the moment not occupied by a 
crowd. Only a very beautiful Moorish girl was standing upright in the middle, upraised from the ground, radiant with a beatific light issuing from her dark body 
and dark clothing covering her. She seemed to be the angel of the locality. She looked at me and smiled. I then fainted and saw nothing more. 


Now the vision is being completed. I am in a building which, with its lack of any and every comfort and harsh appearance, I see must be a fortress being used as a 
jail. It is not the Tullianum dungeon I saw yesterday. Here there are little rooms and superelevated corridors. But they have so little space and light and are 
endowed with so many bars and iron doors covered with bolts that the trace of superiority they possess as regards their position is canceled out by their severity, 
which negates even the slightest idea of freedom. 


The Moorish girl I saw in the amphitheater is sitting on a wooden board which serves as a bed, chair, and table. Now she is not emitting light, but only great peace. 
She is holding a baby a few months old on her lap and giving him milk. She rocks him and coddles him with an act of love. The baby plays with his 
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young mother, rubs his very swarthy face against his mother's dark breast, and clings to and separates from it with impetuous milk-filled chortles. 


The girl is quite pretty. An even, rather rounded face, with large, very lovely velvet-black eyes, a small, tumid mouth filled with very white, even teeth, and black, 
rather curly hair which is nevertheless held in place by tight braids coiling around her head. Her skin color is olive brown, not very dark. Even among us Italians, 
especially in southern Italy, you see that color, only a little lighter. When she gets up to put the baby to sleep, going back and forth across the cell, I see that she is 
tall and graciously curvaceous. Not excessively buxom, but quite shapely. She looks like a queen with her dignified bearing. She is wearing a simple dress almost 
as dark as her skin which falls in soft folds over her lovely body. 


An old man who is also a Moor comes in. The jailer lets him enter by opening the heavy door. And he then withdraws. The girl turns and smiles. The old man 
looks at her and weeps. They remain like this for a few minutes. 


The old man's affliction then bursts out. He anxiously begs his daughter to have mercy on his suffering. "It is not for this," he says, "that I begot you. I have loved 
you from among all my children, the joy and light of my home. And now you want to destroy yourself and your poor father, who feels his heart dying from the 
pain you are causing him. Daughter, I have been begging you for months. You have wanted to resist and have experienced jail-you that were born in the midst of 
comfort. By bowing down to the powerful, I obtained the possibility for you to continue in your house, though as a prisoner. I promised the judge I would sway 
you with my authority as a father. He now mocks me because he sees you don't care about that authority. This is not what the doctrine you say is perfect ought to 
teach you. What God is the one you are following, then, who tells you not to respect the man who begot you, not to love him, for if you loved me, you would not 
cause me such pain? Your obstinacy, which not even pity for that innocent man has overcome, has brought you to be torn away from that house and locked in this 
prison. But now there is no longer talk of prison, but of death. 
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And an atrocious one. Why? Who for? Who do you want to die for? Does your God need your and our sacrifice-my own and that of your child, who will no longer 
have a mother? Does his triumph need your blood and my tears to be fulfilled? How can this be? The wild beast loves her offspring, and the more she holds them 
to her breast, the more she loves them. I was hopeful about this, too, and therefore got you permission to be able to feed your child. But you don't change. And 
after having fed and warmed him and made yourself a pillow for him to sleep on, you now reject him and abandon him with no regret. I am not asking you for 
myself. But on his behalf. You have no right to make him an orphan. Your God has no right to do this. How can I believe He is better than ours if He wants these 
cruel sacrifices? You make me detest and curse Him more and more. Oh no, oh no! What am I saying? Oh, Perpetua! Forgive me! Forgive your aged father driven 
mad by sorrow. Do you want me to love your God? I will love Him more than myself, but remain among us. Tell the judge that you give in. You will then love 
whichever of the gods on earth you wish to. You will then turn your father into whatever you like. I no longer call you a daughter. I am no longer your father, but 
your servant, your slave, and you are my lady. Dominate, command, and I will obey you. But have mercy, have mercy. Save yourself while you still can. There is 
no more time to wait. Your companion has given birth to her child-you know, and nothing is holding back the sentence any more. Your son will be snatched from 
you. You will no longer see him. Maybe tomorrow, maybe this very day. Have mercy, daughter! Have mercy on me and on him, who can't speak yet, but you see 
how he looks at you and smiles! How he is pleading for your love! Oh! Lady, my lady, light and queen of my heart, light and joy of your child, have mercy, have 
mercy!" 


The old man is on his knees and kisses the hem of his daughter's dress and embraces her knees and tries to take her hand, which she rests on her heart to quell its 
human agony. But nothing sways her. 


"It is because of the love I have for you and for him that I remain faithful to my Lord," she replies. "No earthly glory Will give your white head and this innocent 
child so much dignity as 
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my death will. You will arrive at Faith. And what would you then say about me if, out of a moment's cowardice, I renounced Faith? My God does not need my 
blood and your tears to triumph. But you need them to arrive at Life. And this innocent child does to remain in it. For the sake of the life you gave me and the joy 
he has given to me, I obtain for you the Life that is true, eternal, and blessed. No, my God does not teach a lack of love for fathers and children, but true love. 
Sorrow is now making you rave, father. But later the light will shine in you, and you will bless me. I will bring it to you from heaven. And it's not that I love this 
innocent child less, now that I have let myself be emptied of blood to feed him. If pagan ferocity were not against us Christians, I would be his most loving mother, 
and he would be the aim of my life. But God is greater than the flesh born of me, and the love which should be given to Him is infinitely greater. Not even in the 
name of motherhood can I subordinate love for Him to love for a child. No. You are not the slave of your daughter. I am still your daughter and obedient in all 
things except in this: to renounce the true God for you. Let men's will be carried out. And if you love me, follow me in Faith. There you will find your daughter, 
and forever, for the true Faith confers Paradise, and my holy Shepherd has already welcomed me into his Kingdom." 


And here the vision changes, for I see other people entering the cell: three men and a very young woman. They kiss and embrace one another. The jailers also 
come in to take Perpetua's child away from her. She wavers as if stricken by a blow. But she recovers. 


Her companion comforts her: "I, too, have already lost my child, but that child is not lost. God was good to me. He granted that I might beget my child for Him, 
and that baptism is adorned with my blood. It was a girl... and as beautiful as a flower. Your child is beautiful, too, Perpetua. But to have them live in Christ these 
flowers need our blood. We shall thus give them a twofold life." 


Perpetua takes her baby, whom she had placed on the couch, filled to satiety and content, and hands him to her father, after having given him a light kiss so as not 
to awaken him. She also 
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blesses him and traces out a cross on his forehead, hands, feet, and chest, wetting her fingers with the tears falling from her eyes. She does everything so gently 
that the child smiles in his sleep as if being caressed. 


Then those condemned go out and are taken in the midst of soldiers into a dark cavea in the amphitheater to await martyrdom. They spend the hours praying and 
singing sacred hymns, exhorting one another to be heroic. 


Now I, too, seem to be in the amphitheater I previously saw. It is filled with a mostly dark-skinned crowd. There are also many Romans, however. The crowd in 
the tiers is rumbling and getting excited. The light is intense, in spite of the curtain extending over the sunny area. 


The six martyrs in a row are brought into the arena, where I think some cruel games have already taken place, for it is stained with blood. The crowd whistles and 
curses. The martyrs, with Perpetua at the head, come in singing. They stop in the middle of the arena, and one of the six turns to the crowd. 


"It would be better for you to show your courage by following us in Faith and not insulting the defenseless, who respond to your hatred by praying for you and 
loving, you. The rods with which you have beaten us, the jail, the tortures, and having torn children away from two mothers do not change our hearts. You liars, 
who say you are civilized and wait for a woman to give birth so as to kill her afterwards, separating her body and her heart from her child; you cruel people, who 
lie to kill because you know none of us does you harm, and least of all mothers, who think of nothing but their child. As regards either love for God or love for our 
neighbor. And we would give up our lives three, seven, or a hundred times for our God and for you. So that you may come to love Him, and we pray for you while 
Heaven is already opening over us. Our Father, who art in Heaven..." The six holy martyrs are praying on their knees. 


A low-level gate opens, and the beasts burst forth; though they are so swift in their race that they look like fireballs, I think they are wild bulls or bison. Like a 
catapult adorned with pointed horns, they assault the defenseless group. They lift them on their horns, fling them into the air as if they were a bunch of 
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rags, slam them to the ground again, and trample on them. They flee once more like those maddened with light and noise and attack again. 


Perpetua, caught like a twig by a bull's horns, is hurled many meters away. But, though wounded, she gets up again, and her first concern is to rearrange the 
clothing over her breast which has been torn off. Holding it close with her right hand, she drags herself towards Felicita, who has fallen on her back and is half 
disemboweled, and she covers and bolsters her, making herself a brace for the wound. The beasts come back to lacerate until the six, barely alive, are lying on the 
ground. The animal-keepers then take the brutes back in, and the gladiators finish the work. 


But, whether out of mercy or inexperience, the one close to Perpetua is unable to kill. He wounds her, but he does not catch the right point. "Brother, here; let me 
help you," she says with a faint voice and a very sweet smile. And, leaning the point of the sword against her right carotid artery, she says, "Jesus, I entrust myself 
to You! Thrust, brother. I bless you." And she moves her head towards the sword to help the inexpert, distraught gladiator. 


Jesus says: 


"This is the martyrdom of my martyr Perpetua, of her companion Felicita, and of her other companions. Guilty of being a Christian, still a Catechumen. But how 
intrepid in her love for Me! To the martyrdom of the flesh she joined that of the heart, and Felicita, along with her. If they were able to love their slayers, how must 
they have loved their children? 


"They were young and happy with love for a husband and parents. With love for their children. But God should be loved above all things. And they love Him this 
way. They tear out their insides in separating from their children, but Faith does not die. They believe in the other life. Firmly. They know it belongs to those who 
were faithful and lived according to God's Law. 


"Law in the law is love. For the Lord God, for their neighbor What greater love than to give one's life for those whom one loves, just as the Savior gave it for 
humanity, loved by Him? They give their lives to love Me and to bring others to love Me 
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and thus possess eternal Life. They want children and parents, spouses, brothers and sisters, and all those they love with the love of kinship or spiritual love -their 
assassins are in the latter group, for I said, "Love those who persecute you'-to have Life in my Kingdom. And, to guide them to this Kingdom of mine, with their 
blood they trace out a sign which goes from Earth to Heaven, which shines and calls. 


"To suffer? To die? What is it? It is a fleeting instant. Whereas eternal life remains. That instant of pain is nothing compared to the future of joy awaiting them. The 
beasts? The swords? What are they? Blessed be these, which give Life. 


"The only concern-for whoever is holy is holy in everything-was to preserve modesty. At that moment, they are concerned not about the wound, but about the 
disheveled clothing. For, if they are not virgins, they are still modest. True Christianity always provides spiritual virginity. It maintains this beautiful purity even 
where marriage and offspring have removed the seal which makes virgins angels. 


"The human body washed by Baptism is a temple of the Spirit of God. It should not be violated, then, with immodest fashions and immodest customs. From the 
woman-especially from the woman-who does not respect herself there can come only profligate offspring and a corrupt society, from which God withdraws and in 
which Satan plows and sows his torments making you despair." 


March 2 


Jesus says: 
"My martyrs have possessed Wisdom. And, along with them, my confessors. And all those who truly love Me and make this love the goal of their lives possess it. 


"This does not appear in the eyes of the world. Rather, to be just seems like weakness; it seems like something which has been superseded. Almost as if, in the 
course of the centuries, changes in the relations between God and the faithful have taken place. 
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"No. If I attenuated the severity of the Mosaic law and gave you resources of incalculable power to help you to practice the Law and reach Perfection, your duty to 
respect and obey the Lord your God has not, however, changed. If He has become Good to the point of giving Himself to make you good, you must be so even 
more and not say, 'Let Him take care of saving us. We are enjoying ourselves.' This is not wisdom-it is foolishness and blasphemy. This is the wisdom of the 
world-that is, reprehensible-not divine Wisdom. 


"My martyrs were wise in a divine manner. Unlike the wicked, they did not say to themselves, 'Let us enjoy the present, for it does not come again, and all joys are 
over at death. And for the sake of enjoyment, let us make overbearance a right, and by extorting from the weak and the good what it is not licit to extort let us gain 
from these acts of extortion the wherewithal to fill our pockets so as to fill our bellies afterwards and sate the concupiscence of our flesh and mind.' Unlike the 
wicked, they did not say to themselves, 'To be just is a sacrifice, and it is hard work to be such. As it is a reproach to see the just man. And let us, then, get him out 
of our way, for his justice reminds us of God and reproaches us for our life as beasts." 


"My martyrs, on the other hand, stood the world's theory on its head and wanted to follow only that of God. The world thus put them to the test. It insulted, 
tormented, and killed them, hoping to rock their virtue. And in its foolishness it did not know that every blow given to crush their souls was like a hammer making 
them penetrate into Me and Me into them, with a love of perfect fusion, to the point that in the jails or circuses they were already in Heaven and were seeing Me, 
just as, after the instant of pain and death, they would see Me throughout blessed eternity. 


"They were not dead, destroyed, tortured, or despairing. As birthpangs are not death, destruction, torture, or despair, but life generating life, a doubling of flesh 
which was one and becomes two, satisfaction, and the hope of being a mother and receiving ineffable joys from motherhood throughout life, so for them that pain 
was hope, security, and life rendering them blessed. "The world could not understand these holy madmen, whose 
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madness was to love God with all the perfection possible for a creature, voluntarily making themselves infertile, for their only marriage was with Me in my 
Divinity, turning themselves into eunuchs who, for the sake of a spiritual love, amputated human sensuality in themselves and lived as chastely as angels. It could 
not understand these sublime madmen, who, aware of the sweetness of the marriage bed and offspring, were able to renounce the former and the latter and fly to 
torments, after having voluntarily lacerated their hearts on leaving their children and spouses, out of love for Me, their love. 


"But the world was saved by them. If you have become the beasts you are, after such an example and such a lavacre of purifying blood, what would you have 
become-and from what point on-without the holy and blessed generation of my martyrs? They kept you from plunging into Satan long before your lusts stirred in 
you. They still invite you to halt and get back onto the ascending way, leaving the path plunging downward. They speak words of salvation to you. They speak 
them with their wounds, with their words to tyrants, with their acts of charity, with their concern for modesty, and with their patience, purity, faith, and constancy. 
They tell you that the necessary science is one alone. The one issuing from eternal Wisdom. 


"Even wiser than Solomon, they preferred this Wisdom to all the thrones and wealth of the earth. And to obtain it and conserve it, they defied persecutions and 
torments and embraced death so as not to lose it. They loved it more than health and beauty and wanted to have it as their light, for its splendor comes directly 
from God and to possess it means that the soul receives the beatific Light of the eternal day in advance. With uprightness of heart they learned it and with charity 
they communicated it even to their enemies. They were not afraid to be left deprived of it, for they shared it with the multitudes who were deprived of it, since 
Wisdom, living in them, instructed them that ‘to give is to receive' and that the more they distributed the heavenly waters which the divine Fount poured into them, 
the more those waters increased, to the point of filling 
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them like chalices of a holy Mass, consumed for the good of the world by the eternal Priest. 


"The wise king enumerates the gifts of Wisdom, whose spirit is intelligent, holy, single, multiple, subtle, and so on, but these, my martyrs, possessed all of those 
qualities. In them was what Solomon calls 'the breath of the power of God and the pure emanation of the glory of the Almighty.’ They thus mirrored God in 
themselves like no one else in the world; they mirrored God in his qualities and Me as Christ the Savior in my holocaust. 


"Oh, how rightly the words of Solomon proclaiming that he had loved and sought Wisdom since his youth and had wanted it as a bride could be placed upon the 
lips of each martyr! The fact that he had wanted it as his teacher and wealth! And how rightly you may think, with no fear of error, that the prayer to obtain 
Wisdom which flowered on Solomon's lips blossomed on their lips! 


"And, above all, how rightly you should strive-O you, whom the concupiscence of the flesh has pushed back to a pagan darkness much deeper than the one to 
which my martyrs bore the Light-to become lovers of, anxious for, Wisdom and pray that it will be given you as a guide in individual and collective endeavors, so 
that you will no longer be the people you are: cruel maniacs torturing each other, losing your life and wealth -two things you are keen on-and the salvation of your 
spirits-which I am keen on, for I died to give your spirits salvation. 


"Tt is through Wisdom,’ Solomon says, 'that men's ways are made straight and they know what is pleasing to God.' Remember this. And know that nothing but 
your good is pleasing to God. Therefore, if you know Him and follow this way which is pleasing to Him, you will do good to yourselves on Earth and in Heaven." 
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March 3 
Friday 


Jesus says: 
"Write this alone. 


"Some days ago you said you are dying without having fulfilled the desire to see the Holy Places. You see them, and it is the way they were when I sanctified them 
with my presence. Now, after twenty centuries of profanations arising from hate or love, they are no longer the way they were. Consider, then, that you see them 
and those going to Palestine do not. And do not be saddened by this. 


"The second point: you complain that even those books which speak of Me seem to hold no relish for you any longer, whereas you greatly loved them before. This 
also comes from your present condition. How can you want human works to seem more perfect to you when you know the truth of events through my action? It is 
what happens with even good translations. They always mutilate the energy of the original phrase. Human descriptions, whether they be of places, events, or 
feelings, are 'translations' and thus always incomplete, inexact, if not in words and events, in feelings. Especially now that rationalism has brought such sterility. 
Consequently, when one is led by Me to see and know, every other description is cold and leaves one dissatisfied and displeased. 


"Third: it is Friday. I want you to relive 'my' suffering. I want this from you today. For you to relive it in your thought and your flesh. 


"That's enough. Suffer with peace and love. I bless you." 


March 4 
9am. 


Jesus says to me: 


"There is a lot of work today to gain back time, which was not wasted, but used in another way according to My Will. 
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"From the first hour of this day (1 a.m.), you have known what I will keep your mind fixed upon, for the first and only point which was illuminated for you already 
told you what you would be resting the eyes of your spirit upon. And that unknown female name, clanging inside you like a bell calling and not calming down 
except when responded to, told you that you would know this, too. But between my virgin and the Master you must choose the Master and have my point precede 
that. 


"I shall make you familiar with many heavenly creatures. All of them provide instruction which is useful for you, who have become aware of everything, readers 
of everything, but not of that which is knowledge to conquer Heaven. 


"Write. 


I write, or, rather, I describe. 
Tonight, amidst exasperating afflictions, I wondered how Jesus managed to endure that immense head pain-and I asked 


Him about it because it was a torment for me to the point of making me clench my teeth so as not to scream at the slightest noise or jostling in bed, and I seemed to 
have as many hearts beating swiftly and painfully as I had teeth, on my tongue, lips, nose, ears, and eyes, and in the middle of my forehead I seemed to have a 
tangle of nails penetrating into my skull, and from the nape of my neck there rose up and radiated out a belt of fire and pain clenching like a bite, and in the right 
parietal bone it seemed that from time to time the blow of a heavy object smacked against me to drive that belt deeper and deeper into my head and boom all 
through me-and in my agony I was contemplating Him from the Garden to Calvary, when, right after the third fall, I had a pause of physical and spiritual relief, for 
He appeared to me handsome, healthy, and smiling over the stormy waters of the Sea of Galilee. 


Then the torment resumed until about two, when, after the contemplation of the Lord's Passion had ended and my tremendous head pain had subsided a bit (just a 
bit, you know), a name 
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sounded within me: St. Phenicula. 


Who is she? Unknown. Was it really her? Heaven knows! Who ever heard of her? And I tried to sleep. Nothing to be done! St. Phenicula. St. Phenicula. St. 
Phenicula. 


There's no one going to sleep, I told myself, until I find out who she is. And, thanks to the reduction in pain, which now enabled me to move-whereas from 3 p.m. 
to midnight and beyond it had bowled me over and left me motionless, a body spasmodically suffering, but unable even to open its eyes (Paola can tell you about 
it)-I took an index of the saints and found that, along with St. Petronilla, virgin, it listed St. Phelicula, virgin and martyr. I heard "Phenicula," but maybe I was 
mistaken. 


Just when I made this discovery, I saw a young woman, naked and tied to a column in atrocious fashion. Then nothing else. 


And now, out of obedience, I shall write what the Master shows me, without putting it off, though my head is spinning like a top. 


The Martyrdom of St. Phenicula 


I see two young women praying. A very fervent prayer which must really pierce the heavens. One is older. She seems to be nearly thirty. The other must have 
reached age twenty recently. Both of them seem to be in perfect health. They then get up and prepare a little altar, on which they arrange fine linen and flowers. 


A man comes in who is dressed like the Romans at that time and whom the two young women greet with the utmost veneration. He takes out a bag he is carrying 
over his chest and extracts everything needed to celebrate a Mass. He then dons the priestly vestments and begins the Sacrifice. 


I do not understand the Gospel very well, but it seems to be Mark's: "And they brought some children to him... Whoever does not receive the kingdom of God like 
a child will not enter it." The two young women, kneeling beside the altar, pray 
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more and more fervently. 


The Priest consecrates the Species and then turns to give Communion to the two faithful women, beginning with the older one, whose face is seraphic with ardor. 
He then gives Communion to the other one. The two, after receiving the Species, prostrate themselves on the ground in deep prayer and seem to remain that way 
out of sheer devotion. 


But when the Priest turns to bless and comes down from the altar, placed on a wooden platform (after the celebration of the rite, which is just like Paul's in the 
Tullianum, except for the fact that here the celebrant speaks more softly, since there are only two of the faithful, and that is why I understand the Gospel less 
clearly), just one of the young women moves. The other remains prostrated as before. Her companion calls her and shakes her. The Priest also bends over. They 
lift her up. The pallor of death is already on that face. Her faint eyes are sinking under her eyelids. Her mouth finds it hard to breathe. But what blessedness on that 
face! 


They lay her out on a sort of long seat which is next to an open window overlooking a courtyard where there is a singing fountain. And they try to help her. But, 
pulling together her strength, she raises a hand and points to heaven and says only two words: "Grace... Jesus," and, without agony, she expires. 


All of this does not clarify for me where the young woman tied to the column I saw tonight comes in; though much paler and thinner, with more disheveled hair, 
and having borne more torture, she seems to resemble greatly the survivor who is now weeping alongside the dead woman. And I continue like this, in my 
uncertainty, for a few hours. 


Only now, in the evening, do I re-encounter the young woman who was weeping before, now standing upright beside the fountain in the austere courtyard, where 
only some small flowerbeds with lilies are cultivated and on the walls rosebushes entirely in bloom rise up. 


The woman is speaking to a young Roman: "It is useless for you to insist, O Flaccus. I am grateful for your respect and your 
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remembrance of my dead friend. But I cannot console your heart. If Petronilla died, it was a sign that she was not to be your wife. But neither am I. There are 
many girls in Rome who would be happy to become the mistress of your home. I would not. Not because of you. But because I have decided not to contract 
marriage." 


"Have you, too, been caught up by the foolish delirium of so many followers of a handful of Jews?" 
"I have decided-and I don't think I'm crazy-not to contract marriage. " 
"And if I wanted you to?" 


"I don't think that you, if it is true that you love and respect me, will want to force my freedom as a Roman citizen. But you will let me follow my desire, feeling 
the good friendship for me which I feel for you. 


"Ah, no! One has already escaped me. You shall not." 
"She is dead, Flaccus. Death is a force superior to us; it is not someone's flight from destiny. She did not kill herself. She is dead... 


"Because of your acts of sorcery. I know you are Christians and should have denounced you to the Roman Tribunal. But I preferred to think of you as my wives. 
Now, for the last time, I ask you, Do you want to be the wife of the noble Flaccus? I swear to you that it is better for you to enter my house as its mistress and leave 
aside the demoniac worship of your poor god than to experience the severity of Rome, which does not allow its gods to be insulted. Be my wife, and you will be 
happy. Otherwise... 


"I cannot be your wife. I am consecrated to God. To my God. I cannot worship idols-I, who worship the true God. Do what you like with me. You can do anything 
with my body. But my soul belongs to God, and I will not sell it for the joys of your house." 


"Is that your final word?" 
"The final one." 
"Do you know that my love can turn into hatred?" 


May God forgive you. As for me, I will always love you as a brother and pray for your welfare." 
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"And I will work your misfortune. I will denounce you. You will be tortured. You will call upon me then. You will understand then that Flaccus' house is better 
than the foolish doctrines you nourish yourself on." 


"I will understand that the world, so as to have no more Flaccuses, needs these doctrines. And I will work your welfare by praying for you from the Kingdom of 
my God." 


"Accursed Christian! To the jails! To hunger! Let your Christ fill you if he can. " 


I get the impression that the jails are rather close to the virgin's house, for the road is short, and that the noble Flaccus is precisely a sleuth of the Quaestor of 
Rome, for when the vision, changing appearance, takes me back to the room I saw before, with the young woman tied to the column, I see that it is a tribunal like 
the one in which Agnes was judged. The differences are very slight, and here, too, there is an ugly fellow who judges and condemns and whom Flaccus assists and 
incites. 


Phenicula, taken out of the mew where she was, is brought into the middle of the room. She appears drained of her strength, but is still very dignified. Though the 
light dazzles her, weak as she is and now accustomed to the dark jail, she holds herself upright and smiles. 


The usual questions and the usual offers followed by the usual replies: "I am a Christian. I do not sacrifice to any God but my Lord Jesus Christ." 
She is condemned to the column. 


They tear away her clothing and, with her naked, in the presence of the people, bind her hands and feet behind one of the Tribunal's columns. To do so they 
dislocate her hips and arms. The torture must be atrocious. And that is not all-they tighten the ropes at her wrists and ankles, strike her chest and naked belly with 
bars and scourges, twist her flesh with pincers, and other similarly atrocious torments which I am not about to narrate. 


From time to time they ask her if she wants to sacrifice to the gods. Phenicula, in a weaker and weaker voice, replies, "No. To 
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Christ. To Him alone. Now that I am beginning to see Him, and every torture brings Him closer to me, do you want me to lose I-Jim? Carry out your work. May 
my love be fulfilled. A sweet marriage where Christ is the bridegroom and I am his bride! The dream of my whole life! " 


When they untie her from the column, she falls to the ground, as if dead. Her dislocated -perhaps even broken-limbs no longer hold her up and do not respond to 
any mental command. Her poor hands, cut at her wrists by the cord, which has formed two bracelets of living blood, hang down, as if dead. Her feet, also lacerated 
at the malleoli, to the point of displaying nerves and tendons, appear to be clearly broken from the way they are unnaturally folded back. But her face is filled with 
angelic happiness. Tears flow down her lifeless cheeks, but her eyes beam, absorbed in a vision which ravishes her in ecstasy. 


The jailers-or, rather, executioners-go at her with kicks and shove her this way towards the Quaestor's dais, as if she were such an unclean sack that she could not 
be touched. 


"Are you still alive?" 

"Yes, by the will of my Lord." 

"Do you still insist? Do you really want death?" 

"I want Life. Oh, my Jesus, open Heaven to me! Come, eternal Love! " 
"Throw her into the Tiber! The water will calm down her enthusiasm. " 


The executioners lift her up roughly. The torment of her broken limbs must be atrocious. But she smiles. They wrap her in her clothing, not out of modesty, but to 
keep her from staying afloat in water. A useless concern! With one's limbs in that state, one cannot swim. Only her head emerges from the tangle of clothes. Her 
poor body, tossed over the shoulders of an assassin, hangs as if already dead. But she is smiling in the torchlight, for it is now evening. 


When they reach the Tiber, they take her as if she were an animal to be suppressed and cast her from the height of a bridge into the dark waters, where she 
resurfaces twice and then sinks without a cry. 
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Jesus says: 
"I wanted you to get to know my martyr Phenicula to give some teachings to you and everyone. 


"You have seen the power of prayer in the death of Petronilla, the companion and teacher of Phenicula and much older than the latter, and the fruit of a holy 
friendship. "Petronilla, Peter's spiritual daughter, had absorbed the spirit of Faith from the living words of my Apostle. Peter's joy and Roman pearl. His first 
Roman conquest. The woman who, through her respectful and loving devotion to the Apostle, consoled him for all the sorrows of his Roman evangelization. 


"Peter, out of love for Me, had left home and family. But the One who does not lie had had him find in this girl-and in a superabundant, brimful, and tightly packed 
manner, according to my promises-comfort, care, and feminine sweetness. Like Me in Bethany, at Petronilla's house he found help, hospitality, and, above all, 
love. Woman is the same, in her good and evil aspects, under all skies and in all periods. Petronilla was Peter's Mary, with her purity as a girl, in addition, which 
Baptism, received when her innocence was still unstained, had brought to angelic perfection. 


"Maria, listen. Petronilla, wanting to love the Master with her whole self, without her beauty and the world being able to disturb this love, had asked her God to 
make her a crucified one. And God heard her prayer. Paralysis crucified her angelic limbs. In the long illness, in the ground washed by pain the virtues blossomed 
more beautifully, especially love for my Mother. 


"Continue to listen, Maria. When it was necessary, there was a pause in her illness. To show that God is the master of miracle. And then, when the moment was 
over, it crucified her again. "Don't you know any other woman, Maria, to whom her Master, when He has need, says, as Peter said to Petronilla, 'Rise. Write. Be 
strong,' and who, when the Master's need has ceased, once more becomes a poor infirm person in perpetual agony? 
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"When the Apostle had died and Petronilla was healed, she found that her life was no longer hers, but Christ's. She was not one of those who, having obtained the 
miracle, make use of it to offend God. But she used her health in God's interest. 


"Your life is always mine. I give it to you. You should remember this. I give it to you as animal life, causing you to be born and keeping you alive. I give it to you 
as spiritual life with Grace and the Sacraments. You should always remember this and make good use of it. Moreover, when I restore health to you and virtually 
cause you to be reborn after a near-fatal illness, you should remember even more that this life, thriving again when the flesh already seemed ripe for the grave, is 
mine. And out of gratitude use it for Good. 


"Petronilla was able to do so. She did not absorb my Doctrine to no avail. It is like salt preserving someone from evil and corruption; it is flame bringing warmth 
and light; it is nourishing and fortifying food; it is faith bringing security. The trial came, the assault of temptation, the threat of the world. Petronilla prayed. She 
called God. She wanted to belong to God. Did the world want her? God defended her from the world. 


"The Christ said, 'If you have faith the size of a mustard seed, you can say to a mountain, "Get up and go over there. " Peter often told her this. She did not ask the 
mountain to move. She asked God to take her out of the world before a trial beyond her strength could crush her. And God heard her. He had her die in an ecstasy. 
In an ecstasy, Maria, before the trial could crush her. Remember this, my little disciple. 


"Phenicula was a friend and, more than a friend, a daughter or sister, given the small difference in age, amounting to about ten years. People do not live with 
someone who is holy without being sanctified. As one does not become depraved by living with someone who is depraved. If the world only remembered this 
truth! But the world instead neglects the saints or mistreats them and follows the satans, becoming more and more of a satan. 
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"You have seen the firmness and sweetness of Phenicula. What is hunger for those having Christ as their food? What is torture for those loving the Martyr on 
Calvary? What is death for those knowing that death opens the door to Life? 


"My martyr Phenicula is unknown among present-day Christians. But she is well known among the angels of God, who see she is happily in Heaven behind the 
divine Lamb. I wanted to make her known to you so as to be able to speak to you about her spiritual teacher as well and to encourage you in suffering. 


"Repeat with her: 'Now, indeed, amidst these pains I am beginning to see my spouse, Jesus, in whom I have placed all my love,' and consider that for you, too, I 
have raised up a Nicomedes to save your deepest self, which I wanted for Myself, from the waters of the passions and to gather in everything about you which 
deserves to be preserved, what is mine, what can do good to the souls of your brothers and sisters." 


March 5 


Jesus says: 


"O you twentieth-century Christians, who hear the stories of my martyrs as if they were fables and say to yourselves, 'It can't be true! How can it be? After all, 
they, too, were men and women! This is a legend.' Know that it is not a legend, but history. And if you believe in the civic virtues of the ancient Athenians, 
Spartans, and Romans and feel your spirit's exaltation over the acts of valor and greatness by civil heroes, why don't you want to believe in these supernatural 
virtues and why don't you feel your spirit's exaltation and spur it towards a select imitation when hearing the account of the acts of greatness and valor by my 
heroes? 


"After all, you say, they were men and women. Of course. They were men and women. You state a great truth and give 
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yourselves a great condemnation. They were men and women, and you are beasts. Degraded from likeness to God, from God's filiation, to the level of animals 
guided only by instinct and allied by marriage with Satan. 


"They were men and women. They had become 'men and women' again by means of Grace, just as the First Man and the First Woman were in the Earthly 
Paradise. 


"Don't you read in Genesis that God made Man the ruler over all that was on Earth-that is, over everything except God and his angelic ministers? Don't you read 
that He made Woman so that she would be man's companion in joy and in ruling over all the living? Don't you read that they could eat everything except from the 
tree of the knowledge of Good and EVil? Why? What underlying meaning is in the phrase 'so that he will rule’? And in the phrase referring to the tree of the 
knowledge of Good and Evil? Have you ever wondered-you that wonder about so many useless things and are never able to ask your soul about the heavenly 
truths? 


"Your soul, if it were alive, would tell them to you-the soul that, when in grace, is held like a flower in the hands of your angel; the soul that, when in grace, is like 
a flower kissed by the sun and sprinkled with dew, through the Holy Spirit, who brings it warmth and light, who waters it and decorates it with heavenly lights. 


"How many truths your soul would tell you if you were able to converse with it, if you loved it as that which places in you the likeness to God, who is Spirit, as 
your soul is spirit. What a great friend you would have if you loved your soul instead of hating it to the point of slaying it; what a great, sublime friend to speak to 
about heavenly things-you that are so eager to speak and ruin each other with friendships which, if they are not unworthy (sometimes they are), are, however, 
almost always useless and turn into a vain, harmful din of words, and all of them earthly words. 


"Didn't I say, 'Whoever loves me will observe my Word, and my Father will love him, and we shall come to him and make 
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our dwelling in him?' The soul in grace possesses love and, in possessing love, possesses God-that is, the Father, who conserves it; the Son, who instructs it; the 
Spirit, who illuminates it. It thus possesses Knowledge, Science, and Wisdom. It possesses the Light. 


"Consider, then, what sublime conversations your soul could engage in with you. It is these which have filled the silences of jails, the silences of cells, the silences 
of hermitages, and the silences of the rooms of the holy infirm. It is these which have comforted the jailed waiting for martyrdom, the cloistered seeking Truth, 
hermits longing for advance knowledge of God, and the infirm yearning for endurance-or, I should rather say, love for their cross. 


"If you were able to question your soul, it would tell you that the true, exact meaning, as vast as creation, of that word ‘rule’ is this: 'So that Man will rule over 
everything. Over all three of his strata. The lower stratum-animal. The middle stratum-moral. The higher stratum-spiritual. And so that he will direct all three to a 
single end: 'To possess God.' To possess Him by deserving to with this hard-and-fast rule, which keeps all the powers of the self subject and makes them servants 
of this one goal: to deserve to possess God. 


"It would tell you that God had prohibited the knowledge of Good and Evil because He had granted Good to his creatures gratuitously and He did not want you to 
know Evil because it is a fruit sweet to the palate which, however, on descending into the blood with its juice, brings about a fever which kills and produces 
parching thirst, and, therefore, the more one drinks that deceitful juice, the thirstier one gets for it. 


"You will object, 'And why did He place it there?’ Why! Because Evil is a power which arose by itself, like certain monstrous maladies in the healthiest body. 


"Lucifer was an angel, the most beautiful of the angels. A perfect spirit inferior to God alone. And yet, in his luminous being, a fume of haughtiness arose which 
he did not disperse, but, rather, condensed by nourishing it. And from this incubation 
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Evil was born. He existed before man did. God had hurled him down outside of Paradise-the accursed Incubator of Evil, this contaminator of Paradise. But he has 
remained the eternal Incubator of Evil, and, unable to contaminate Paradise any more, he has contaminated the Earth. 


"That metaphorical plant is intended to demonstrate this truth. God had said to the Man and the Woman, 'Know all the laws and mysteries of creation. But do not 
seek to usurp my right to be man's Creator. My love, which will circulate in you, will suffice to propagate the human lineage, and, without sensual lust, but by the 
pulsation of charity alone, it will bring forth the new Adams of the lineage. I give you everything. I reserve for Myself only this mystery of the formation of man.' 


"Satan wanted to remove from Man this intellectual virginity, and with his serpentine tongue he flattered and caressed Eve's members and eyes, prompting reflexes 
and sensitivities which they formerly lacked, for Malice had intoxicated them. She 'saw.' And on seeing she wanted to experience. The flesh was awakened. 


"Oh, if only she had called upon God! If she had run to say, 'Father! I am sick. The serpent caressed me, and disturbance is in me.' The Father would have purified 
her and healed her with his breath, for as He had infused life into her, He could have infused innocence into her again, brining her to forget the serpentine toxin 
and, indeed, placing repugnance towards the Serpent within her, as it is present in those whom a malady has assaulted and who, when healed of that malady, bear 
an instinctive repugnance towards it. 


"But Eve did not go to the Father. Eve went back to the Serpent. That sensation was sweet for her. 'On seeing that the fruit of the tree was good to eat and lovely to 
look at and pleasing in appearance, she took it and ate it.' 


"And ‘she understood.' Malice had now descended to gnaw at her innards. She saw with new eyes and heard with new ears the habits and voices of the beasts. 
And she longed for them with a mad longing. 
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"She began sin by herself. She carried it out with her companion. That is why a greater condemnation weighs upon woman. It is because of her that man has 
become rebellious towards God and has known lust and death. It is because of her that he has no longer been able to master his three realms: of the spirit, for he 
allowed the spirit to disobey God; of the moral sphere, for he allowed the passions to rule over him; of the flesh, for he degraded it to the instinctive laws of the 
beasts. 


"The Serpent seduced me,' Eve said. 'The woman offered me the fruit, and I ate it,’ Adam said. And since then the threefold concupiscence has gripped the three 
realms of man. 


"There is nothing but Grace that can ease the grip of this pitiless monster. And, if it is alive, thoroughly alive, maintained more and more alive by the will of the 
faithful son, it comes to strangle the monster and to have nothing more to fear. Neither inner tyrants-that is, the flesh and the passions-nor outer tyrants-that is, the 
world and the powerful of the world-nor persecutions, nor death. 


"It is as the apostle Paul states, 'I fear none of these things; nor do I place any value on my own life, provided that I fulfill my mission and the ministry received 
from the Lord Jesus to bear witness to the Gospel of God's Grace." 


"My martyrs were eager to fulfill their mission and the ministry received from Me to sanctify the world and bear witness to the Gospel. They were concerned 
about nothing else. By the Grace living in them and protected by them with greater care than they showed for the apple of their eyes and for the life they cast aside 
with cheerful promptness, knowing they were casting away a corruptible sheath to acquire a new one of measureless value, they had become 'men and women' 
again, no longer beasts. And they lived and acted as men and women, children of the Heavenly Father. 


"As Paul says, they 'did not seek gold or silver or clothing from anyone" but, rather, let themselves be stripped and voluntarily 
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stripped themselves of all wealth, even of life, 'to follow Me' on earth and in Heaven. 
"With their own hands,’ the apostle continues, 'they provided for the needs of themselves and others.' They gave themselves Life and brought others to Life. 


"By working they brought aid to those ill’ with that tremendous illness which is to live outside of the true Faith and devoted their whole self to this end by offering 
affections, blood, life, labors, and all things, recalling my words, which I uttered to you three days ago: 'To give is to receive,' 'To give is better than to 
receive'-those words which today, when I had you open the Book at Acts 20:35, you read with a start, for you remembered having heard them shortly before, and 
you rushed to look them up. And, on finding them, you wept, for you received a confirmation that it is I who speak. 


"Yes, it is I. Do not fear. You don't even realize the truths you become a channel for. Like the small bird on the branch that happily sings the song God has placed 
in its little throat for millennia and does not know why those specific notes come out and not others, and it does not know that with them it is saying its name and 
the name of its Creator, so you repeat the Word that speaks in you and don't even know how deep it is in its manifestations. 


"But remain like this: a child. I love children so much. You have seen this. You have not seen Me laugh except with them. They were my joy as Man. My Mother 
and my Disciple were my joy as God-Man and as Teacher. The Father, my joy as God. But children were my joyous relief on the very bitter earth. 


"Remain like this: a child. Your Savior, cuffed by so many men, needs to refresh his cheeks on the cheeks of children. He needs to rest his brow on heads that are 
loving and without malice. 


"Come, little John, to your Jesus. And always remain a child for Me. The Kingdom of Heaven belongs to those able to have a 
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child's soul and receive the Truth with the trusting promptness of a child. 


"It is I. Do not fear. I, who speak to you, and I, who bless you. Go in peace, little John. Tomorrow I shall send John to you." 


March 6 


John says: 
"It is I. Do not be afraid of me, either. I am charity. I have absorbed and preached it so much and am thus fused into It so much that I am charity that speaks. 
"Little sister, we can say this: 'Our hands have touched the Word of life, for Life became manifest, and we have seen it and bear witness to it.' 


"We can say this-we who repeat the words which our love, Jesus Christ, speaks to us in his goodness surpassing all goodness, and He leads us onto flowery paths 
where each flower is a truth and a heavenly beatitude. 


"We can say this-we who are filled like a copious hive with the sweetness flowing from the divine lips, from those most holy lips which, after having broken the 
bread of doctrine for the throngs of Galilee, of all Palestine, were able to consecrate the Bread to become divine Flesh and break Himself for the nourishment of 
man's spirit. Those most innocent lips which you have seen bleeding and contracting and becoming rigid in the Passion and Death undergone for us. 


"We can say, 'This is the message which we have received from Him and which we announce to you: God is Light, and in Him there is no darkness." His light is in 
us because his Word is Light. We live in the Light and hear its heavenly harmony. 


"Come, little sister. I want to have you hear the harmony of the heavenly spheres, the harmony of the light, for Paradise is Light. Light overflows and expands 
from the Triune Splendor 
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and pervades all of Paradise with Itself. We live in and by the Light. It is our joy, our food, and our voice. 


"Paradise sings with words of light. It is light. It is the glowing of light that forms these solemn, powerful, soft chords, in which there are the trills. of children, the 
sighs of virgins, the kisses of lovers, the hosannas of adults, and the glory of seraphim. They are not songs like those of the poor Earth, where even the most 
spiritual things must be clothed in human forms. Here there is the harmony of splendors producing sound. It is an arpeggio of luminous notes rising and falling as 
the splendors change, and it is eternal and always new, for nothing is weighed down with old age in this eternal Present. 


"Listen to this indescribable concert and be happy. Join in with your throbbing of love. It is the only thing you can join to it without profaning Heaven. You are 
still human, sister, and here humanity does not enter. But love enters. It precedes you. It precedes your spirit. It sings with it. Every other song would be the 
creaking of insects in the great heavenly choir. Love is already a harmonious sigh in the sweet song. 


"May the peace of Jesus, our love, be with you." 


Father, I cannot describe the singing luminosity which I see and hear. I am inebriated with this beauty, this sweetness. 


If an immense, boundless rose, made of a light compared to which that of all the stars and plants is the spark of a hearth, in moving its petals in a wind of love, 
were to form a sound, that would be something which might resemble what I see and hear, which is Paradise immersed in the golden light of the Most Holy 
Trinity, with its inhabitants of diamantine light. 


Enough. Enough. I remain silent because the human word is blasphemy when it tries to describe the eternal Beauty of God and of his Kingdom. 
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March 7 
The Evening 


Who can I tell what I am suffering to? To no one on this earth, for it is not earthly suffering and would not be understood. 


It is a suffering which is sweetness and a sweetness which is suffering. I would like to have suffered ten or a hundred times as much. I would not like to stop 
suffering this for anything in the world. But that does not remove the fact that I am suffering like someone clutched at the throat, clasped in a bite, burned in a 
furnace, pierced to the heart. 


If it were granted to me to move, isolate myself from everything, and be able, by motion and song, to give vent to my feelings-for it is the pain of sentiment-I 
would get some relief. But I am like Jesus on the cross. I am no longer granted either motion or isolation and must clench my lips so as not to display my sweet 
agony as food for the curious. 


It is not just a phrase: to clench my lips! I must make a great effort to master the impulse to utter the supernatural cry of joy and affliction smoldering within me 
and rising with the impetus of a flame or a spurt. 


Jesus' misty eyes of pain-Ecce Homo-attract me like a magnet. He is in front of me and is looking at me, standing upright on the steps of the Pretorium, with his 
head crowned and his hands tied over the white robe of a madman with which they have wished to mock Him, and they have instead dressed him in the whiteness 
worthy of the Innocent One. 


He does not speak. But everything in Him speaks and calls me and asks. What does He ask? For me to love Him. I know this and give Him this to the point of 
feeling myself die, as if I had a blade in my chest. But He asks me for something else which I do not understand. And which I would like to understand. This is my 
torture. I would like to give Him everything He may desire at the cost of dying of agony. And I cannot. 


are found in The Third Year 
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His painful Face attracts and fascinates me. He is handsome when He is the Teacher or the Risen Christ. But that way of seeing Him brings me only joy. This one 
brings me a deep love unsurpassed by that of a mother for her suffering child. 


Yes, I understand. The love of compassion is the crucifixion of the creature following the Master to the final torture. It is a despotic love impeding any other 
thought in us except the thought of his pain. We no longer belong to ourselves. We live to console his torture, and his torture is our torment, which kills us, not just 
metaphorically. And yet every tear wrung from us by pain is worth more than a pearl, and every pain which we grasp to be similar to his is desired and loved more 
than a treasure. 


Father, I have striven to state what I experience. But it is futile. Among all the ecstasies which God can give me, it will always be the one involving his suffering 
that leads my soul to my seventh heaven. I find that to die of love while looking at my suffering Jesus is the most beautiful death. 


On the 12th there was no dictation. On the 13th I did not want to write. And you know why. 


On the 14th, still pouting, I gave way because... because on letting Him speak without halting his thoughts I feel my breath and life being taken away. But I am 
still pouting. Without a doubt. And if it were not for the fact that today is my birthday and his words are the most beautiful gift for poor Maria, I would still hold 
out to see if, by this means, He grants me the grace I am requesting for all. 


Since last night-when you came He was already saying this-Jesus has been repeating: 


And haven't you understood that I allowed you to know 
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Mary's torment for your guidance and comfort in this hour? 


"I had enwrapped my Mother's passion in a veil, for it is something so holy that it should not be served up to pigs. Just for Father, so that he would receive 
guidance in judging and absolving the souls that pain brings to the point of delirium; just for you, so that in your suffering you would know that the Mother 
understands you, for She suffered, and learn how to pray while one's heart is in a fire of agony and tame one's feeling rebelling against a will whose aims you do 
not know, prostrating it under the spirit's certainty about God's goodness-a certainty which the spirit instills into reason and feeling, imposing it as a yoke upon the 
two rebels, for their own good-just for a few other dear, blessed souls of this ‘little flock' of mine have I granted the words of my Mother in that tremendous hour, 
inferior only to mine at Gethsemane. 


"And you have not understood! If I did not know you as you do not know yourself, I would have to be severe to you. I instead caress you and do not let you go, 
poor little sheep of mine, entirely enveloped in thorns. Look: I am removing them one by one, extricating them from your fleece, pricking Myself so as not to let 
you be the target. 


"I am here even if you do not want to look at Me. And we shall see who wins." 


Later, this morning, after a night of agony leaving me with a face not very different from that of Jairus' child, He says: 


"Do you see that you can't remain without Me? Without your Mass, whose Gospel is sung and commented on by your Jesus, whose blessing is imparted by your 
Jesus? 


"Oh, poor, poor Maria, who are in such a bad state on earth! I really must take you with Me. You are not suited to the brutal clashes of the world. But I still need 
you. Think of my Mother. She had to remain still for a certain period of time to serve Jesus. Don't you want to remain to serve Jesus? Let's go, let's go! 
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Your reproaches are still love and faith, for you think Jesus can do all and that your total loving and believing ought to work the miracle. 


"Martha and Mary also reproached Me in Bethany for not having hastened my return, for having kept at a distance while Lazarus was dying. But I loved them for 
this, too, for there was love and faith in that reproach. 'If You had been here, our brother would not have died,’ the two sisters said. And in the reproach their 
conviction was evident that I could work the miracle, and their great love, in the confidence making them dare to reproach Me. 


"Peace, peace, soul of mine! Peace between you and Me. And say in my Name to those who might comment irreverently on my Mother's words that She, in that 
hour, was the Woman. The Woman who summed up in Herself all the sorrows of woman, brought to woman by the sin of the first woman, and She had to redeem 
them, just as I had summed up in Myself all the sorrows of man so as to redeem them. 


"Say to those who deny that Mary was able to suffer because She was holy, that She suffered in every way, like no other sister of her sex, in every way, except in 
the pains of childbirth, as the sin and curse of Eve were not in Her, and the pains of physical agony were not, either, for the same reason. She gave birth to the Son 
of her immaculate womb and gave God her unstained spirit, as the Creator had decreed that all the children of Adam would have given them to Him if sin had not 
joined them to Pain. 


"Tell them that I, since I was the main Expiator, manifestly had to suffer the pain of death, too-and that particular Death-and I was the Holy of holies. 


"Tell those who deny that Mary could suffer in her soul, in her mind, and in her flesh, in the expiatory hours of the Passion, that if I can have one of my male or 
female servants share in my sufferings and be marked with my wounds-creatures who love 
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Me, but who are always very relative in their love-how can I have failed to associate my Mother with these sufferings and render Her a partaker in them-so that 
the value of the suffering of the Son of God would be increased by the value of the suffering of the Woman Full of Grace -Mary the Holy One, Mary-Charity, 
inferior only to God, the One who loved Me to perfection, as a Mother, for in her immaculateness She had the perfection of feeling, and as a believer, for in her 
holiness She loved Me as no one else did? 


"She was a Mother, men. She had borne, generated, given birth to, and raised Me. She was not made of unfeeling substance, but was endowed with nerves and a 
heart. She was flesh, not just spirit. Pure flesh, but still flesh. If 1 wept and sweat blood, can She have failed to weep and weep blood? 


"I was her Son, men. I was not a phantom man. I was Flesh; I was her Flesh. And in it and upon it She, by her perfect foreknowledge, saw the scourges falling, the 
thorns penetrating, the blows descending, the stones hitting, and the nails piercing, and by her holiness She received them in Herself. 


"O men, reflect. You say you believe in the Communion of the Saints, which is the union of prayers and sufferings with the infinite merits of Christ for the needs 
of spirits, and can't you accept that the first one to take part in it was Mary, my and your Holy One? 


"Say this, sulky little John, to the men with faith and ideas deformed by a rationalism which they don't even know they have and which, like couch-grass, has 
deceitfully invaded even the spirits most sincerely desirous of being in the truth. Remember, though, that John never sulked, not even when I reproached or 
overlooked him and the others disputed with him. 


"Go in peace. I bless you, even if you are so flighty today. Be good! Be good! Consider that I have loved you to the point of making you my spokesman. Go in 
peace. I bless you once more." 
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March 16 
Hebrews 5:7,8,12,14; 6:1,4,6,8 


Jesus says: 


"I want to have you-and many along with you-consider a virtue from which a great good has come to you. The greatest good, whereas from its opposite so much 
evil has come to you: the greatest evil. I have already spoken to you about it, but your suffering has not let you remember the words. I shall repeat them to you 
because I am anxious for you to have them. 


"Having loved you infinitely, I wanted to be your Redeemer. But I was not such only through Wisdom, or through Power, or even through Charity. These are three 
characteristics, three divine gifts, which all act in the Redemption of the human race, for they instructed you, shook you with miracles, and redeemed you with the 
Sacrifice. 


"But I was Man. In being Man, I had to possess the virtue whose loss had brought man to be lost and redeem you with it. Man had been lost for having disobeyed 
God's wish. I, Man, had to save you by obeying God's wish. 


"Paul says that, ‘having offered prayers and entreaties with loud cries and tears, in the days of my mortal life, to save man from spiritual death, I was heard because 
of my reverence.' And he adds that, having arrived at perfection because I had learned (that is, complied out of obedience), I became the cause of eternal salvation 
for all those who are obedient to Me. 


"Paul, with words which the Spirit renders true, says, then, that I, the Son of God made Man, reached perfection by obedience and was able to be the Redeemer 
because of it. I, the Son of God. I reached perfection by obedience. I redeemed by obedience. 


"If you deeply meditate on this truth, you must experience what someone experiences who, bending over a profound bay by the sea, stares at the depth and 
immensity of the ocean and feels as though he is sinking into this liquid abyss whose profundity and limit he is unaware of. 


"Obedience! A boundless, abysmal sea in which I immersed Myself before you to bring those who were shipwrecked in sin 
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back to the Light. A sea in which the true children of God must immerse themselves to be redeemers of themselves and their brothers and sisters. A sea which has 
not only great depths and great waves, but also low-lying beaches and slight ripples seeming to jest with the sand on the shore which the children playing with 
them are so fond of. 


"Obedience is not made solely out of great hours in which to obey is to die, as I did, in which to obey is to tear oneself away from a Mother, as I did, or in which to 
obey is to give up one's own dwelling, as I did on leaving Heaven for your sake. Obedience is also made out of minuscule things in every hour, carried out with no 
grumbling as they present themselves to you. 


"What is the wind? Always a whirlwind which curves the timeworn treetops and bends them, breaks them, and knocks them to the ground? No. It is wind, too, 
when, lighter than a mother's caress, it combs the meadow grasses and the wheat cropping up and makes them barely wave as if they were slightly quivering at the 
top of the green stems out of joy at being grazed by the light wind. The small things are the light wind of obedience. But how much good they do! 


"Now it is spring. If the blood did not sully it, how sweet this season would be! The plants, which are able to love and obey the Creator, are putting on new clothes 
made of emerald and, like brides, wrapping themselves in flowers. The meadows look like embroidery, velvet adorned with flowers; the woods, scented plush 
under a vault of green, singing crests. But if the tenuous winds of April did not exist, or the mad gusts of March, how many flowers would be left without 
fecundation, and how many meadows, without water! Flowers and grasses would thus be born to die to no end. The wind pushes the clouds and waters them that 
way; the wind brings kisses to the flowers, takes to those far away the kiss of those far away, and with its joyous race from branch to branch, from tree to tree, and 
from orchard to orchard fecundates and makes those flowers become fruit. 


"Obedience also picks all the little things which God presents to you through the events of the day; it does what the wind does with the plants and grasses of the 
meadows and gardens. It turns you, flowers, into fruits. The fruits of eternal life. 
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"Most blessed are those who, caught up by the whirlwind of Love and their love, consummate the total sacrifice of themselves, the little redeemers who perpetuate 
Me, who fulfill supreme obedience by drinking my own chalice of pain. But blessed, too, are those who, not having the courage to say to the whirlwind of Love, 'I 
love You; here I am; take me,' are able to bend under the light wind of Love, who can measure the strength of man, his son, and give each just the amount of 
pressure which it is possible to bear. 


"It seems to you, O children, and never before as now it seems to you, that the trial is many times superior to your strength. But it is because you grow rigid. And 
because you are proud and distrustful. You want to act on your own and do not abandon yourselves to Me. I am not an executioner. I am He who loves you. I am 
a good Father. And if I cannot nullify Justice, I increase Mercy to make up for it. The more Justice grows because of the tide of crimes, blasphemies, and acts of 
disobedience to the Law which covers the Earth, the more I increase it. 


"You are getting shipwrecked in it. The innocent, the nearly innocent, the blameworthy, and the extremely blameworthy-you are sinking in it. But if for the latter 
the sea bottom of the shipwreck will be in Satan's seabed (beginning in this life, with the dismemberment of a conscience gnawing at them and giving them no 
peace, though they pretend to have peace), for the former two categories the seabed will be in my Mercy-it is there for the nearly innocent, and it is in my Heart for 
the innocent. But Mercy and Heart are already Heaven, and for these, after the comforts on Earth, which I do not deny them-and you know this-Heaven is ready. 


"I said something else to your spirit, and your spirit has not been able to make your extenuated flesh write it, and I shall repeat it to you. 


"In all of this teaching of mine, no lesson or vision is given without my pursuing an educational purpose of mine which you do not understand or understand after 
a delay and partially. If you meditated with insightful lucidity, you would see that the lessons I give you with the dictations or contemplations of the spokesman 
are always related to events soon to take place I do 
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so to give you supernatural aid. These pages-since the world is not completely savage-will do a lot of good to souls, in the future, too, because they contain 
teachings of eternal Knowledge; but for you, living in this fatal hour, they are also a guide and a comfort for the times you are living through. 


"You, too, like Paul's early Christians, "have become a bit weak in understanding... and still need, again, to be taught the first rudiments of the word of God, 
reduced as you are to the need for milk and not solid food.' You have become children again, not through innocence and simplicity, not through obscure faith, but 
through your inability to walk in faith and understand its truths. 


"You have gone so far backwards! The words of Justice are just sound striking your ear, and sometimes you don't even perceive it. You do not make it the food of 
Life. You cannot do so because you do not assimilate it. Your spirit, through your blameworthy indifference, your blameworthy sympathy for sin, is stricken by 
childishness and no longer has the juice rendering it capable of making the robust food of adults in faith its nourishment. You either have no religion or have a 
religion made up of a choreography of practices and sentimentalism. 


"But do you know what 'Religion' means? Jt means to follow God and his Law, not just to sing beautiful hymns, hold beautiful processions and beautiful functions, 
go to hear elegant sermons, or be member A or B of such-and-such an association-all of them things which titillate your sentiment. And nothing more. Religion 
means to make the animal-man a demigod-man. One must annul animality in its various forms, ranging from the flesh to thought, by way of religion. Down with 
gluttony and lust, away with avarice and indolence, death to lying and haughtiness. Be chaste, charitable, humble, and honest; be, in short, as God wants and as I 
have taught you to be. You will then be adults in religion, in faith; you will be finished men, having 'trained your faculties by practice to discern good and evil." 


"It is for this reason that I, leaving aside elementary teaching, come to instruct you on what is most perfect, for I want to lead you to it. There will be few of you, 
the ones hungry for Justice, Truth, and Wisdom. But for these, my blessed ones, I give a 
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bread which helps them to taste the other bread, that is I-as-Eucharist, better and better. In my public life, too, I had the bread of the Word precede the bread of the 
Sacrament. It is always the former which must prepare the latter. The teaching Church exists for this purpose. To perpetuate my ministry as Teacher and make you 
able to draw the maximum vital power from the Sacrament. 


"Woe to those, however, who, after having been illuminated, preferred to go back to the darkness. Woe to those who, after having tasted this heavenly food, 
preferred Satan's mouthfuls. Woe to those who, after having been rendered aware of Truth by the Holy Spirit, become beasts again, profaning themselves. It is not 
possible, once they have plunged downwards, for them to come back to penance. For, if J greatly forgive man's weakness, I am inexorable with those wanting to 
remain in Evil after having chosen Evil spontaneously as their king. 


"And you, to whom I grant the taste of the sweetness of the word of God, which flows forth once more to make up for too much silence on the part of priests, too 
much lukewarm ash where there should be living fire, which flows forth to neutralize in my new disciples Satan's venom circulating over the Earth; be worthy of 
the gift-you, for whom I also remove veils over the secrets of my day as Man and over the mysteries of the future age. Become granite ears and not arid straw 
ready for the fire. Ears for eternal wheat. You will be reborn in Heaven. 


"Oh, the joy of being out of the world! The joy of being where God is! When, having given up my spirit, I was able to see the Father again, I savored a blessedness 
which I had never before experienced from all eternity. And it endures, for I now know what it means to be separated from Heaven, from God. I have suffered all 
experiences in Myself. To be able to defend you before the Most High. But in truth I tell you that my own blessedness will be yours when you are here, out of 
exile, with Me, close to the Father, in the Homeland of Love. 


"Of Love, children. Where there is no more hate and crime, weeping and terror." 
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Jesus tells me to write, too, the words about the function of certain souls in the world. I do so, although, weak and tormented as I am, my head is spinning like a 
top. 


"Do you now understand the purpose of cloistered convents? Their raison d'etre? 
y purp 


"Not all have time to pray, caught up as they are in active life. It is true that honest activity is already prayer, and those who pray by working are thus justified. But 
man's needs are numerous, and there are numerous men who do not pray at all. For all those who do not want to or cannot pray in such fashion that each day will 
have the number of acts of devotion required by the Divinity (consider that in Heaven there is no pause to the Gloria for God), the cloistered pray. They pray to 
God to honor Him; they pray to appease Him; they pray to beseech Him. They are the arms uplifted over those who combat, and they make requests for all. 


"In your house you are the little cloistered one who pray for all. But your charity must be as vast as the world-even more: as vast as all Creation-and invade 
Heaven as well-indeed, begin with it. 


"To pray to offer praise and reparation to God, blasphemed by so many. 

"To pray for those who do not pray 

"To pray for the Church. 

"To pray for the Priesthood, without which, regaining the splendor of a martyr like Lawrence, you become more and more idolatrous. 
"To pray for human society, that it may come to God if it wants to be saved. 

"To pray for your country, that it may have peace and good. 


"To pray for those suffering, for those who are hungry, for those without shelter. 


"To pray for those doubting and feeling despair grip them. 

"To pray and pray and pray 

"Finally, to pray for yourself. 

"Do not be afraid. Even if those of you that pray for all do not pray for yourselves, I pray to the Father for you. Be at peace. 


"The souls praying in the world, those able to turn their infirmity 
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not into obligatory idleness, but into a holy activity, are the little cloisters that I scatter like flowers around the world to help the large cloisters and, with this sum 
of tireless prayers, appease the Father and bring relief to humanity." 


And now, Father, I will tell you that I am moved by God's goodness, from which yours has come. It was Jesus who inspired you in this way. I greatly wished to be 
in the Third Order of Our Lady of Sorrows. If I had not been most devoted to St. Francis of Assisi since childhood and had not had many painful experiences with 
priests of the Servants of Mary, when in 1926 I decided to enter a Third Order, I would have turned to that of Our Lady of Sorrows or of Carmel. For I wanted to 
belong to Mary even when... I was flighty, as Jesus says. I loved Her poorly, knowing Her little, but I instinctively moved towards Her. Now, since I saw Her 
suffering, I have loved Her as I love her Son-"with all my strength"-and my desire to belong to Our Lady of Sorrows had intensified. I was silent, but I had the 
thorn of desire nailed into my throat. 


I thank Jesus and his Mother, who told you this, and thank you for having understood. It's futile now. I have been saying since last year that Our Lady of Sorrows 
has always acted with overbearance towards me. She wanted me to be guided by a son of hers; for her altar She wanted the work done for other altars; now She 
wants me to die wearing her robe. Well then, let us hope that She wants from her Son what I am asking for all (peace) and what I am asking for myself: the 
salvation of my poor soul. And thus you, too, will have your Fernanda Lorenzoni. 


And that's enough for now; otherwise I'll faint. 
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March 18 
Matthew 23:19 


Yesterday, Friday, silence. Only pain received as a gift and offered as a gift. 
Today Jesus says this: 


"One of the deviations of your thought as Catholics, as Christians in general, lies in this. You get the offering and the altar mixed up. You think the offering is 
greater than the altar. And this occurs even to those among you who are good sons and daughters of the Lord. I will speak to you about this to correct you. 


"Your offerings of prayers and sacrifices are very dear to me, and only in Paradise will you see how I have used them and how much good I have done with them. 


"You give Me your poor things, always permeated with humanity, always sullied with imperfections. You have nothing more beautiful to give Me. Man, even the 
best of men, is always subject to being imperfect. When you are here, with Me, you will no longer be such. 


"Your actions are always imperfect in my eyes. But I look at your effort and affection, at the uprightness with which you offer them. And I do not disdain them. 
Quite the contrary. Rather, I take them with love and sanctify them; I purify them by contact with Me, and, when they have been rendered entirely holy and pure, I 
use them for the good of the world. And for your good. 


"Oh, I am an honest, good banker! I do not leave your savings idle. I do not use them for Myself or for others, leaving you deprived of their fruits. But, rather, I 
treasure them up for you, and, though spending your coins for the needs of the world, with love I accumulate their fruit so that you will find it at the hour of death 
and it may be your endowment to enter my Kingdom. 


"You, then, give Me your poor, always imperfect things, which, however, are so dear to Me. You give them to Me. For-as I said-everything you do by way of good 
works to and for 
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your neighbor you do to Me. And to give bread, water, hospitality, clothing, comfort, teaching, and example is to give so much to your neighbor, as is giving your 
life for him, offering it to Me for the salvation of one or many and for the triumph of good, of my Good, in the world. 


"But, whatever you give Me, always consider that it is not because of it that you receive what you ask for, but because of your God. It is I-that is, the altar-for the 
altar stands for the throne of God-who grant you grace. It is I who sanctify the offering, and not the offering that sanctifies Me. It is I who win and am able, and not 
you that are able and will. 


"When you say, 'Thy will be done' in the 'Our Father,’ you must thus consider that even in your requests you have to accept my will to listen to you and to grant 
you what you ask for. And don't say, 'But I have given and ought to receive.' You have given, and the fact that you have such great faith and trust in Me that it 
seems impossible to you that I would not intervene to heed you is sweeter to Me than a son's caress. But, if for the sake of a consideration which you cannot 
understand, I do not grant something, you must give Me, not a caress, but a kiss, a deeper manifestation of love than a caress-the kiss of your prompt, cheerful, 
humble, holy obedience and resignation to my will. 


"The altar is much more than the offering which is upon it, and it is the altar that speaks. Do not confuse the thing, then, with the One to whom the thing is given. 


"I don't want to call you pharisees, for into this slight fault precisely those of you that are most generous fall, those most willing to love Me with uprightness of 
heart. Pharisees act with varied errors; you have this one alone in your attitude towards God. But since I said, 'Be perfect,’ remove this, too, from your hearts. 


"When you have placed your gift on the altar, when you have given your offerings to Me, your God, let the altar uplift them; let God consecrate them. Remember 
when I had divine fire descend upon poor offerings to consume them in sacrifice with a pleasing odor. No priest, no fire is greater than I, who take 
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your gift and consecrate it and consume it and use it for what I find to be useful, even if it does not appear so to you, and no gift becomes more beautiful than the 
one which is given not only in form, but also with one's thought. Given. And, once given, no longer recalled with haughtiness before Him to whom it has been 
given. My intelligence suffices for Me to remember you. Your smile, your saying, 'Jesus!'-your saying, 'Father!'-is enough for Me, to keep Me present, as if your 
angel lifted your offering to the height of my gaze. 


"Cheer up, my children. The world is fierce. But it is something which passes and never returns. I remain with my goodness, and with Me my celestial world 


remains, where you are awaited in order to forget all the horrors of the Earth in an eternal joy." 


March 19 
John 21:19 


Jesus says: 
"Another brief teaching for those who, having nearly reached the goal, need to make the final efforts to embrace the end of the trial victoriously. 


"Be perfect,' I said. Perfection starts from the most burdensome things and is fulfilled with the lightest ones. It begins by taming the flesh; it is fulfilled by 
cleansing thought of those ideas which are not sinful, but which contain the blemish of a mental injustice that is not pleasing to God -forgiven by God, who is 
merciful, but not pleasing. Now, why seek to come to Me with one's clothing not sullied by stains, but not fresh and pure like that of a lily whose dust has been 
washed away by the morning dew? 


"I am your dew, and I flow forth to remove from you even the slightest blemish of humanity and error and adorn you with my Grace to make you jewels of the 
Father's throne. I have given you my Love and my Blood. I have given you my Word and my 
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Body. But I want to give you more than the Word. I want to give you my Thought. 


"What is thought? It is the soul of the word. When two people love one another, they are satisfied with saying necessary words, but communicate their intimate 
thoughts as well. Oh, the joy of being able to say to those who love us what, like a lightning bolt, like music, like a throb, is burning in our mind and through this 
burning distinguishes us from the beasts, whose mental movements are limited to the rudimentary needs of life! 


"Man thinks, and from thought he draws the masterworks of art, genius, and beauty. Man thinks, and in this thought of his he has an intimate friend who fills even 
the solitude of the hermit with company. Man's thought, spiritual as it is, freely roams throughout the universe. It plunges into the remembrance of distant ages, 
immerses itself in prevision of times to come, studies and contemplates and meditates on God's wonderful works in creation, and reflects on the mysteries of men 
(every man is a mystery enclosed in a mortal robe: luminous or dark, according to his holy or Satanic spirit, a mystery known only to God, for whom nothing is 
unknown), and from contemplation of things and men he rises to contemplations of God. Like a swift eagle that darts from a valley to its peaks and from these 
ascends higher to rove in the sky, to go up towards the sun and seek the stars, so human thought can rise, roam, and immerse itself in the shining purity of God 
after having meditated on human capacity and in divine immensity after having reflected on human relativity, on divine eternity after having contemplated human 
transience, and on Perfection after having observed human imperfection, without the pride which blinds. 


"Well then, how sweet it is to communicate this thought of ours to those we love! Its lights, offered like gems to those dearest to us! It is the love of love, the 
purest, the most select. 


"I want to give you my Thought, have you understand the Thought hidden in the Word. It is as if I took you and introduced you into my Mind and brought you to 
know the treasures enclosed therein. To make you increasingly like Me and thus more pleasing to my and your Father. 


"In the Gospel of John, who perfectly possessed the Thought 
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of the Word of God made Flesh, the thought of his Jesus, Master and Friend, there is a sentence: "Now he said this to indicate the death by which he would glorify 
God.' 


"The death by which he would glorify God. Children! All deaths are glory offered to God when they are accepted and undergone in holiness. May even holy envy 
of this or that death be far removed from you. May the human measurement of the value of this or that death be far from you. Death is a determination by God 
which is fulfilled. Even if its executor is a fierce man making himself the arbiter of the destinies of others and by his adherence to Satan becoming Satan's tool to 
torment his fellows and be their assassin, cursed by Me, death is always a final act of obedience to God, who has inflicted death on man for his sin. 


"You are familiar with so many indulgences, and there are petty souls (not little-petty) that, in their restricted religion wrapped in practices like a mummy in the 
darkness of a hypogeum, tally the daily sum of how many days of indulgence they acquire with this or that prayer. Indulgences exist so that you may enjoy them 
in the future life-it's true. But illuminate, give wings to your soul and your religion. They are heavenly realities. Don't make them slaves imprisoned in a dark jail. 
Light, light, wings, wings. Rise up! Love! Pray so as to love; be good so as to love; live so as to love. 


"There are two indulgences which are the greatest-plenary. And they come from God, from Me, the eternal Pontiff. That of Love, which covers a multitude of sins. 
It destroys them in its fire. Those who love with all their strength consume their human imperfections moment by moment. Those who love commit nothing more 
than imperfections. The second plenary indulgence, granted by God, is that of a resigned death, of whatever kind it may be, a death willing to offer a final act of 
obedience to God. 


"Death is always a calvary. Great or small, it is always a calvary. And it is always 'great,' even if it apparently has nothing making it seem to be so, for it is adjusted 
by God to the strength of each (I am speaking here of my children, not of those who are 


172 


children of Satan), to the strength which God increases in the measure of the death that is the destiny of his creature; and it is great because, if fulfilled in a holy 
way, it takes on the greatness of what is holy. Every holy death, then, is glory rendered to God. 


"How beautiful it is to see the rose opening on its stem! Observe it: it is enclosed like a ruby in its emerald setting, but it opens the thin plates of the setting and, 
like a mouth opening into a smile, unlocks the purple petals. With its silken smile it responds to the kiss of the sun. It opens. It is a halo of living velvet around the 
gold of the pistils. With its color and fragrance it sings the glory of the One who created it, and then in the evening it wearily bends and dies with a more intense 
scent, which is its final praise for the Lord. 


"In forests how beautiful it is in the evening to hear the choir of the birds that, before going to rest, with all the trills of their throats sing the prayer of praise to the 
Father, who has nourished them! The choir seems to subside, but there is always the most enamored one, that casts forth a new trill and incites the others to follow 
him, for the sun has not yet set and the light is so pretty that it must receive a farewell so that it will love them and come back in the morning, for the good Lord 
still allows a seed to be seen on the ground, a dazed gnat, a tuft of wool to take to one's young or give to the little stomach that the good Lord feeds. And the choir 
continues until the light fades and the grateful ones gather themselves on the branch, little balls of warmth that still have a peep under their feathers to say, "Thank 
you, O my Creator' 


"The death of the just is like that of the rose; it is like the bird's sleep. Sweet, beautiful, pleasing to the Lord. In the area of a circus or in the darkness of a jail, in the 
midst of family affections or in the solitude of those without anyone, swift or long in torments, it is always, always, always glory rendered to God. 


"Accept it in peace. Desire it in peace. Fulfill it in peace. May my peace remain in you even in this trial, in this desire, in this consummation. May you already have 
my eternal peace in you, beginning now, and for this final matter. 


"Consider that the bloody death of an Agatha is no different for Me from that of a Liduina or a Therese Martin or a Dominic 
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de Guzman or a Thomas More or a Contardo Ferrini. 
"As I said, whoever does the will of my Father is blessed. I said, 'Blessed,' and my brother and sister and mother. I said this. For I glorified God my Father by doing 


his will in life and in death. Imitate your Master, then, and I will call you 'my brothers, my sisters." 


March 22 


Jesus says: 
"Yesterday's dictation elicits the following one. 


"The families which are not families and which are the origin of serious misfortunes radiating out from within the family cell to ruin the structures of nations and, 
afterwards, world peace, are the families in which God does not rule, but, rather, sensuality and self-interest hold sway and, therefore, filiation with Satan. Created 
on the basis of sensuality and self-interest, they do no rise to what is holy, but, like unhealthy grass sprouting in the mire, they always crawl towards the earth. 


"The angel said to Tobiah, 'I will teach you who the devil has power over.' 


"Oh, there really are spouses who are under demoniac power from the first hour of their marriage! Indeed, there are people who are such even before getting 
married. They are this way from the moment they make the decision to find a male or female companion and do not do so with an upright purpose, but 
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with deceitful calculations where selfishness and sensuality hold sovereign sway. 
"Nothing is healthier or holier than two people who sincerely love one another and unite to perpetuate the human race and give souls to Heaven. 


"The dignity of a man and a woman who become parents is second only to God's. Not even royal dignity is like this. For a king, even the wisest one, does nothing 
but administer his subjects. These parents, on the other hand, attract God's gaze towards themselves and carry off from that gaze a new soul, which they enclose in 
the sheath of the flesh born to them. I would almost say they have God as their subject, in that moment, since God immediately creates a new soul for their upright 
love forming a union to give a new citizen to Earth and Heaven. 


"If they were to consider this power of theirs, to which God assents at once! The angels cannot do so much; rather, the angels, like God, are immediately ready to 
support the act of the fruitful spouses and become guardians of the new creature. But there are many who, as Raphael says, embrace the marriage state in such a 
way as to banish God from themselves and their minds and abandon themselves to lust. And the devil has power over these. 


"What difference is there between a sinful bed and the bed of two spouses who do not refuse pleasure, but do refuse offspring? Let's not engage in verbal 
acrobatics and deceitful reasoning. The difference is quite small. For if, because of illness or imperfections, it is advisable or permissible not to have children, 
people must then manage to be continent and deprive themselves of the sterile satisfactions which are nothing but sensual pleasure. If, on the other hand, no 
obstacle to procreation intervenes, why do you make a natural and supernatural law an immoral act by deforming its purpose? 


"When any honest consideration induces you not to increase the number of children, manage to live as chaste spouses and not as lustful monkeys. How can you 
want God's angel to watch over your home when you turn it into a den of sin? How can you 
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want God to protect you when you force Him to avert his gaze in disgust from your sullied nest? 


"Oh, the families are wretched that are formed without supernatural preparation! The families from which all searching for Truth has been excluded a priori and 
where, on the contrary, the word of Truth is derided which teaches what Marriage is and why it exists. The families are wretched that are formed without any 
thought for what is superior, but only under the spur of sensual appetite and financial considerations! How many spouses, after the inevitable custom of the 
religious ceremony-I said 'custom,' and I repeat it, since for the majority it is nothing but a custom and not the soul's aspiration to have God with it at that 
moment-no longer have a thought for God and make the Sacrament-which does not end with the religious ceremony, but begins then and lasts as long as the life 
of the spouses, according to my thought, just as the taking of vows does not last as long as the religious ceremony, but as long as the life of the man or woman 
religious-and they make the Sacrament a party and turn the party into an outlet for bestiality! 


"The angel teaches Tobiah that, by having the act preceded by prayer, the act becomes holy and blessed and fruitful in true joys and offspring. 


"It would be necessary to do this. For people to enter into marriage when moved by the desire for children, for this is the purpose of the human union, and every 
other purpose is a sin dishonoring man as a rational being and wounding the spirit, the temple of God, which flees in disdain, and to bear God in mind at all times. 
God is not an oppressive jailer, but God is a good Father who exults in the honest joys of his sons and daughters and responds to their holy embraces with 
heavenly blessings and with the approval which the creation of a new soul is proof of. 


"But who will understand this page? As if I had spoken the language of an unknown planet, you will read it without perceiving its holy savor. It will seem like old 
straw to you, and it is heavenly doctrine. You, the learned of this time, will mock it. 
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And you do not know that Satan is laughing over your foolishness; thanks to your incontinence, your bestiality, he has managed to turn to your condemnation 
what God created for your good: marriage as a human union and as a Sacrament. 


"I shall repeat for you so that you will remember them and be guided by them-if you can still do so through a residue of human dignity surviving in you-Tobiah's 
words to his wife: 'We are the children of saints and we cannot unite like the gentiles who do not know God.' 


"Let them be your norm. For, even if you were born where sanctity had already died, Baptism has still made you sons and daughters of God, of the Holy of holies, 
and thus you can always say that you are the children of saints-of the Holy One-and be guided by this. You will then have descendants in whom the name of the 
Lord will be blessed, and they will live in his Law. 


"And when the children live in the divine Law, the parents reap the benefits, for it teaches virtues, respect, and love, and the first to benefit therefrom, after God, 
are the fortunate parents, the holy spouses who have managed to make marriage a perpetual rite and not a dishonorable vice." 


March 25 
Isaiah 7:10-16 


Jesus says: 


"What my son of old, out of holy fear of God, prudently did not want to do, resisting the temptation I had sent him as a trial, is what you are now requesting, not 
because of a temptation coming from Me, but through a regurgitation of your rebellious spirit guided by the forces of Evil, instigated by your Enemy, whom you 
love more than you love Me, your Most High Lord, 
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above whom there is no other. 


"You ask for a sign. You ask for it with your impure hearts and your blasphemous lips. And you thus request it in a way that is derision of my power, negation of 
my existence. You badger Me to show Myself with a sign because you doubt my existence. 


"In the time of my Son, the Jews also badgered Him to give them a sign about his Nature, for they denied in their hearts that He was the Son of God. And the only 
sign which made them aware of their deicide was the one that came after the death of my Word. An unavoidable punishment for those who were deaf and blind to 
the prodigies and words of my Christ. 


"You do not receive a sign from your God because I do not manifest Myself to those who deny Me. You instead receive the multiple signs of the one you worship 
as slaves. He, the Enemy, multiplies his signs, and you, now close to the time of worship of the apocalyptic Beast, remain seduced by them and consider that the 
creator of such signs is greater than I, is the only one that exists. You wonder, 'Who is God? Who is He?' And inside yourselves, to justify your acts of wickedness, 
you reply, 'God does not exist.' 


"I am who I am. I am so superior to you that no manifestation of mine would now be understood by the world, which has plunged into the most terrible darkness 
and foolishness. What you think is progress is your regression to the twilight of the early times, when men, having lost God and his Paradise, were only slightly 
superior to beasts and pushed their corruption to such a point that I decided to exterminate the race, at which I was indignant. 


"The end will be like the beginning. The circle closes by joining the two dark stumps to each other. The new flood-that is, God's wrath-will come in another form. 
But it will still be wrath. Faithful to my word, I will not send the flood again. 
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But I will let the Satanic forces send the flood of the Satanic acts of cruelty. 


"You have received the Light. I sent you my Light, so that the parabola of humanity would be illuminated by It. I sent It so that it could not be said that I wanted to 
keep you in the twilight of expectation. If you had welcomed It, the whole other part of the circle which will join together man's way, from his beginning to his 
end, would have been illuminated by the Light of God, and humanity would have been enwrapped in this Light of salvation, which would have led you without 
shocks and pains into the City of Eternal Light. 


"But you have rejected the Light. And It shone at the summit of the circle and then remained increasingly distant from you, that have descended by the other way, 
not saying to It, 'Lord, remain with us, for the evening of the ages is falling and we do not want to perish without your Light.' As in the course of the day, you men 
came to meet the Light, received It, and then returned to the darkness. It, my Light, my Word, has remained as the Sun set in his Heaven, where He returned after, 
not death, but your rejection of Him sent Him back. 


"It, my Light, my Word, has remained the Teacher for those few who love Him and have welcomed his Light into themselves. And no darkness can extinguish It, 
for they defend this Light, their love, even at the cost of their lives. Because of this faithful love of theirs they shall have Life in Me, for they already possess my 
Emmanuel and thus have God with them already. That Emmanuel whom the Virgin, joined to Me, conceived and gave birth to. The only sign given by God to the 
house of David, to the kingdom of Judah, to make it sure of its duration, which would have been eternal if my people had not rejected my Emmanuel. 


"In the prophecy of my prophet it is stated, 'He will have butter and honey as food until he is able to reject evil and choose good.' 


"By his wisdom, enduring in Him even in his condition as Man, in which his divine Nature had been annihilated, under 
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the exigency of a love so great as to be incomprehensible for you-a love which spurred Him to humiliate Himself, the Infinite, in the circumscribed wretchedness 
of mortal flesh-He was always able to distinguish between Good and Evil. He did not need years to arrive at the possession of reason and the faculty of 
discernment. And if, so as not to violate order, He wanted to follow the common stages of human life under that appearance of an infant's incapacity, of the 
semi-incapacity of a child, He possessed in concealment the treasures of his infinite Wisdom. 


"But that prophetic word means that He would feed on humility and concealment until the moment in which, when the time came, He would become the Teacher 
of Israel, the Teacher of the world. My testimony, the Defender of the Father's cause, and, like a flame free from concealment, He would shine in the power of his 
Light and his Messianic Nature, showing gentleness to the good and severity to the wicked, shaking, watering, and fecundating hearts, and giving to man-not to 
Himself, for He had no need of that gift-discernment to distinguish between Good and Evil, removing every doubt, every nebulosity in this regard. 


"He came to perfect the Law and make it clear for you with his teaching and capable of being followed with his example. He came and loved Good and rejected 
Evil so much that He agreed to die so that Good would triumph in the world and in hearts and Evil would be defeated by his divine Blood. 


"No more butter and honey for my Christ when He arrived at manhood. But vinegar and gall. Vinegar and gall in the final hour, preceded by the metaphorical 
vinegar and gall of three years of public life continually combatted by his enemies and rendered difficult by the burdensomeness of his friends and disciples. 


The lips of my Christ are still afflicted by the gall and vinegar of this insolent race. And the Father is saddened over the pain of his Son. And his affliction turns 
into wrath towards you, men who no longer have a spirit faithful to your God. The Sacrifice which is repeated on the altars of the earth is no longer salvation for 
you. But as from Golgotha the Blood of my Son fell on his slayers, crying out his pain to Me and provoking my punishment, so now it falls upon you -hypocrites 
and blasphemers, 
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deniers and debauchees, haters of God and of man, your brother-and marks you with blood and fire for condemnation. 


"The Earth howls like a creature afraid of the monsters inhabiting it; the Universe trembles with horror at the sight of the crimes covering the Earth. I, your God, 


burn with divine wrath at your corruption in flesh, mind, and spirit. Neither the mercy of the Savior nor that of the Virgin and the Saints appease my wrath with 
their prayer. 


"Truly, as in the times of Moses, I say, 'I will erase those who have sinned against Me from my Book, and if I were to enter into your midst just once, I would 
exterminate you.' Truly, I say that only to my remaining children do I speak as a friend, for by their faithfulness they have found grace in my sight, and I will show 
them my Good and have mercy on them. And even more benign than with my servant Moses, for my most holy Son has brought you his benignity and established 
the Kingdom of Benignity, without waiting for the day you come to Heaven, I will make the Face of my Christ shine in you, O my faithful children who adore Me 
with holy respect and with filial love. 


"Love It, for whoever loves It loves Me. Love It, for it is your salvation. The Star did not appear only for Jacob. But for all those who love God with all their 
strength. And Christ the Star, after the earthly struggles, will lead them to Me in Heaven, where your place is ready -O you blessed ones, for whom my Word did 
not take on Flesh in vain, and my Christ did not die to no purpose." 


After so long I have heard the Father's voice again. I thought it was Jesus, who since this morning had made me feel He had something to say about this passage 
from Isaiah, not commented on in November, when the Master commented on the Prophets for me. It was, however, the Eternal Father. It has brought me 
blessedness, though the dictation is severe as regards mankind in general. 
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May the Father increase my love for Him more and more so that I, too, may reach Heaven. 


After having written this dictation, I began to rest. It was then 2 a.m. on the 26th. I saw the Mother again, not in a vision, but as if She were alive in my room. It 
had been so long since I had seen Her that way, for me alone, and I was so saddened by that. I fell asleep, feeling Her close to me, just like a mother, and I woke 
up still smiling at the sweet presence, which continues here. 


How beautiful She is! More and more beautiful, the more one looks at Her and loves Her! 


March 28 


Jesus says: 


"On reading the Gospel in a distracted way, as you do, too many truths escape you. You take in the major teachings-even these, poorly, and adapting them to your 
present way of seeing. 


"Anyway, know that it is not the Gospel that must adapt to you, but you to the Gospel. It is the way it is. Its teaching was that way in its first century of existence, 
and it will be that way in the last one, even if the last century were to come in billions of years. You will no longer be able to live according to the Gospel-you are 
able to do so very little already-but not for this reason will the Gospel become different. It will always say the same vital truths to you. 


"Your wanting to adapt the Gospel to your way of living is a confession of your spiritual wretchedness. If you had faith in the eternal truths and in Me, who have 
proclaimed them, you would strive to live out the Gospel integrally, just as the early Christians did. And don't say, "But life now is such that we cannot follow these 
teachings to perfection. We admire them, but we are too different from them to follow them.' 


"The pagans of the first centuries were also very-excessively-different from the Gospel, and yet they were able to follow it. Lustful, greedy, cruel, skeptical, and 
dissolute, they managed 
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to tear all these octopuses away from themselves, lay bare their souls, make them bleed to wrench them away from the tentacles of pagan life, and come to Me, so 
wounded in thought, affections, and habits, saying to Me, 'Lord, if You want to, you can heal me. ' And I healed them. I closed their heroic wounds. 


"For it is heroism to be able to wrench from oneself that which is an evil out of love for a law that is totally accepted. It is heroism to slash from oneself all that is 
an impediment to following Me. It is the heroism which I have indicated: 'In truth I say that to follow Me it is necessary to leave home, fields, wealth, and 
affections. But whoever is able to leave all to come to Me, out of love for my Name, will be given a hundredfold in the other life. In truth I say that whoever has 
been regenerated in following Me will possess the Kingdom and will come with Me to judge men on the last day." 


"Oh, my true faithful ones! With Me, with Me you shall be a jubilant, radiant multitude in the hour of my triumph, of your triumph, for all that is mine is yours; it 
belongs to my children, to my beloved lovers my blessed ones, my joy. 


"But it is necessary to be regenerated,’ O men, to be mine. To be regenerated. John, too, says so, just as Matthew does, quoting my words-the latter, when 
speaking of the rich young man, and my beloved disciple, when speaking of Nicodemus. It is necessary to be reborn. It is necessary to be regenerated. To make 
oneself a new soul, O new gentiles of the twentieth century. To remake it by stripping oneself of the world's compromises and ideas, to embrace my Idea and live it 
out. To live it out truly. Integrally. 


"That is what the gentiles of the first centuries did, and they became the glorious saints of Heaven. And they brought civilization to the Earth. This is what you 
must do, if you really love Me, if you really care for the other Life, if you really work for civilization on Earth. The Earth now! More uncivilized than a tribe buried 
in the virgin forests, And why? Because it has rejected 
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Me. Calling oneself a Christian does not mean that one is. It is not having received Baptism for the sake of form that constitutes one as such. 'Christian' means to 
be as Christ said one should be. As the Gospel repeats to you. 


"But you read the Gospel very little. You read it poorly. You trim it of what bores you in the major teachings. And, what is more, you don't even notice the more 
delicate ones. 


"But tell me something. When an artist is preparing to carry out a work, does he limit himself to creating a rough design, if he is a sculptor, to doing a sketch, if a 
painter, or to raising walls, if he is an architect? No. After the work of approximation, he gets down to the details. These take much longer to finish than the 
preparatory work. But it is these that create a masterpiece. 


"To perfect that creation how lovingly the sculptor works with chisel and hammer on the marble, which already seems to be alive to those who are not expert! He 
is so precise and intent in his work that he resembles a goldsmith. But see how that face of stone takes on life under the caress -it is so attentive and light that it is 
now a caress-of the tool. The eyes seem to be adorned with a glance; the nostrils seem to swell with respiration; the mouth becomes as soft as the curving of 
slightly warm lips; and the hair, ah, is no longer hard in the stone, but airy and pliant, as if the wind were flowing through it or a loving hand were tousling it. 


"Observe that painter. The cloth is already finished. It is beautiful-it looks lovely, perfect. But he does not rest. Look, here a blue-black shadow is needed, and 
there, a touch of carmine. On this flower shining in the hand of this virgin a spark of sunlight is needed to make it stand out in its pearly whiteness. On this cheek a 
teardrop is needed to bring life to the ecstatic joy arising suddenly in the midst of torments. This flowering field, where these flocks pass by and graze, should be 
sprinkled with dew to bring out the flowers' silkiness. The painter does not rest until the work is so perfect as to prompt the exclamation, 'It's real!' Nor does the 
architect or the musician or all the other true artists who want to give the world masterpieces. 
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"And this is what you must do with the masterwork of your spiritual life. 


"But what do you think? That I, who was so foreign to discourses, added words for the pleasure of saying them? No. I said what was strictly necessary to bring 
you to perfection. And if in the great teaching of the Gospel there are the resources to give salvation to your souls, in the most minute touches there are the 
resources to give you perfection. 


"The former are commands. To disobey them means to die to Life. The latter are counsels. To obey these means to have a more and more ardent sanctity and to 
approach the Father's Perfection increasingly. 


"Now, Matthew's Gospel states, 'Because of the multiplication of iniquity charity will grow cold in many.' O children, this is a great truth which is meditated on 
very little. 


"What are you suffering from now? From a lack of love. At root, what are wars? Hatred. What is hatred? The antithesis of love. Political reasons? Living room? 
An unjust border? A political offense? Excuses, excuses. 


"You don't love one another. You don't feel yourselves to be brothers and sisters. You don't remember that you have all come from one blood, that you are all born 
in the same way, that you all die in the same way, that you are all hungry, thirsty, cold, and sleepy in the same way and need bread, clothing, housing, and heat in 
the same way. You don't remember that I said, 'Love one another. From the way you love one another people will understand that you are my disciples. Love your 
neighbor as yourselves.' 


"You think these truths are the words of a fairy tale. You think this doctrine of mine is the doctrine of a madman. You replace them with many poor human 
doctrines-poor or wicked, according to their creators. But even the most perfect ones among them, if they differ from mine, are imperfect. Like the mythical statue, 
a great many of them will contain precious 
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metal. But the base will be made of slime and in the end will bring about the collapse of the whole doctrine. And in the collapse, the ruin of those who have relied 
on it. Mine does not collapse. Whoever relies on it is not ruined, but rises to greater and greater security: he rises to Heaven, to the alliance with God on earth, to 
the possession of God beyond the earth. 


"But charity cannot exist where iniquity resides. For charity is God, and God does not coexist with Evil. Whoever loves Evil thus hates God. In hating God he 
increases his iniquities and separates from God-Charity more and more. This is a circle that one does not come out of and that clasps you to torture you. 


"Whether powerful or humble, you have increased your sins. Having neglected the Gospel, derided the Commandments, and forgotten God -for those living 
according to the flesh, those living according to mental pride, and those living according to the counsels of Satan cannot say they remember Him -you have 
trampled on the family, robbed, blasphemed, killed, borne false testimony, lied, fornicated, and rendered the illicit licit. Here robbing a job, a wife, or a patrimony; 
there, higher up, robbing power or national freedom, increasing your thievery with the sin of lying to justify to peoples your conduct, which sends them to their 
death. The poor peoples, that ask for nothing except to live in peace! And that you incite with poisonous lies, hurling them against each other to guarantee for 
yourselves a well-being which it is not licit for you to obtain at the price of blood, tears, and the sacrifice of whole nations. 


"But individuals-how much they are to blame for the great sin of the great! It is the heap of little individual sins that creates the basis for Sin. If each lived in a holy 
way, without greed for flesh, money, and power, how could Sin be created? There would still be evildoers. But they would be rendered harmless because no one 
would serve them. Like well-isolated madmen, they would go on raving over their obscene dreams of overbearance. But the dreams would never come true. Even 
if Satan helped them, his aid would be nullified by the opposing unity of all mankind, rendered holy by living according to God. And, in addition, mankind would 
have God with it A benign God towards his obedient, good sons and daughters. Charity, then, would be 
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in hearts. Alive and sanctifying. And iniquity would fall. 


"Do you see, O children, the need to love as not to be iniquitous and the need not to be iniquitous in order to possess love? Strive to love. If you loved... Just a 
little! If you began to love. The beginning would suffice, and then everything would go forward by itself 


"The harvest cannot be gathered if the ear does not mature. The ear cannot mature if it is not formed. And it cannot be formed if the tuft has not formed. But if the 
farmer did not cast the little seed into the sod, could the green tuft supporting the glory of the ears like a living chalice emerge from the furrow? The seed is so 
small! And yet it breaks the glebe, penetrates the earth, sucks on it like an eager mouth, and then exposes to the sun its blessed pomp of future bread and with its 
color of hope or its gold rustling in the wind and shining in the sun sings the blessing, to Him who gives the Bread and bread to man. If the seed no longer 
existed-so small that many of them are needed to fill the gullet of a sparrow-you would not even have the Host on the altar. You would die of physical hunger and 
spiritual starvation. 


"Place a seed, a little seed of charity, in every heart. Let it penetrate there. Make it grow in you. Turn your naked greed into a fertile flowering of holy works all 
arising from charity. The earth, now tribulations and thorns in its entirety, would change its visage and its harshness, which torture you, into a placid, good 
dwelling, a foretaste of blessed Heaven. To love one another is to be in Heaven already. For Heaven is nothing but love. 


"Read and read the Gospel, and read it even in its most minute sentences. Live it out in its shades of perfection. Begin with love. It seems to be the most difficult 
precept and counsel. But it is the key to everything. To all Good. To all Joy. To all Peace." 


March 29 
Il a.m. 


Jesus says: 


"Write: 'Against the power -of the Devil, the Cross has all power.' And then describe what you will see. 
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"It is the week of Passion: the one preparing the triumph of the Cross. The cross is veiled on the altars, but the Crucified One is at work more than ever on his 
glorious scaffold, behind his veil, for those who love and beseech Him. 


"Describe." 


I see a young woman, little more than a girl. She is struggling with a young man about thirty years old. The woman is beautiful. Tall, brown-haired, and shapely. 
The young man is also handsome. But in the same measure as the woman has a gentle, though severe, look, under his forced smile, there is something not very 
pleasant about the man. Under a patina of benevolence, he seems to have a dark, threatening character. 


He is making great protestations of affection for the young woman, declaring he is ready to make her a happy wife, the queen of his heart and his home. But the 
woman, whom I hear addressed as "Justine," rejects these proposals of love with serene constancy. 


"But you could make me a saint of your God, Justine. Because you are a Christian-I know. But I am not an enemy of the Christians. I am not incredulous regarding 
the truths of the hereafter. I believe in the other life and in the existence of the spirit. I believe spiritual beings watch over us and manifest themselves and help us. 
I, too, receive assistance from them. As you see, I believe what you believe, and I can never accuse you because I would have to accuse myself as well of the same 
sin as yours. I do not believe, as many do, that Christians are men who practice evil magic. And I am convinced that the two of us, joined together, will do great 
things." 


"Cyprian, don't insist. I am not arguing about your beliefs. I also want to believe that we will do great things together. I do not even deny that I am a Christian, and 
I want to acknowledge that you love Christians. I will pray that you may love them to the point of becoming a hero among them. Then, God willing, we shall be 
joined in a destiny. In an entirely spiritual destiny, though. For I am averse to other unions, wanting to reserve my whole self for my Lord to obtain that Life in 
which you say you believe as well and come to possess friendship with those spirits 
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that you, too, recognize as watching over us and doing good works in the name of the Lord." 
"Be careful, Justine! My sentinel spirit is powerful. He will force you to give in to me." 


"Oh, no! If he is a heavenly spirit, he can want only what God wants. And God wants virginity for me and, I hope, martyrdom. Your spirit thus cannot spur me 
towards anything contrary to God's will. For if, moreover, he is a spirit not coming from Heaven, then he can have no power over me, above whom the victorious 
sign is uplifted as a defense. In my mind, in my heart, in my spirit, and upon my flesh that sign is alive, and flesh, mind, heart, and spirit will be victorious over any 
voice except that of my Lord. Go in peace, brother, and my God enlighten you to know the truth. I will pray for the light of your soul." 


Cyprian leaves the house, muttering threats which I do not understand clearly. And Justine watches him depart with tears of pity. She then withdraws in prayer 
after having reassured two elderly people, who must be her parents, who rushed in as soon as the young man left. "Don't be afraid. God will protect us and make 
Cyprian our own. Pray as well, and have faith." 


The vision has two parts, as if the scene were splitting in two. In one I see Justine's room, and in the other, a room in Cyprian's house. 


The former is praying, prostrated before a simple cross, drawn between two windows as if it were an ornamental design, above which there is the figure of the 
Lamb, flanked on one side by the fish and on the other by a fount which seems to draw its liquid from the drops of blood flowing from the lacerated throat of the 
mystical Lamb. I understand they are figures from the Christian symbolism in vogue in those cruel times. In the midst of the air above Justine, prostrated in prayer, 
there hovers a gentle luminosity which, though incorporeal, has an angelic appearance. 


In Cyprian's room, on the other hand, in the midst of cabalistic instruments and cabalistic and magical signs, Cyprian himself is intent on trafficking, moving 
around a tripod on which he is throwing resinous substances, I would say, which form thick 
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spirals of smoke, and tracing out signs upon them, murmuring the words of some obscure rites. In the environment, which is filled with a bluish mist concealing 
the outlines of objects and making Cyprian's body seem to emerge from a distance through tremulous waters, a phosphorescent dot takes shape which slowly 
grows until it reaches a volume like that of a human body I hear words whose meaning I do not grasp. I see, though, that Cyprian kneels down and offers signs of 
veneration as if he were praying to someone powerful. The mist gradually disappears, and Cyprian is alone again. 


In Justine's room, on the other hand, a change is taking place. A phosphoric point dancing like a will-o'-the-wisp forms tighter and tighter circles around the young 
woman in prayer. My inner counselor advises me that it is the hour of temptation for Justine and that light conceals an evil spirit who, by prompting sensations and 
mental visions, seeks to incline God's virgin toward sensuality 


"I do not see what she sees. I see only that she is suffering and that, when she is about to be overcome, she defeats the occult power with the sign of the cross 
traced out by her hand upon herself and in the air with a little cross she has removed from over her breast. When, the third time, the temptation must be violent, 
Justine leans against the cross drawn on the wall and raises the other little cross in front of herself with both hands. She looks like an isolated soldier defending 
herself to the rear by remaining pressed against an unshakable refuge and in front with an invincible shield. The phosphoric light does not withstand that twofold 
sign and dissolves. Justine remains in prayer. 


There is a gap here, for the vision appears to be interrupted. But I rediscover it later with the same individuals. The virgin and Cyprian are still there, in a brief 
conversation attended by many people who join Cyprian in asking the girl to give in and get married so as to free the city from a pestilence. 


"It is not I," Justine responds, "who ought to change my way of thinking, but your Cyprian. Let him free himself from slavery to his evil spirit, and the city will be 
saved. Now, more than ever, I remain faithful to the God in whom I believe, and I sacrifice everything to Him for the good of all of you. And now it will 
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be seen whether the power of my God is superior to that of your gods and of the Evil One, whom he worships." 


"The crowd rises up, some against Cyprian and some against the young woman... whom I find once again together with the young man, now much older and 
displaying the signs of priesthood: the palium and circular tonsure, no longer with the flamboyant, rather long hair he had before. 


They are in the Antioch prison, awaiting martyrdom, and Cyprian reminds his female companion of a former conversation. 


"So now what we prophesied as having to take place is occurring in a different way. Your cross has won, Justine. You have been my teacher, not my wife. You 
have freed me from evil and led me to Life. When the spirit of darkness I worshipped confessed to me his incapacity to overcome you, I understood. 'She is 
victorious through the Cross,' he said to me. 'My power over her is null. Her Crucified God is more powerful than all of Hell together. He has already won out over 
me on numberless occasions and will always win out. Whoever believes in Him and in his Sign is saved from all treachery. Only those who do not believe in Him 
and disdain his Cross fall into our power and perish in our fire.' I did not want to go to that fire, but know the Fire of God that made you so beautiful and pure, so 
powerful and holy. You are the mother of my soul, and since you are my mother, I ask you in this hour to nourish my weakness with your strength so that we may 
rise to God together." 


"You are now my bishop, my brother. In the name of Christ our Lord, absolve me from every sin so that, purer than a lily, I may precede you into glory." 


"I bless you. I do not absolve you, for there is no sin in you. And forgive your brother for all the traps I have set for you. Pray for me, who have committed so 
many errors." 


"Your blood and your present love wash away every trace of error. But let us pray together: 'Our Father. -.."" 
Some jailers enter to disturb the noble prayer. 
"Are the torments still not enough for you? Are you still withstanding? You won't sacrifice to the gods?" 


"We offer the sacrifice of ourselves to God. To the true, one, 
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eternal, holy God. Give us Life. That's what we want. Through Jesus Christ, the Lord of the world and of Rome, through the powerful King, before whom Caesar 
is base dust, through the God before whom the angels bow and the demons tremble. For us, death." 


The slayers furiously knock them to the ground and drag them along without being able to separate them, for the hands of Christ's two heroes are joined to each 
other. 


They thus go to the place of martyrdom, which seems to be one of the usual halls of the Quaestors. And two downward strokes falling from two muscular 
executioners sever the two heroic heads and give the souls wings for Heaven. 


The vision ends like this. 


Jesus says: 
"The story of Justine of Antioch and Cyprian is one of the most beautiful stories in confirmation of my Cross. 


"The Cross, the scaffold watered by my Blood, has, over the course of the centuries, worked numberless miracles. And it would still work them if you had faith in 
it. But the miracle of the conversion of Cyprian, a soul in the power of Satan that becomes a martyr of Jesus, is one of the most powerful and beautiful miracles. 


"What do you see, O men? A girl alone with a little cross in her hands and a tenuous cross sketched on the wall. A girl with a heart truly convinced of the power of 
the Cross who takes refuge in it to overcome. 


"In front of her, a man whom trafficking with Satan enriches with all the capital vices. In him are lust, wrath, deceit, spiritual blindness, and error. In him are 
sacrilege and alliance with the forces of Hell. And assisting him is the lord of Hell with all his seductions. 


"Well then, the girl is victorious. And not only this, but, clinched by an invincible power, Satan must confess the truth and lose his follower. The faithful virgin is 
not victorious for herself alone, but for her city, freeing Antioch from the witchcraft which is spreading like a pestilence, killing the citizens. And she is victorious 
for Cyprian, turning him, a servant of Satan, 
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into a servant of Christ. The devil, illness, and man-overcome by a girl's hand holding up the cross. 


"You are not very familiar with this martyr of mine. But you ought to depict her standing upright upon the stone covering Hell, under which Satan is snarling, 
defeated and imprisoned, with her little hand armed with the cross. And remember her that way, and imitate her that way. For Satan, now more than ever, is 
scurrying over the earth and unleashing his forces of evil to make you perish. And there is nothing but the Cross that can defeat him. Remember that he himself 
confessed, 'The Crucified God is more powerful than all of Hell. He will always defeat me. Whoever believes in Him is safe from every snare." 


"Faith, faith, my children. It is a vital matter for you. Either you believe, and you will have good, or you do not believe, and you will experience more and more 
evil. 


"O you that believe, use this sign with veneration. O you that are doubtful and with doubt have erased it from your spirit, as if under the effects of corrosive 
juices-and doubt is in fact as corrosive as an acid-sculpt this sign again in your thought and in your heart which renders you sure of divine protection. 


"If the cross is now veiled as a symbol of my death, let it never be veiled in your hearts. As if upon an altar, let it shine therein. And let it be light to guide you to 
your destination. Let it be the banner upon which you will focus your blessed gaze on the last day, when by that sign I will separate the sheep from the billy goats 
and push the latter into eternal Darkness, bringing my blessed ones into the Light with Me." 


Jesus then says to me: 


"You have experienced the power of the Cross. You have no doubts about the authenticity of the vision, for you, too, have seen Satan fleeing under your hand 
uplifting my cross. But how few are those who believe this way! And in not believing they do not even have recourse to this blessed sign. 
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"This vision should also be included in the gospels of Faith. It is not the Gospel. But it is Faith. And it is still the Gospel, for I said, 'I will give to those who believe 
in Me the power to trample on snakes and scorpions and the Enemy's power, and nothing will do them harm.' 


"May your faith increase with every beat of your heart. And if, in weariness, it slows down its beating, may your believing not slow down. 


"The closer the hour of reunion with God comes, the more faith must be increased. For in the hour of death, Satan, who has never tired of disturbing you with his 
deceits-and, crafty, fierce, and flattering as he is, has sought to bend you with smiles, songs, roars, hisses, caresses, and scratches -augments his operations to tear 
you away from Heaven. This is precisely the time to embrace the Cross so that the waves of the final Satanic storm will not submerge you. Afterwards eternal 
Peace comes. 


"Cheer up, Maria. May the Cross be your strength now and at the hour of death. 


"Let the cross of death, man's last cross, have two arms. Let one be my Cross, and the other, the name of Mary Then death occurs in the peace of those liberated as 
well from the nearness of Satan. For he, the Accursed One, does not endure the Cross and the Name of my Mother. 


"Let this be made known to many. For you all have to die, and you all need this teaching to emerge victoriously from the final snare of the one who hates you 
immensely." 


March 30 


I see a cavern in the rock where there is a bed of piled-up leaves on a rustic frame of interwoven branches bound together with rushes. It must be as comfortable as 
a rack for torture. The grotto also has a large stone which serves as a table and a smaller one which serves as a chair. Against the side farthest back 
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there is another one: a large stone splinter sticking out of the rock which-I don't know whether it is naturally or by patient, toilsome human effort-has been 
polished and presents a rather smooth surface. Upon this, which looks like a rustic altar, a cross made of two wicker-bound branches is resting. The inhabitant of 
the grotto has also planted ivy in an earthy cleft in the ground and guided its branches to frame the cross and encircle it, while, in two rustic vases, which seemed 
to have been modeled in the clay by an unskilled hand, there are wild flowers picked nearby, and, right at the foot of the cross, in a giant shell, there is a little wild 
cyclamen plant with small, very clean-cut leaves and two buds which are about to blossom. At the foot of this altar there is a sheaf of thorny branches and a 
scourge with knotted cords. In the grotto there is also a rustic jug with water. Nothing else. 


Through the narrow, low aperture mountains can be seen in the background, and, since there appears a moving luminosity which is glimpsed in the distance, one 
would assume that the sea is visible from this point. But I cannot confirm this. Pendulous ivy branches, honeysuckle, and wild rosebushes -all the usual pomp of 
mountainous locations-hang over the opening and form a sort of moving veil separating the interior from the exterior. 


A thin woman, wearing rustic, dark clothing, covered by a goatskin as a blanket, goes into the grotto, pushing aside the hanging branches. She looks exhausted. It 
is impossible to determine her age. If one were to judge by her withered face, one would say she was quite old-over sixty. If one were to go by her flowing locks, 
still beautiful, thick, and golden, not over forty. Her hair hangs down in two braids over her curved, slender shoulders, and it is the only thing that shines out in that 
desolation. The woman must certainly have been beautiful, for her brow is still lofty and smooth, and her nose, well-shaped, and the oval, though thinned by 
weariness, regular. But her eyes no longer sparkle. They are deeply sunken in their sockets and marked by two bluish bistres. Two eyes which reveal the many 
tears they have shed. Two wrinkles, almost two scars, have been engraved from the corner of each eye along the nose and finally 
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dissolve into that other wrinkle typical of those who have suffered greatly, which descends from the nostrils like a circumflex accent to the corners of the mouth. 
Her temples look sunken, and the blue veins are outlined in the intense paleness. Her mouth hangs down in a weary curve and is a very pale pink. It must once 
have been a splendid mouth; now it is withered. The curve of the lips is like that of two broken wings dangling. A mouth of pain. 


The woman drags herself over to the mass of stone which serves as a table and sets bilberries and wild strawberries upon it. She then goes to the altar and kneels 
down. But she is so exhausted that she nearly falls in doing so and must hold herself up with one hand on the stone slab. She prays, looking at the cross, and tears 
flow down her wrinkles to her mouth, which drinks them in. She then lets her goatskin slip down, remaining with only the rough tunic to cover her, and takes the 
scourges and the thorns. 


She clasps the thorny branches tightly around her head and her loins and scourges herself with the cords. But she is too weak to do so. She drops the scourge and, 
supporting herself against the altar with both hands and her forehead, she says, "I can't withstand any more, Rabbi! I can't suffer more, in memory of your pain!" 


The voice brings me to recognize her. It is Mary Magdalene. I am in her grotto as a penitent. 


Mary is weeping. She calls Jesus lovingly. She cannot suffer any more. But she can still love. Her flesh, mortified by penance, can no longer withstand the effort 
of scourging herself, but her heart still beats passionately and consumes itself in its final strength by loving. And she loves, remaining with her forehead crowned 
with thorns and her waist clasped by thorns; she loves by speaking to her Master in a continuous profession of love and a renewed act of contrition. 


She has slipped, with her brow touching the ground. The same posture she had on Calvary before Jesus, when He was placed on Mary's lap, the same one she had 
in the house in Jerusalem when Veronica explained her veil, the same one she had in the garden of Joseph of Arimathea, when Jesus called her 
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and she recognized Him and worshipped Him. But now she is crying because Jesus is not there. 


"Life is fleeing from me, my Master. And will I have to die without seeing You again? When will I be able to take delight in your face? My sins are before me and 
accuse me. You have forgiven me, and I believe hell will not possess me. But how long will I be detained in expiation before living by You' Oh, good Master! For 
the sake of the love You have given me, comfort my soul! The hour of death has come. For the sake of your desolate dying on the cross, comfort your creature! 
You begot me. You. Not my mother. You raised me up, more than You raised up Lazarus, my brother. For he was already good, and death could only mean 
waiting in your Limbo. I was dead in my soul, and to die meant eternal death. Jesus, into your hands I entrust my spirit! It is yours because You have redeemed it. 
As a final expiation, I agree to experience the harshness of your dying in abandonment. But give me a sign that my life has served to expiate my sinning." 


"Mary!" Jesus has appeared. He seems to come down from the rustic cross. But He is not wounded and dying. He is as handsome as on the morning of the 
Resurrection. He comes down from the altar and goes towards the prostrate woman. He bends over her. He calls her again, and, since she seems to believe that 
Voice is sounding for her spiritual senses and remains with her face to the ground, she does not see the light Christ is emitting. He touches her, resting his hand on 
her head and taking her by the elbow, as in Bethany, to lift her up again. 


When she feels touched and recognizes that hand by its length, she cries out loudly. And she uplifts her face, transfigured with joy. And she lowers it to kiss the 
feet of her Lord. 


"Get up, Mary. It's Me. Life is fleeing. It's true. But I have come to tell you that Christ awaits you. There is no waiting for Mary. Everything is forgiven her. From 
the first moment it was 
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forgiven. But now it is more than forgiven. Your place is already prepared in my Kingdom. I have come, Mary, to tell you this. I did not order the angel to do so 
because I repay a hundredfold for what I receive, and I remember what I have received from you. Mary, let us together relive a moment in the past. Remember 
Bethany. It was the evening after the Sabbath. Six days remained before my death. Do you remember your house? Everything was beautiful in the blossoming 
tract of its orchard. The water was singing in the pool, and the first roses could be scented around its walls. Lazarus had invited me to his supper, and you had 
stripped the garden of the loveliest flowers to adorn the table where your Master would take his sustenance. Martha did not dare to reproach you because she 
remembered my words and looked at you with gentle envy, for you shone with love while coming and going for the preparations. And then I arrived. You ran 
faster than a gazelle, preceding the servants, to open the gate with your usual cry. It always sounded like the cry of a freed prisoner. I was, in fact, your liberation, 
and you were a liberated prisoner. The apostles were with Me. All of them. Even the one who was then like a gangrenous member of the apostolic body. But you 
were there to take his place. And you did not know that while observing your head bending to kiss my feet and your sincere, love-filled eyes, I forgot my disgust 
over having the betrayer at my side. I wanted you on Calvary for this reason. You in Joseph's garden for this reason. Because to see you was to be sure that my 
death was not without a purpose. And my showing Myself to you was an act of gratitude for your faithful love. Mary, blessed are you, that have never betrayed 
and confirmed Me in my hope as the Redeemer-you, in whom I saw all those saved by my death! While everyone ate, you worshipped. You had given Me the 
perfumed water for my weary feet and chaste, ardent kisses for my hands, and, still not content, you wanted to break open your last precious vase and anoint my 
head, freshening up my hair as a mother does, and anoint my hands and feet so that all your Master's limbs would be scented as members of the consecrated 
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King... And Judas, who hated you because you were now honest and rejected the appetites of males with your honesty, reproached you... But I defended you 
because you had done everything out of love, such a great love that the memory of it accompanied Me in the agony from Thursday night until the ninth hour... 
Now, because of this act of love you gave Me on the threshold of my death, I come, on the threshold of your death, to repay you with love. Your Master loves you, 
Mary He is here to say this to you. Do not be afraid or anxious about another death. Your death is no different from that of those shedding their blood for my sake. 
What does the martyr give? His life out of love for his God. What does the penitent give? His life out of love for his God. What does the lover give? His life out of 
love for his God. See that there is no difference. Martyrdom, penance, and love consummate the same sacrifice and for the same purpose. In you, then, a penitent 
and a lover, there is martyrdom, as in those perishing in the arenas. Mary, I will precede you into glory. Kiss my hand and lie down in peace. Rest. It is time for 
you to rest. Give Me your thorns. Now is the time for roses. Rest and wait. I bless you, blessed one." 


Jesus has obliged Mary to lie down on her couch. And the saint, with her face washed with tears of ecstasy, has lain down as her God has wanted her to and now 
seems to sleep, with her arms crossed over her chest and her tears continuing to fall, but with a smile on her mouth. 


She rises again to a sitting position when a very bright radiance appears in the grotto because of the arrival of an angel bearing a chalice which he sets upon the 
altar and worships. Mary, kneeling beside her cot, worships, too. She can no longer move. Her strength is failing. But she is blessed. The angel takes the chalice 
and gives her Communion. He then goes back up to Heaven. 


Mary, like a flower scorched by too much sun, bends-she bends with her arms still crossed over her chest and falls, with her face amidst the leaves of her cot. She 
is dead. The Eucharistic ecstasy has cut the last thread of life. 
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Jesus says: 


"Although creatures may be consummate in the generosity of love and in repaying those who have loved them, they are always very relative. But your Jesus 
surpasses all human immensity in desire and every limit to satisfaction. For your Jesus is God, and to you, the generous and loving-since this is a page which I 
address especially to you, the souls that are not satisfied with obeying the precept, but embrace the counsel and push your love for Me to holy acts of heroism-I 
give with my abundance as God, and as a good God. 


"I create the miracle for you, to repay you with joy for all the joy you give Me. I take the place of what you lack or produce what you need. But I let nothing be 
lacking for you that have stripped yourselves of everything out of love for Me to the point of living in a material or moral solitude in the midst of the world, which 
does not comprehend you and which mocks you and which, repeating the insult of old which was previously directed at Me, your Master, shouts at you, 
"Madmen!" and takes your penances and your lights to be diabolical signs. For the world enslaved to Satan believes that satan is the saints who have placed the 
world under their feet and turned it into a stool to rise higher towards Me and plunge into my Light. 


"But go ahead and let them call you 'madmen and demons." I know that you are possessors of true wisdom, of upright intelligence, and that you have the soul of an 
angel in a mortal body. I remember, and not a single loving sigh is forgotten, what you have done for Me; and, as I defend you against the world -for I bring the 
best ones in the world to know what you are in my eyes-so I compensate you when the hour comes, and I consider that it is time to infuse some sweetness into 
your chalice. 


"It is only I who have drunk it to the last drop without sweetening it with honey, I who had to cling to the thought of those who would love Me in the future, so as 
to be able to withstand to the last, without coming to curse man, for whom I was shedding. my Blood, and experience-more than experience, abandon Myself 
to-the desperation of my condition as one 


200 


abandoned by God. 


"But I don't want you to suffer what I suffered. My experience was too cruel to impose on you. And it would mean tempting you beyond your strength. God is 
never imprudent. He wants to save, not destroy, you. And to impose certain excessively cruel hours on you would mean destroying your souls, which would bend 
down like a branch burdened with too much weight and in the end would remain broken and experience the mire, after having experienced so much Heaven. 


"I never disappoint those who hope in Me. Say this over and over again to everyone. " 


April 7 
Good Friday, 10:30 a.m. 


My inner counselor tells me that at this time of day John went to see Mary. 
The vision ceases as described. It is 12:30 p.m.-that is, 11:30 solar time. 


Afterwards, from 1 to 4 (solar time), I was left demolished-not drowsy, but so intensely exhausted that I could not speak or move or open my eyes. I could only 
suffer. And without seeing anything, though in my suffering I continually meditated on the agony of Jesus. 


Suddenly, at 4, while thinking of the nails being driven into his hands, I saw Jesus dying -this alone: dying. Turning his head back and forth in a final contraction, 
with a profound last gasp, moving his mouth in an attempt at an altered word, with the impossibility of pronouncing it, with a loud cry ending in a moan, because 
of death, which halts his voice, and He is left that way, with his eyes closing and his mouth remaining half 
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open, with his head still upright for an instant, rigid on his neck, as if from an inner convulsive agony, and then falling forward again, but towards the right. 
Nothing else. 


Afterwards I regained a little-but very little-strength until 7 p.m., solar time, and then sank back down all over again into a tremendous sopor until after midnight. 
But without the comfort of visions. I, too, am alone, like Mary after the burial. No sight and no voice. And I greatly suffer on this account. 


To give myself a little consolation, I shall describe for you how I clearly saw Jesus last night while He was explaining to me again his leave -taking from Mary 
before the Supper. 


Jesus was already kneeling at his Mother's feet and hugging her waist, by turns resting his head on her knees and raising it to look at Her. The light of an 
oil-burning lantern with three spouts, placed on the corner of the table beside Mary's seat directly struck the face of my Jesus. His Mother, on the other hand, 
remained more in the shadow, with the light at her back. But Jesus was brightly illuminated. 


And I got lost contemplating his face and observing the smallest details. And I shall repeat them for you once more. His hair parted in the middle of his head and 
falling in long locks down to his shoulders. Wavy for a full palm's-length, then ending in a real curl. Shiny, thin, neatly combed, bright blond, with marked 
coppery tones especially in the final curl. A very high, beautiful forehead, as smooth as a sash, with slightly hollowed temples on which the pale blue veins leave 
light indigo shadows appearing under the very white skin, with that special whiteness of certain individuals with reddish blond hair: a milky whiteness with a 
gradation slightly tending towards ivory, but with a very light touch of blue, quite delicate skin resembling the petal of a white camelia, so thin that the slightest 
vein shows through and so sensitive that every emotion is depicted on it, with more intense paleness and brighter blushes. 


But I have always seen Jesus as pale, only a little tanned by the sun, which He liberally assimilated during his three -year passage through Palestine. Mary, on the 
other hand, is whiter, 
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for She was more withdrawn at home, and it is a rosier white. Jesus is ivory white, with that slight reflection of blue. 


A long, straight nose, with just a bit of a curve above, near his eyes-a very handsome, thin, well-shaped nose. Deep-set, very beautiful eyes, of the color I have so 
often described as very dark sapphire. Thick eyebrows and eyelashes, but not excessively so-long, beautiful, shiny, dark brown, but with a microscopic spark of 
gold at the summit of each hair. Mary's, on the other hand, are very light brown, thinner and sparser. Perhaps they seem that way because they are much lighter, so 
light that they are nearly blond. An even, smallish mouth, well-shaped, closely resembling his Mother's, with lips just thick enough, neither too thin, so as to 
appear serpentine, nor too pronounced. In the center they are rounded and accentuated in a fine curve, and at the sides they disappear, making the very beautiful 
mouth seem to diminish out of sight, with its healthy red opening over even, vigorous teeth which are rather long and very white. Mary's, on the other hand, are 
quite small, but regular and evenly joined. Thin, but not gaunt, cheeks. A very narrow, long oval, but quite beautiful, with cheekbones which neither protrude nor 
recede excessively His beard, thick on his chin and dividing into two curly points, surrounds, but does not cover, his mouth as far as the lower lip and rises, shorter 
and shorter, towards his cheeks, where, at the level of the corners of his mouth, it becomes very short, limited to leaving a shadow, like a smattering of copper, on 
the paleness of his cheeks. Where it is thick, the beard is a dark copper color, a dark reddish blond. And so is his mustache, not very thick and kept short, so that it 
barely covers his upper lip between his nose and the lip and is reduced at the corners of his mouth. Small, well-shaped ears closely joined to his head. They do not 
protrude at all. 


On seeing Him so handsome, last night, and on thinking of the way I saw Him disfigured when He appeared to me on many Occasions, in the Passion or after it, 
my compassionate love for his suffering was. rendered even more acute. And when I saw Him reach out and rest his face on Mary's breast, like a child needing 
caresses, I wondered once more how men managed to rage so against Him, so gentle and good in every one of his acts 
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and winning hearts with his appearance alone. I saw the beautiful, long, pale hands embracing Mary's sides, Mary's waist, and Mary's arms, and I said to myself, 
"In a little while they will be pierced by the nails!" And I suffered. The fact that I am suffering is visible even to the least observant. 


Iso wished for you today, Father, because my heart seemed to be exploding and giving in by turns. And it feels like an age since I received Jesus. It's a good thing 
that it's now 2 a.m. on Saturday and the hour for Communion is approaching. But I am alone. Jesus is silent. Mary is silent. John is silent, I had hoped in him, at 
least. Nothing. Complete silence and complete darkness. It really is desolation.. 


April 9 
Easter Day in the Evening 
Jesus speaks, and He speaks to me so painfully, and it is such a sad subject that I am writing it separately. 
Jesus says: 


"Last year I said to you-and it was the first dictation-'The Father is weary, and to cause the human race to perish He will let the punishments of Hell be unleashed." 
I said-it was Good Friday-'I would like to come a second time to die to save them from an even more atrocious death... But the Father does not allow this... He 
knows it would be useless... Oh, if only men were still able to turn to Me, who am salvation! 


"I refer you to all my dictations preceding the most recent ones. I have spoken by employing the prophecies of the Holy Book, explaining them to you, applying 
them to the present times, and if I was later silent on this note, it was because I understood that it was useless for the purposes of Good and dangerous, for those 
divine words could become a weapon for diabolical torture against -my servants who heard, repeated, disseminated, 
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and accepted them. But my Thought, even if not expressed by the Word, is this and does not change. 


"Maria, I told you at the end of last May, 'As regards the future... What do you want to know, poor soul?' (The dictation on May 31, 1943) 'Thank my Mercy, 
which, for the time being, in large measure conceals from you the truth about the future.' Poor, poor soul! 


"On another occasion, I said, "You would like Me to appear and show Myself... But, even if I showed Myself, where is that residue of faith and respect in hearts 
which would make them bend with their faces to the ground to ask Me for forgiveness and mercy?' (Dictation on June 5, 1943). 


"Even now you ask Me for a sign of power, which, since it is the Power of a Holy One-of the Holy of holies-ought to be inexorable, tremendous punishment of an 
incalculable number of people, for-I repeat what I have said a thousand times-the great sinners exist because the mass is all more or less guilty of the same sins as 
they are. 


"But-and I say this to you, poor soul, to whom I have granted the vision of Me as triumphant to infuse strength into your being, weakened in your dying flesh and 
desolate in spirit because of the trial you have endured and the horrors surrounding you-I cannot, give this sign. Not because God has lost his capacity to act. 
Nothing is impossible for Me as God. But it is the hour of the power of Darkness. And men have spontaneously wanted it. The kingdom of Evil is already 
established. Anything I were to do would be rendered null by man's will. Any Good would be destroyed by Evil. 


"I impotently witness all humanity's race towards spiritual death. There is no gift, benefit, call, or punishment by Me that will serve to arrest this spontaneous 
shipwreck in Satan of mankind, redeemed by Me. Like an enraged bull, humanity is demolishing everything: reason, morality, and faith, and it is heading for a 
crash against what slays it. The profaning hand of man rises up for a new crime which does not deserve forgiveness. 
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And the Father does not want to forgive. He lets you perish as you have wanted to. 


"The only thing I can do and do-and I do it out of mercy on the saints, who, as rare as flowers in the desert, still pray; they pray, not making an avowal of custom 
and hypocrisy-is to hold back the wrath of my Father, who, weary of the crimes of a race for which my Blood has been shed to no avail, goes on wanting and 
wanting to apply Justice to you. And justice, since you are blameworthy, would mean tremendous punishments which my Mercy does not want to be added to 
those you cause yourselves on your own. 


"Maria, I know I am wounding and demoralizing you. You had hoped for joy from my Easter. Roses after the thorns. Smiles after the tears. You are a victim. The 
thorns and tears remain even in the time of Easter, for it is necessary to stay on the cross for the sake of this perverse humanity 


"I ask you to remain on the cross for Me. To save the world has been my dream. To save souls, my joy The world is lost for God, but souls can still be saved -those 
who still have a soul, languishing, but alive. I ask you for charity in their regard. It is Jesus, a beggar for love in his role as the glorious Risen One, who asks you 
for this offering of souls so that his Kingdom will still have subjects. 


"Go in peace." 


Easter Sunday 
The Holy Spirit says: 


"I am the Consoler. I console those who are demoralized by consternation and tortured by the present. I am the One who nurses and sweetens the bitterness of the 
Word that speaks the truth, which is quite bitter today. 


"On this day, which is the triumph of Charity, as Christmas is its highest manifestation -for Christmas is the beginning of the Redemption, which is Charity at work, 
whereas Easter is the fulfilled Redemption, the Victory of Life over Death, through Love sublimely elevated into voluntary holocaust to give you Life, and the act 
by which it was possible for Me to descend into 
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you, resanctified by the Blood of God the Son, to reunite you to God the Father with the Charity without which God cannot be in you or you in God-I come to say 
to you, 'Go on trusting.’ Even if everything seems lost, trust. Even if the abyss of Evil launches its demons forth to torture the Earth and fecundate it to beget the 
Antichrist and the abyss of the Heavens seems to close by the decree of the Father, from whom We proceed, We, the Word and the Spirit, are still working and 
loving to save and defend you. I as Charity and the Word as Charity, I as Sanctification and the Word as Redemption do not cease -the Latter, to pour forth the 
merits of his Blood, and the Former, the charisms of his power for your good. 


"Trust. Love has always won out." 


My Naked Passion (From April 9 on) 


1. I see only St. Joseph, who is looking at me with great mercy, but not speaking. And in the usual corner opposite my bed (April 10). 


2. I see Our Lady dressed in white, with the blue band, as at Lourdes. She is praying on the left-hand side of my bed, but not speaking. St. Joseph approaches, 
however, and caresses my head, saying, "Pray, daughter." I obey, weeping and hoping again (April 11) 


3. On emerging from an eleven-hour sopor, this morning at seven I hear the Lord murmuring a prayer to the Crucified One, as if to dictate it to me. But though I 
distinctly hear it, I cannot write it in the state I am in, and my exhausted mind does not retain it. It is thus lost. But I hope, as before, until the evening. Then the 
torment takes hold of me again, and I rave furiously. Oh, how ugly Hell is! I remain like that until 3 a.m., the hour at which Father wants to give me Communion. 
Calm is restored (April 12). 


4. As I pray (10 a.m.), Jesus says, "Remember when I spoke to You about possessions." I cannot remember anything in my current state. Jesus speaks, but I see 
nothing. I spend the day amidst the ups and downs of torture. But at 12 such an agony 
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takes hold of me that I rave even more furiously than at 12. They have all disappeared-Jesus, Mary, Joseph. All of them...! Desperation and desolation (April 13). 


5. After a restless night, I rested at dawn. But I reawaken to feel the torture again. It is not delirium, but exasperating, cold reason. Father wants to give me 
Communion. My heart is so closed and hostile that I regard it as virtually sacrilegious. Communion slowly pacifies everything, to the point where I can pray again 
with joy and hear Jesus-I hear and do not see Him-who says to me, "Now you could describe my agony in Gethsemane." Oh, I could certainly describe it! But I 
think I never will. Only those who have experienced it can understand it. For others it would be blasphemy. Sweating blood? I am amazed that He was not left 
dead against that mass of stone. Crushed by the weight of the inhuman trial (April 14). 


6. When I consider that today, April 15, I won't be receiving Communion, I feel demoralized. It already seems to me that I can't resist and am relapsing into that 
atrocious torment... It is 1:40 a.m. I am alone, for Martha is not in the house tonight. If the torment overcomes me, what shall I do? I am not the mistress of myself 
in those moments. I said it was not necessary for anyone to sleep with me. But I am afraid of myself. Not of a heart crisis. Die? If only I were to! But of 
desperation. I feel so bad. I prayed to Our Lady of Sorrows for an hour. Now I will do what I could not do tomorrow as penance, what I haven't been able to do 
since Tuesday. But I must fight against the thought "I am sacrificing myself to no avail." I feel it growing and don't want it to take hold of me. I want to beseech 
the Mercy of God through boundless trust. 


At 11:10, as I pray to overcome the works of the devil affecting this poor humanity (this is the time of air-raid warnings, and the bombs are falling nearby), I hear a 
voice which I recognize and remember, which says a sentence to me already uttered to our Lord: "Worship me, and I will help you in all things and always. You 
will be happy." I reply, "No. Never. By my will, 
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never. If I later go mad from the pain of being rejected by God, I may even do so. But as long as I can reason, I won't. Torment me, but I won't give in." This new 
battle (and you can't imagine how sweet the temptation was, just as he presented it) confirms for me who the cause of my present intense suffering is. Notice that I 
was holding the cross. But is he not afraid even of that, now? On my knees were the images of Our Lady of Fatima and St. Joseph. But is he no longer afraid of 
anything? One day Jesus said to me, "Answer with my own words." I replied, "Begone, Satan. It is written: 'You shall worship the Lord your God and serve Him 
alone." But how long will this trial last? (April 15). 


7. [have reread the dictations. It is a balm. But is it really me that received them? And how can I no longer feel any of that sweetness now? I read "Jesus and the 
Children" and wept on recalling my joy that evening, when Jesus seemed to give me his hand to observe. How far away all that is! Now, close to death, I no longer 
have a bit of such great good. Nothing any more. And I am afraid. I have been rebellious. I have failed to be resigned. I have displeased God, my Jesus! I do not 
forgive myself. But if He does not help me in this horrendous hour for me, how can I come out of it victoriously by myself? I am suffering so completely and 
inhumanely that no word can describe it. I no longer feel protected by God. I am afraid, afraid! Afraid of everything. Afraid of Earth and of Heaven. Afraid of 
myself and of Satan, who wants to tear me away from God. Afraid... (April 16). 


8. And I consider that you are not here and that I won't be receiving Communion. I consider that from now on this will be the situation every day. Oh, my Bread, 
you that were my joy and that I am now losing, that I will now receive so infrequently! Now that I am dying, how can I remain without You? (April 17). 


9. Last night, in the greatest desolation, because I had seen even the last thread of hope I had left-which I tried to render unbreakable by surrounding it with 
pained, but constant faith 
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and prayer-being broken, the Redeemer appeared to me in the robes given Him by Herod to mock him, already scourged and crowned with thorns and with his 
hands bound. He was coming towards me, looking at me with intensity and pain. The Redeemer! Before I called Him "Jesus" with sweet affectionateness. I now 
call Him "Lord." I call Him "God." I call Him "Redeemer." Lovely names. But too formal. And I can no longer call Him "Jesus" with my former familiarity. He did 
not speak. He leaves me in the torture without giving me the slightest comfort. It is too much! Nothing gives me peace. I feel that reason is tottering (April 18). 


10. Oh, God! You have really abandoned me! Not even receiving You brings me peace. Where are You? (April 19). 


April 20. After so much silence, the Blessed Woman says, "You have contemplated Me from birth to death. You have been mine as the daughter of the Child 
Mary, mine as the daughter of the Queen of Heaven, and mine as the daughter of the Lady of Sorrows. I have wanted you to be mine in three different 
congregations so that you would always love Me. My daughter! I am close to your tears. Abandon yourself to Me." I heard this while kissing the image of Mary 
Most Holy as a Child. Immediately afterwards the letter from Sister Isa arrived. 


April 21. Even that thread of union has disappeared. Why, then, so much abandonment? 
April 22. Nothing. Harsher and harsher desolation. 


April 23. Nothing. My desolation grows more bitter. I beseech Mary alone because I can do nothing else, for I feel Her to be merciful, even if She is absent and not 
free to intervene on my behalf. 


April 24. Rebelliousness takes hold of me again. I should say "Rebelliousness," for it is Satan that slams me about wrathfully to tear me away from God and lead 
me to, first, spiritual, then physical, madness. I leave my house at 3:30 p.m... And my 
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mortally wounded spirit remains there. Maria the spokesman no longer exists. God's instrument has been broken by God's inexorableness. No one can understand 
this. No one. And they all say customary words; they all maintain meaningless arguments which are "counterarguments" because the facts, in their brutal reality, 
nullify them and cause their unreality to shine out more than ever. Though in my tremendous hour, amidst total sufferings which only God knows-if God goes so 
far as to concern Himself still with the worm He has crushed, the poor worm that thought it was destined to become a butterfly because of the love which 
nourished it for Love and which was instead rejected with repugnance by Love-I still squeeze out a prayer for peace, for Paola, and to bend God to have mercy on 
me. Nothing. 


April 25. A tremendous night. A tremendous day. At 12 another separation from Father Migliorini, which brings everything to a head again. I call Mary. But She 
also seems not to exist. There is no more Heaven for me. 


April 26. I see a crucifix. But not Jesus on the cross. A crucified one of wood on his wooden cross. An emblem. Not Him, as I saw Him before. It looks to me like 
one of those Crucifixes placed along the roads, like the ones I hailed the day before yesterday, dying, in the car. For, even if He does not love me, I love Him, and 
this lack of love from Him is the greatest, most surprising torment for me, who would never, ever have thought I would have to convince myself that Jesus no 
longer loves me. 
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The physical, moral, and spiritual sufferings are building up, and so are the acts of restiveness. Everything makes me suffer. Even the sight Of flowers -which I so 
loved before-leaves me indifferent now; rather, it brings me to tears. I want nothing because I don't have God. I reread Sister M. Gabriella, and more than ever I 
feel equal to her in pain. The climate, the air, the light, the water-everything does me harm. The small events which are the result of the cruel evacuation make my 
suffering more acute. I cry all day long until I am exhausted. I hear the others laughing and joking. I see them remaining 
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distant without mercy. By "the others," I mean my relatives. For I have no wish for strangers. What I foresaw is coming true. Confined down here, I am a forgotten 
person. So willingly forgotten now that I am no longer the one who offers hospitality and consoles, but the one who must look after herself and be consoled. And 
God does not come. I pray, as Father tells me to. But God does not come. It drives me mad with pain. And yet, though in these conditions, I renew the offering of 
myself for the usual purposes: Peace, the Kingdom of Jesus, and so on and so forth, introducing as the only reservation this one: "Let me go back to my house." 
Even Sister Gabriella introduced one reservation, and she was an angelic creature. I, too, can include it. One should not demand from a human soul what is 
impossible. And those preaching a total gift without reservations are precisely the ones who on their own are unable to offer even a scratch. 


April 28. I am in the same condition. 


April 29. The local priest comes; he was not sought by me-for I know it's useless-but by Paola, who has the illusion that this will relieve me. Out of respect for his 
dignity, I receive him with honor. But he leaves me in the previous state. 


April 30. A desolating day of pain. Communion leaves me as dry as a stone and more than ever without comfort. Heaven is closed. I weep over my wretchedness 
throughout the day. God has abandoned me, and men increase my anxiety by showing themselves in this circumstance to be biting, indifferent, and lacking in 
understanding. But, above all, biting. Last night it seemed to me that Heaven was approaching, for, by mental sight, I saw Our Lady appear to me, alive, at the top 
of a tree which looked like an elm. But it was an instant. Then darkness as before and the silence which has been haunting me for twenty days. But am I the one 
who heard so many words and saw so many things? But was I mad then? But am I possessed, now that I no longer deserve anything else? I do not demand special 
graces. I have always rejected them out of fear. But at least the comfort of the union with God which I had been enjoying since 
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April 23, 1943. And yet I pray Without feeling any more joy in it, but I pray. When I see this bell tower in the mirror or hear its chiming, I adore the Cross or say 
the Regina Coeli. But, like a wound in my throat, the water of prayer does not descend to quench the thirst of my heart. It flees, in spite of the fact that I, dying, 
draw close to this fount. 


May 1 


Isee and immediately recognize my St. Francis of Assisi. 


I see him twice. The first time in the morning. He is standing in his poor cowl, not brown, but gray-brown, like the feathers of a wild turtledove. He is barefoot, 
with his head uncovered, and already with the stigmata. I clearly see the wounds in the palms of his thin hands. He is standing with his arms bent at the elbow and 
held close to his body, with his hands at shoulder level, like a priest when he says, "The Lord be with you." I thus see the wounds in his palms distinctly He is 
looking at me with compassionate gentleness. He does not speak. 


The second time, in the evening, he comes back, and I see him even better. His face is so gaunt that it looks almost triangular. His hair, trimmed in a circle, forms a 
slightly wavy line, grizzled in its light chestnut brown, on the high, very pale brow. He has light-brown eyes, sad and good, deeply sunken in his sockets, a long, 
thin nose, very pale, slender cheeks, lengthened by a sparse beard trimmed into a point. He is smiling, but without joy A smile seeking only to encourage. He 
speaks. Slowly In a clearly intoned voice, but as if weary. 


Signaling with his wounded hand, he asks, "Do you like my olive trees?" 
"No," I answer. 


"And yet... I liked them so much because they reminded me of our Lord Jesus in his Prayer." 
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"You, Father, saw Jesus in their midst. I no longer see anything and they bring me only sadness." 


"Strive, daughter, to find peace and joy in them. I said so, and I suffered so much then, for I, too, was disillusioned with men and, I would say, with God's approval 
of my work: 'Blessed are those who do God's will and for his sake face every tribulation., Try to reach this painful blessedness. It is the stigmatization of the spirit, 
and it is more painful than this One-do you see?-Which opens my flesh. I know. But try. Weep and try. I, too, suffered so much and for so many reasons. I, too, 
experienced fondness. I, too, was full of longing. I, too, felt the prayer I had offered in certain hours failing back upon me. I endured hours in which I was able 
only to moan. I know what your pain is. But I say to you, 'Strive to find peace and joy in all the pain.' Afterwards joy and peace come. Be good. I will stay close to 
you. I bless you with my blessing: 'May the Lord have mercy on you, turn his face towards you, and grant you peace. May He give you his blessing." 


It is not much. But it is already a glimmer of Heaven which comes to me. I had never seen or heard the Saint whom, if you recall, I greatly venerate, and I was 
astonished. He came to console me a little in this desolation... 

May 2 
The Seraphic One had calmed me a bit. A letter arrived from Father Migliorini, who, by wanting to demand the impossible from a being, pushed this being back 
into the depths of the storm. 


I realize that theories are the shield which rises up and conceals the reality and the union and the assonance between two spirits. Those who, through the goodness 
of God, who has given them an organism devoid of nervous energy and impulses, and so forth, have thus settled readily into the niche of "that's the way it is and 
that's the way it must be" cannot at all understand 
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those who have quite different springs on their device and vibrate at even slight touches. At rough touches they vibrate to the point of breaking. What suffices for 
Tom is of no use for Harry. Rather, it is a source of greater pain, danger, excitation, and rebellion for Harry. 


One must not anchor oneself to theory, Father, as if to a buoy. One must weigh anchor and introduce oneself into the same sea in which the little ship of a soul, 
caught in the whirlpool of a severity which breaks it, finds itself tossed about and dismasted. And understand what the painful disillusionment coming after its 
trusting love, which felt so certain of God's favor towards a request which no one can deem illicit, means for that soul. 


To believe through a pure act of faith is sufficient to be saved. And I hope to be able to go on believing. But to believe by a loving conviction is a magnet which 
attracts one to the summit of Heaven. And how can we preserve this when our love is literally crushed, incessantly crushed -as we gather it together, for it is our 
life and we know we will die without it-by an inexorableness which to the lack of grace granted also joins the most complete abandonment? 


May 3 
Marta is in Lucca for the Feast of the Holy Cross. Though sending her away means losing the only comfort I have around me, I have willingly sent her so that she 
will pray to the Holy Face for me and take my offering. 


Oh, what an offering, which disgusts me! It is not money that I love to give to God. But since He no longer accepts anything from me, I must and can only give 
money, as the Pharisee-Catholics are accustomed to do. 


I receive mail. Words of comfort. And I get anxious. Paola says, "I am no longer able to sleep"-she, who slept ten or even twelve hours on end. I answer back, 
"And I am not even able to rest any more without sleeping. I must of necessity go mad." I cannot put up with anything. People, things, flowers, animals, 
books-everything leaves me either indifferent or even more agitated. 
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I pray. But I am caught up by the fear that all my entreaties will turn into greater punishment. 


May 4 


After a night of physical agony such a. to provoke trembling in those able to preach (who knows how many of them or how much trembling) resignation and 
cheerfulness so well-when, however, they are not in the situation of those upon whom they lavish such preaching -I hear Mary's voice. I do not see Her. I hear Her. 
But the honey of paradise at once descends into me. 


Mary says: 


"Among brothers there may still occur moments of sternness, incomprehension, and the resulting tears. The older brother avails himself of his primogeniture in 
order to be demanding towards the younger ones. But a good mother is never rigid, uncomprehending, or deaf to the suffering of those born to her. Her heart as a 
mother breaks as much over the crying of her firstborn as over that of the last son born. Her breast is a pillow for the flesh of her flesh -whether of the firstborn or 
the last to be born. Her hands join in entreaty on behalf, of the son suffering from his brother's severity, nor does she resign herself if she does not see the older one 
calmed down and the younger one consoled. 


"This happens in someone who is a mother of flesh and blood. But I am the Mother. You were not born to Me of flesh and blood, but of my spirit, joined to God in 
an eternal marriage, and of my pain. 


"My child, you heard Me say, 'I will be a wolf in order to defend the doctrine of My Son.' But just as I the Lord's Ewe Lamb, would become a wolf in regard to my 
Jesus' legacy, so, as a mother who defends her children, I am able to rise up in defense of them against anything which may carry out an assault to slay a child of 
mine. 


"I defend you, Maria. Do not weep. you are under my mantle. 
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Close your eyes so as not to see either God's severity or men's ferocity. Do not speak. Do not move. You could not, poor child of mine, without increasing your 
pain, without increasing your resistance. 


"You have been told to offer at least a little arid prayer, arid in accepting sacrifice. No. It would be useless hypocrisy and would poison your soul more than events 
already have. I want even less. I only want you to abandon yourself to Me. 


"Sleep on my breast. You will be healed. Be silent. I will speak for you. Love Me. I am your comfort. I am the Mother. The Mother of Sorrow. And you are not 
very different from my Jesus when He was laid, dead, on my lap. But you will rise again, my child. Because I want you to." 


May 5 


Since yesterday I have been on Mary's lap. And how good I feel! It is not just a phrase. I really feel as though I am on her knees. She is holding me seated towards 
the left in such fashion that I am resting my right side on her heart and my head on her shoulder. She is clasping me with her left arm and from time to time says to 
me, "Be at ease. Rest." Oh, I seem to have returned-but it's even sweeter-to those rare hours when Mother would take me onto her lap and make me so happy! 


My physical affliction is so great-suffocation, emphysema, and cardiac insufficiency are constantly increasing. Tonight I have gone right to life's limit, with 
numerous extrasystoles and a drop to a pulse of forty-six beats a minute. I no longer breathed; I was in a cold sweat-real agony. But Mother had said to me, "Be at 
ease," and I felt I was in her arms. I had cuddled up in the nest of her lap, arm, and mantle and was not afraid even of death. 


After the atrocious agony of these last twenty-five days-a spiritual agony compared to which this physical one I am now undergoing is a mere trifle-my agonal 
suffering of the flesh is turning into a lark; indeed, it is rendered blessed by the peace being poured into me by contact with Mary. 
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No, my state is not and cannot be a deception. Pain, yearning, and the wish for my house are still present; there is an atrocious recollection of what I have suffered; 
there is a perceptible, enduring sensation of abandonment by God. These things are still present. But Iam on Mary's lap. I can withstand them. It is as if a heavenly 
anesthetic were attenuating moral sensitivity to pain in me and injecting a sense of celestial euphoria. 


Blessed be you, Mary, my Mother' You save me' Save me now and in the hour of my death. Mother, hold me on your lap, and I Will be safe until the end. 


May 6 


I remain as if dying after Communion and hear Jesus moaning in his agony in Gethsemane. Unable to write, I remain this way, wanting and not wanting to 
transcribe those laments. I feel that for many they will seem like blasphemies... and they are so real. I remember the agony when I saw Him on February 11 in 
Gethsemane... The words correspond to the expression of my Jesus' completely tortured in spirit. Desperate... I But who accepts this? 


May 7 


To find peace, I decide to transcribe these words of agony. But Jesus says, "Let them be exclusively for you, for others would not understand them. Let them be a 
comfort for you so you will not be afraid of being lost, as you think, on account of your desolate suffering, which makes you rave." 


May 8 


I am more prostrate than in past days. I read and reread the 
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weeping of Jesus so as to be able to tell myself, "He understands me and pities me," and I draw close to Mary, for I receive comfort from nothing and no one on 
earth. 


May 9 


In a quarter of an hour of sleep this morning, I dreamt of a disembarkation in a Tyrrhenian city on a shore that was not rocky. I don't know which one it is or 
whether it is a presage or a reflection of my agony I woke up sadder than ever, convinced that I, too, was "a twig in Satan's hands," as Jesus says. I imitate Him in 
taking refuge in a heavenly direction. Not "in Heaven," for Heaven has been closed to me for a month... 


May 10 


Yesterday I said a whole Rosary and the sequence of the joys and sorrows. I meditated on the fifteen mysteries, in addition to daily prayers. I had two sopors 
instead of one, constantly felt ill, and in the evening suffered another assault... By whom? I do not hesitate to say "by the devil." 


I seemed to have gone back to the tremendous days extending from April 10 to May 3, which, beginning the day Our Lady spoke to me (May 4), changed into sad 
resignation, sometimes tinged with shades of joy. Since last night it's been Hell again. But who can say to me, in such a way that I can believe it, that I am not 
damned? 


And yet I pray... And yet I believe... And yet I love. But it is the most absolute abandonment by what I desire: God. And, behind Him, the persons from whom a 
word of God may still come to me remain absent. Even the Words I have heard seem to me not to be true. 


Have mercy, Lord, for I feel I am going mad! I no longer see or understand anything. I feel only this agony. Just a month ago I happened to open books once to 
find a word that would illuminate me. Nothing. I seek comfort in prayer. Nothing. In 
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things. Nothing. Who understands me? But why have I come here? I have the feeling that if I had gone elsewhere, where I wanted to and not where I submitted to 
going, under a lot of pressure from those hoping for who knows what from this place-and for those whose aim in life is the well-being of the flesh, there is perhaps 
cause for gladness at being here-I get the feeling that if I were where I wanted to go, I would be less forlorn. 


My friend Gina, like a sister to me, has written. I am moved by her goodness. But I also suffer on this account. If only I were at least close to this true Christian and 
not in the midst of this frivolous company, which does not understand me, as I do not understand it. If only I were with my Sisters... But here, without anyone to 
lift me to Heaven, and crushed as I am by the abandonment of God and the ferocity of Satan, I get lost. I feel it. I get lost in spirit and in flesh. I go crazy, and that's 
the least of it. The bad part is that I am destroying what I have done for my eternal future. 


Have mercy, Lord! Mary, have mercy' 


May 11 


Jesus says: 


"Come. Come out of your jail for a while. Place your hand in mine. I want to take you with Me. The heat of my wound will warm the cold in your hand and will 
warm your heart more. 


"Do you know how grafts are made? In two ways. one, radical, is when you want to turn a wild plant into a good plant. The foliage is then totally amputated, and 
on the poor remaining stumps, open and-if plants had a voice-moaning with pain, the shoots to be grafted are inserted into the clefts. They are then bound, and you 
wait. The sap of the good tree mixes with that of the wild plant, and if in the latter there is a capacity for 
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fusion and attraction, the beneficent sap becomes dominant and wins out. The tree becomes good and fruitful. 


"There is, moreover, the perfection obtained by experts to make a new, very good superquality out of two good plants. Then the plant is not brutally amputated. 
There is no longer any need because it is already good. The two good plants are merely drawn together; one or more branches are sheared off from the plant to be 
fecundated with this vegetable marriage, and against the trimmed sections-a wound which hurts and burns, but which will give glory to the tree-other branches 
from the fecundating plant are pressed very tightly and are bound in such a way that the buds of the latter are joined to the former's wound and branches emerge 
from it which combine the virtues of the graft with the original virtues. 


"Maria, Baptism and the Sacraments in general are a total graft inserting Grace into the bad plant of man, stained by original sin, and maintaining It for successive 
grafts, for man as a plant has a nature which rejects the effects of Grace, the divine graft. 


"Not always-indeed, rarely-my Blood, my Flesh, my Martyrdom, and the Paraclete Fire can make you, that are wild, into plants with heavenly fruit. The will to 
become such is lacking in you. But in those who have this will-and that is the dominant note in their song of love-Love practices another graft. And it is that of 
fusion with Me. I then take their hand, and the scar on my hand, never completely healed, pours its warmth and its seeds into your being and brands you with 
indelible fire. 


"It is not necessary to be pollarded as with the first graft. Grace is already in you. But it is necessary to be lacerated by Pain, my Herald, so as to be able to receive 
beneficial contact with Me with immediate vitality. And the larger the wound harming you is, the more room there is for Me to rest my Wounds thereupon. If you 
are one big wound, if from your head to your feet you are nothing but laceration and pain, then I clasp you to Myself, and to every Wound of mine there 
corresponds one of yours, and, as if by a spiritual transfusion, the Blood passes from Me, wounded, to you, wounded. The suffering is atrocious. I know. But the 
reaction is sublime. 
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"I am resting on you, Maria. You do not realize. You cannot realize because you are dying of pain. From the sixth hour to the ninth hour, I did not see even my 
Mother... Pain made Me able only to feel pain. Heaven, sun, crowd, and shouts and moans and the whistling of the wind -everything was canceled out in the 
atrocious pain of the final agony, of the Redemption. I knew that my Mother was at the foot of the cross. But, more than the thicker and thicker darkness, pain hid 
Her from Me. The pain of one tortured and the pain of one abandoned by God. And only I know how much I would have liked to see Her to find comfort in such 
desolation...! 


"But now I take your hand and say to you, 'Come down from your cross and accompany Me, away from the darkness for a while. I want to speak to you about a 
point which someone dear to Me and to you wished for, and I did not speak about this topic before because I was reserving it for now.' 


"My Peter says, 'The devil, your adversary, is prowling around you like a roaring lion looking for someone to devour; withstand him, strong in faith, knowing that 
your brothers and sisters, scattered over the world, share the same sufferings you endure." 


"In the African regions where the lion dwells, men and animals know how to orient themselves with respect to him. I once took you with me to the east, alongside 
a fount rich in water... and I said to you, 'Be like this.' Today I am taking you with Me into the eternal forests, whose giant trees are the descendants of the ones 
emerging from nothing by the will of the Father and admired by the astonished eyes of your first parents. You will thus see something different from what is 
making you gloomy. 


"Look. The peaks of these millenary green giants stand tall against the sky, a darker blue than my own eyes. And they interweave up above to speak to the winds 
and the stars about the events below which they do not see, for the green roof conceals them. 
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"Beneath is the undergrowth, as thick as an intricate labyrinth, with lianas and roots that look like serpents, and adorned with deceitful necklaces which are snakes 
lying in ambush. Even further down is the thick plush grass, emerging on virgin land rich in a thousand juices, where it is sweet for antelopes and gazelles to find 
pasture and rest, and for millions of birds of every kind of song and color to find food. Flowers, ferns, necklaces of corollas, green caverns, moss -covered grottoes, 
and fresh currents of water, and a green light, resting in the midst of the sun, which dazzles wherever it penetrates, on roads opened up by human exertion or along 
a watery mirror, so vast that it forces the vegetable dome to open out into a green well. 


"In these forests the lion is the king. No one else stands up to him among those running or leaping, or crawling or climbing, or flying or walking. Man, passing by 
with his herds on the fringes of the forest, migrating towards areas where there is pasture or a market, constructs fences with sharp points for himself and his 
fellows to protect the herd on cold, peaceful nights. The animals hole up in the brush or huddle at the top of plants as night falls, to flee from his assault. For the 
lion does not attack as long as the sun is in the sky. He waits for the night, the deceitful shadow of the moon, or deep darkness, to go after his prey. He goes out 
and roars as the night comes on. He roars around man's enclosures and the caverns of animals. He does not penetrate-he waits. He waits for the imprudent one who 
comes out of his refuge. 


"There is always so much imprudence! The desire for relief, being curious to see, being in a hurry to arrive. The lion is there. He waits, tasting his prey in advance, 
beating his sides out of impatience and wrath over the long wait, and circles around, seeking the point where the imprudent one will come out, and when he finds 
him, he is on the lookout, or studies the signs of his habitual movement and lies in ambush. And he is now silent, for he knows that the imprudent one is coming. 
He is silent to leave the impression that he is no longer there. And he is never there so much as when he is silent. 


"Maria, the devil acts like the lion. Taking advantage of nightfall, he circles around your souls. He does not dare to come out and attack as long as the Sun is high 
over your spirit. He 
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roars, but does not attack. And what does it matter if he roars? Let him roar with rage. Remain in the Sun, your God, and do not be afraid. Do you no longer see 
the Sun? But He is there. If an hour of trial makes you blind, be able to feel Him from his warmth, since you cannot see his appearance. Don't you know that you 
would die of cold if your Sun were dead for you? If your spirit lives, though God has made it blind, it is because the Sun is still kissing it. 


"Oh, if souls were able always to remain under the eternal Sun and, even in the darkness of trial, not emerge from the solar zenith, and say, 'I will stay in my place. 
God will find me here, where He left me, for I do not change my way of thinking as regards faith and love'! 


"The devil goes around looking for an aperture to stretch out his claws and tear away the incautious one who is too close to the opening-to temptation. Or he waits 
for him to come out-as a voluntary prey through the allurement of sensuality. Or he may be silent and lie in ambush-this is the craftiest trick. And those 
proceeding without a connection to the divine fall into his trap. 


"I repeat: as long as he roars, he is not very dangerous; when, after letting himself be heard, he is silent, he is then dangerous to the utmost-he is silent because he 
has discovered your weak point and your habits and is already prepared to leap upon you. 


"Be watchful. If the light of God is upon you, it illuminates you, and nothing else is needed. But if you are in darkness, remain anchored in faith. Let nothing move 
you from it for any reason. Does everything seem dead and nullified? Tell yourselves, 'No. Everything is as before.' Say to Satan, 'No. Everything is as before.' 


"Before you, how many have endured the same tortures as you! 'Your brothers and sisters scattered over the world.' Your brothers and sisters. Around the world. 
World, here, is not so much this Earth, which you inhabit, with those living on it. World is the Communion of all the living. 'Of all the living,’ I say. That is, of all 
those who are in eternal Life after having been willing and able to remain in 'Life' while they were on Earth. 


"Well then, these brothers and sisters of yours, scattered like 
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eternal flowers in my celestial gardens, not only remember their past combats and are thus able to understand yours, but, because Of the Charity which is now 
their Life, they suffer, in blessedness, on seeing you suffer. A suffering of love which does not dull their joy, but mixes into it a vein of superactive charity and 
makes them merciful and helpful in regard to your troubles. All of Heaven reaches out to you that struggle, with my Name in your hearts and for the sake of my 
Name, and helps you. 


"Do not go outside the threefold barrier of the theological virtues and the secure defense of the fourfold cardinal virtues. Faith, hope, and charity. Justice, 
temperance, fortitude, and prudence-this is your defense. Satan's claws break against them, and he loses his power, not harming you. 


"When the Sun, your God, returns to shine on your spirits, victorious over the night which tortured you, you remain astonished on seeing what a labor of 
liberation the devil himself has carried out, against his own will, by circling furiously around you. In his impotent fury, by placing you on the defensive he made 
small imperfections, like tenuous blades of grass stepped on excessively, die definitively and the light descend triumphantly onto the bare ground to make your 
flower, your spirit, created to live in Heaven, grow more vigorously. 


"Go in peace. Go back, in peace, onto your cross and into your darkness. And take this memory of sunlight with you. Go. Believe in Me and in my Mother, even if 
in these hours, which are between the sixth and the ninth one, you cannot see Us because pain blinds you." 


May 12 
Immediately after Communion This Morning (Friday) 


Jesus says: 


"Lazarus, come out! I give you the order of old. I give it to 
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you, that are not dead, but asleep. Asleep to show men that without Me you on your own are a poor, ignorant nonentity-weak, at the mercy of your humanity. 


"This is not a sleep of death. Those who live outside of Me are dead. You are nailed into Me more than a pearl oyster to a rock. You have taken root in Me more 
than mistletoe arising in the hollow of two branches and sinking its roots right into the pith of the tree bearing it. You are more united to Me -more united, I 
say-than a child in his mother's womb. For, when the time comes, she discharges him. The more time passes, the more you identify with Me, and when time no 
longer exists for you, you will then no longer distinguish between yourself and Me, nor will anyone be able to determine where Maria ends and Jesus begins, for 
you shall be eternally absorbed by your God. 


"O Paradise! How you will then enjoy your paradise-you that are now traversing hell, for a loving reason, and are not destroyed by it because the burning of love 
is stronger than that of hell, but you are terrorized by it. For if love protects you, it does not keep you from seeing. And to see the kingdom of Satan is such a 
horror as to turn a young person's hair white because, in addition, the memory of God does not shine there. The memory. In just remembering Him, hell would no 
longer be hell. And for those who live adoring the Face of God not to see this most holy Face is already a torture. Furthermore, not to be able even to remember 
Him is a torture compared to which all human tortures and forms of cruelty are child's play. In short, it is hell. 


"I say to you, 'Come out!' If I did not call you this way, for some pauses of blessedness as short as a bird's song, but as sweet as an instant in Heaven, you would 
die. You cannot withstand. You were right. It is too severe for you. The decree must be mitigated. Maria, my Mother 'has spoken on your behalf as She promised 
you. 


"Come out of your tomb. Breathe. Look. Hear.' Your King is ordering you to. 


"Yesterday you were no longer able to follow Me, poor Maria. 
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I shall resume the unfinished topic. 


"The lion, I said, knows the habits-he studies them in order to know them-of those he wants to tear to pieces. He is very intelligent. He understands at once. Satan 
is also very intelligent and understands at once. He is still an angel. Fallen, but remaining such in his mind, which he now uses for evil, whereas I gave him a 
powerful mind to do good. The lion knows that his quarries go to quench their thirst in the evening to the channels of water which furrow sun-scorched lands. He 
knows which pastures they go to in order to graze on the thick grass. He knows when man returns from work to his dwellings. He has only to pause alongside 
these resting places. 


"The wish for physical relief or human imprudence leads man and animals towards his inexorable claws. The meek gazelles and the swift antelopes-so cautious 
and fearful by day-thus become bold at nightfall. Thirst and hunger spur them on. And they go out to meet death. Man, too eager for gain, thus lingers on to work 
after sunset. And death brings him to a halt forever on his return. Carnal appetite thus pushes two people beyond the protection of inhabited areas to seek refuge 
for their illicit love. And the beast eternally dissolves what their lust has joined. But in African lands or in icy regions it is always the same three-pointed goad 
which spurs men towards Satan's clawing. It is always concupiscence involving the flesh, money, and power that brings you within reach of the one who, 'like a 
roaring lion prowls around you' tirelessly. 


"Remember that I, too, was tempted in my flesh by hunger in my belly and the offering of fleshly food to my senses, in my mind by the craving for power, and in 
my spirit by the suggestion that I tempt God. Imprudence is to tempt God. 


"Be able to imitate Me. Put Satan to flight by imitating Jesus, your Master. 'Man lives not only on bread, but on the word of God.' 'You shall not tempt the Lord 
your God.' 'You shall worship the Lord your God and serve Him alone." 


"Wrap your flesh and your spirit in the bands soaked in 
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balms of the Law of God. Those who live wrapped in them preserve their flesh and their spirit from the germs bringing the putrefaction of diseases and death. 
"That's enough, Maria. I shall let go of you. Return to your place of pain. Mercy is already acting greatly with you in giving you this solace in this hour of 
expiation. Be off-in peace. 


May 13 
(6 p.m. on May 12. I introduce the date of May 13 because Jesus so desires.) 


An observation Jesus makes to me as I reread the dictation on February 20 in relation to the Passion of Jesus and the sorrows of Mary... 


"You have forgotten a word, and of course it has not been copied, and this entails a contradiction with what is later stated by you in the vision on Good Friday: 
John's meeting Mary in the house of the Last Supper. 


"Put things in order as follows: 'And he shuttles between Caiphas' house and the Pretorium, Caiphas' house and Herod's palace, and all over again between 
Caiphas' house and the Pretorium.' It is for this reason that John can say, '... I did everything possible so that He would see me... I sought to have recourse to the 
powerful to obtain mercy... 


"In reality, it is a trifle. But we live among pharisees more intent on catching someone in the act than the Pharisees in my time were. We must thus be very heedful, 
in turn. 


"The usual Pharisees will make a biting observation: 'Why didn't the Master call the spokesman's attention to this error before now?' To show you once more, I 
reply, that you are so relative that even if you are 'spokesmen' or directors of a spokesman, you do not notice the oversights which distort the facts. You read, 
meditate, copy, and leave the mistake caused by an omission of a word which brings about a shift in the situation. 


"Correct and have it corrected. At least in the original, complete 
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notebooks. Observe that, beginning in your manuscript, the word 'Caiphas,' is omitted. You were too exhausted that day, from both the long suffering of the vision 
you had had (‘The Burial of Jesus and the Desolation of Mary’) and the bombing undergone, that you were slow to follow the dictation. Nor did you perceive or 
note the mistake afterwards. There is nothing serious about this. It does not damage any sacred truth. But it is good to be exact even in secondary truths. 


"The aforementioned Pharisees will also make another observation concerning yesterday's dictation. I said, 'You were right. It is too severe for you. The decree 
must be mitigated. I can already hear the scandalized chorus of these doctors of quibbling: 'But, what is this? Didn't God know that this was too severe? She is 
blaspheming by accusing God of not being perfect in understanding and applying." 


"I shall reply, once and for all, with the words uttered by Me twenty centuries ago: '...If the days of the final torment were not lessened, not a single soul would be 
saved; but they will be shortened for the sake of the chosen.' If this can occur for all believers in the final hour-a mercy as big as the earth to save the greatest 
possible number of souls from the desperation of horror-can't it be used with this ‘little one,' who by God's will has a foretaste in herself of what will be the 
spiritual torment of the good in the last days? 


"I thus defend her. I, too, should have borne the cross alone. That was the decree. But it was too much for my weakness. And man granted Me help. And shouldn't 
she who is bearing a cross of expiation so great that it is killing her receive help? 


"Let it kill her, then. It is a holocaust. But let it not drive her mad in her spirit, which she has entrusted to Me. She underwent the first part of her trial and remained 
faithful. I alone know the battles she had to fight. The Tempter promised her joy. She clasped pain more tightly to herself because joy was Evil and she wanted to 
follow Good. The taste of the fruit of Good is 
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most bitter for human flesh. only in the other life does it become the honey of Paradise. 


"To have rejected Satan meant drawing down his hatred upon her, multiplied a hundredfold. To leave her completely at his mercy meant losing this heart. God is 
not inexorable. And for the sake of the chosen He modifies his decree. 


"I, too, had the angel in Gethsemane. He had not been planned on. But the prayers of my Mother obtained him for Me. The woman who is now receiving a ray of 
sunlight, a drop of comfort, and an instant of fresh air every day so that she will not die before her mission is accomplished has had my Mother as her Advocate 
and other chosen souls on Earth and in Heaven who have prayed for her. She has had my Mercy, which has set itself up as a queen over against the Father's Justice 
and said, 'I have mercy Have mercy as well.' For if I am the First One, in Heaven and on Earth, who has respect for the decrees of the Eternal Father, I am also He 
to whom all judgment has been handed over by the Father and can thus say to my and your Father, 'Father, have mercy on this creature of mine!' 


"Nor should you think that she is in a rose garden now. After a month of merciless severity she is now experiencing an hour's truce. But may you-that, scandalized, 
think too much importance is attached to a brief event-never experience what she is still suffering and will suffer for a long time to come. Not one of you, 
intransigent doctors, would remain faithful as she was able to. She is suffering for you as well-arid towers of hard flint on the outside, filled with soft clay on the 
inside-for you. For you, that, as always, place heavy weights on others, but for yourselves do not want to be weighed down by even the weight of a feather. 


"Let them grumble, Maria. I always responded with silence to those grumbling about Me.A silence which grew deeper and deeper the more the grumbling became 
calumny and the 
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calumny accusation and accusation condemnation and condemnation blasphemy On the cross it was a silence involving my gaze, too... I looked only towards 
Heaven, to see if I could encounter God's gaze, and my Mother, to refresh my soul in her purity 


"You are on the cross and remain there. Be silent and seek only God and Mary." 


(My Note) 


Jesus has me place the date of the 13th on this dictation-that is, tomorrow. But He dictated it to me at 6 p.m. on Friday the 12th. And right after I finished-I mean 
immediately, at once; my God, what a battle! I am terrified! -I was overtaken again by that wave of desperation which gives me flashes of madness. I try to say the 
Rosary. But I hear the devil guffawing and mocking me. Oh, Eternal Father! Have mercy! 


They are the moments when Satan wants to convince me that I am a fake, a madwoman, someone who deceives everyone. He wants to convince me that nothing 
is true, that I am damned... I would scream, if I were alone, to find an outlet. But I am at the house of others ' and who can understand...? They are the moments 
when God, Jesus, Mary, and their "voices" and caresses seem to me to be the dream of an infirm mind... And yet I have heard those "voices." Is it possible that I 
am mad? Mad only for this reason? I do everything else-correspondence, accounts, living arrangements-with facility and order. So? 


Why can this horrid demon torment me like this? Cancel out even certainty about what I have heard and felt! Isn't the not feeling or hearing in these hours 
enough? Must I also experience a loss of certainty about what I have received? 


O Lord! O Mary! Have mercy on me! 
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The Morning of May 13 
After Communion in Honor of the Immaculate Heart 


Mary says: 
"I want you to understand my joys better. You will say the Franciscan rosary more willingly. 
"In the first one, I was not happy because of my glory and joy, but because the time had come for man's redemption and God's forgiveness of man. 


"The second one made me happy not because of the praise offered me by my cousin, but because I had begun redemption by sanctifying the Baptist by taking my 
Jesus, your Redeemer, to him. 


"The blessedness of the third one was not exclusively because I had become a mother, without pain or the staining of my virginity, or because of the grace of being 
able to kiss God, my Son, either. But because the Earth now had the Savior. 


"What made me happy the fourth time was that in the three Magi I saw all of those who, from everywhere in the world and in all periods of the earth, from that 
moment on, would come towards the Light, towards my Lord, and would proclaim Him to be their King and their Savior and God. 


"The joy of the fifth event did not come exclusively from my love as a Mother who ceases to suffer because her lost Son is found again. It would have been 
selfishness. But it was inexpressible joy to hear the 'Gospel' echoing forth for the first time and to understand that a few years in advance it was falling into some 
hearts and sprouting there into an eternal plant. I rejoiced over these people instructed in advance. 


"The sixth joy was an even greater love for you, redeemed creatures. The Risen One told me that the Heavens were open and already inhabited by the holy ones of 
the Lord who had been awaiting that hour for centuries and that in those Heavens the seats of all the saved were ready. And for me, your Mother, to know that 
your dwelling was ready was a joy of incalculable depth. 


"Finally, the seventh joy was not because of my glory. But because, having been made the Queen of the Heavens by the goodness 
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of God, as the Queen I could concern myself with you, my beloved ones, and, chosen as I was to sit at the right hand of God, I could speak, pray, and obtain 
graces directly for you, with powerful entreaty. 


"No joy was for me alone. Selfishness, even the most just and holy, destroys love. Every joy came to me through perfect love and was spurred towards an even 
more perfect love. 


"I am now blessed. I could not be more so because I am surrounded by the Triune embrace of God. But I still use my blessedness out of love for you. Even here I 
apply the law: I love God with my whole self and my neighbor as myself. Myself, not because I am Mary, but because Mary found grace before the Lord and is 
loved by Him; she is thus a holy creature in Him and of Him, part of Him. 


"Oh, my theology! It has only one key word: 'Love.' I am Queen of the Heavens because I have understood this theology as no other creature has. 


"Love. You will be saved. Love. Love in words or in silence. Love in action or immobility. Love in fervor or in the suffering of aridity. Love in joy and in pain. 
Love in victory and in weakness. Love in temptation and in freedom from the Enemy. Always love. 


"Let there be a point in you, the deepest one, which, in the midst of a whole wounded, stricken, agonizing being stupefied by pain, exhausted by the devil's 
assaults, nauseated by life events, and tossed about like a ship in a storm, is able to remain still and alive in love. A point in you which has this one mission -to 
love-and fulfills it for your mind, heart, and flesh. And let that point be your sanctuary. Let the altar be there with the lamp which is always lit, with flowers which 
are always fresh, and with praise which is always resounding. 


"Whether you weep or laugh, hope or doubt, are exhausted or not, let the holiest part of your spirit, the one living in that point consecrated for worship of God, 
always be able to say: Gloria tibi, Domine. Gloria! Laudamus Te! Benedicimus Te! Adoramus Te! Glorificamus Te! Quoniam Tu solus Sanctus, Tu solus Dominus, 
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Tu solus Altissimus. Cum Angelis et Archangelis, cum Thronis et Dominationibus, cumque omni militia caelestis exercitus, himnum gloriae tuae canimus, sine fine 
dicentes: Sanctus, Sanctus, Sanctus! 


"Before the Elevation comes praise. Before the Consummation comes praise. Be able to say your Mass. Every victim is a priest. But one is not a priest if one does 
not know how to celebrate Mass. In all its parts. 


"Look at my Jesus. Before being elevated and consummated, He gave praise to the Father. And He already knew what awaited Him. 


"O Maria, let your heart sing. Let it sing even if tears rain down from your eyes. Let song cover your moan and the voices of Satan, who wants to convince you to 
mistrust yourself to keep you from following your mission, who wants to convince you that God does not hear you to keep you from praying, who wants to 
convince you that you are lost in order to destroy you. 


"No. You are not. Persevere. A day or an hour of faithfulness at this moment is worth more than the ten years spent in physical pain and penance, but with peace in 
your heart and God perceptible at your side. Persevere. 'Whoever perseveres until the end will be saved.' My and your Jesus says so. And I tell you so. Suffer in 
peace. I will come soon." 


(My Note) 


I am immersed in pain. I go into sopor accompanied by it, and when I emerge, I find him there, giving me his nightmare at once: "God does not love you. You are 
damned. You are a liar. A madwoman. A heretic." 


It is a real nightmare. It removes all comfort. It even darkens the material light of the sun and the sight of the natural beauty which, in other states of mind, would 
bring me joy. It makes me incapable of any occupation. It cancels out the quietude prayer 
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gave me and the joy of praying. I speak and hear that thought. I write, and it seethes in my brain. I read, and it overcomes the words. It is there, always there... 


As soon as I regain awareness, the first sensation is this thought. I have not yet opened my eyes and mouth and moved my hands, but it is already in motion, 
boring into my heart and mind. As soon as the Master or the Mother has finished speaking, it resumes its work as a woodworm tirelessly producing decay where it 
has made its nest. 


One must experience it to grasp what it is... 


May 15 


Half an hour after having received the dictation, I was on the verge of dying from a very serious cardiac crisis resistant to all treatment. But I did not care... My 
heart was content over the Mother's words. I would rather have ten crises a day or an hour than excellent health and the spiritual state of the month from April 10 
to May 10! 


Since Saturday I have been carrying out a special penance for the poor people who are in despair. I have always pitied them, even before this tremendous trial. But 
now...! Every day, as long as I live, I shall thus make a special offering to God for my "despairing brothers and sisters." That God may take them off that pyre of 
agony where they writhe, scorched and raging, and give them his dew, his peace, faith, hope, and charity. 


It is too horrendous not to love You, not to hope in You, not to believe in You, and to feel You no longer, my God! Do not do this, do not do this with anyone. 
Keep Satan and the world from leading men into desperation; fortify spirits, even if they are unworthy; fortify them out of mercy so that they may avoid despair. 
Punish them with other misfortunes if they are unworthy of your benignity. But not this one, not this torture, my Father! 


If I can manage to, I shall also say those ejaculatory prayers Father Migliorini told me to say in those tremendous days: "My Jesus and God, help me"; "My God, 
save me. I believe in You." I have always said them, even when I was mad with pain. With 
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the pain of abandonment by God. 


And here I want to explain something so as not to be misunderstood. It is not that I have rebelled when the extraordinary manifestations were lacking. Ihave never 
wished for them. I have never demanded them since they were granted to me. God gives them freely, and none of his children can order Him to grant them. But 
the abandonment He has had me endure has been to feel separated from God. 


Before these manifestations, throughout my life, even when it was I who drifted away from Him because I was extremely imperfect, I felt my God to be near me. I 
felt that I was watched over by Him and that every good action of mine, every prayer, and every sacrifice was immediately accepted by Him. He was there, 
bending over me, precisely to gather in these crumbs of goodness from me. Even if He did not grant my requests, He always gave me the sensation that He was 
close to me because his peace was in me, or at least around me, and I got the feeling I was never alone. 


All of this had now disappeared. God no longer existed. Heaven no longer existed. Who could I pray to? Paradise seemed like a myth to me. The firmament, 
beyond which we imagine the existence of God and his Paradise, was uninhabited for me... I was praying to Nothingness... 


Whoever has not experienced this does not know what horror is. On other occasions I felt that God existed. But to curse me. I think it is what the damned 
experience when they see their God in the private judgment and when they see Him in the universal one. The terror of God as one who punishes and curses those 
who have offended Him. Whoever has not experienced this, too, does not know what it is. 


Today, Sunday, for example, I have not received any dictations at all. But I feel that Paradise is around me and am serene and supernaturally joyful. I feel that my 
prayer rises to God and that my love exchanges kisses with God's love... 


A thousand sufferings, but this union with God, even if hidden, is something which does not cause prostration, but exhilaration. It is like someone who is blind in a 
room. He does not see or hear a sound around him. But he knows that if he needs 
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something, it is enough for him to call out softly, and there is someone nearby who will come to his aid at once, and this encourages him. I don't know if I am 
managing to get the right impression across. 


I think-and I am sure I am not mistaken-that this room, in which I am suffering greatly because it is not the room where so much Paradise manifested itself to my 
indigence, will become dear to me if the eyes of my Lord shine in it. More than dear-sacred. But I already love it a little because I am now feeling his peace here. 
And I have heard the words of Jesus and Mary. I did not before. I hated it in the first days and was afraid of it... I did not feel God here. 


And if I do not feel God, I am afraid of everything. 


May 16 
Tuesday 


In the late evening, when the shadows of weariness are already descending upon me, my Jesus compels me to write as follows. 
Jesus says: 


"You have said the Rosary, meditating on it. And you have seen Me in the first four scenes of the sorrowful mysteries. I did not present the Crucifixion to you 
because you are too exhausted. You have seen Me once again in the garden, in the flagellation and crowning, and in the Ecce Homo scene, when I was presented 
to the howling mob and then burdened with the cross. 


"Not to you for your sake, but for all J shall now respond to a question you so often ask. Why didn't I, as God, burn to ashes my accusers and slayers by a miracle 
of divine power? Why! Because I am the Redeemer and not an executioner. 


"From the garden on, until my death, I could have terrified the betrayer, those making the arrest, the accusers, the torturers the blasphemers, and the crucifiers as 
much as I pleased. All of 
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them. They asked for this when I was on the cross: "Let him, who has saved so many, come down from the cross and save himself." I could indeed have done so, 
and the already abundant Blood shed would have been sufficient for the Redemption of those in the past and the future, whereas those living in the present would 
have bitten the dust, terrified by the miracle, slain by my power and hurled into the abyss forever. 


"But among those many thousands of rioters-who, in one of those sudden acts of madness of a mob, had turned into numerous assassins of an Innocent One, and 
because of that phenomenon of collective criminality which always arises under the spur of special upsurges of feelings incited by those really to blame and by the 
real killers, who for purposes of their own whip up mobs while remaining in the shadow-how many would have died in the sin of deicide if I had struck them 
down with my power! The Eternal did not want anyone to be damned except the truly corrupt and wanted the subversives to be saved when the Redemption, 
carried out to the point of the extreme sacrifice, had purified their consciences, freeing them from the venoms which made them rave. 


"There are times, poor men, when you are mad. And my miracle is worked in curing your moral madness. 


"If, for example, I had taken off your life, poor Maria, when a month ago you loudly asked Me to, what would I have done to you? Something good? No. 
Something bad. I could now remove your life. And it would not be contrary to the merciful design I have always followed with you. You are now healed of the 
delirium unleashed by cruel human-we could say 'Satanic'-events, for, as I have always said, this is not a war of men, but of Satan against spirits. Nor are those 
perishing in battle or under the ruins of a house the only victims. In addition, and above all, those losing faith and hope and charity, and not the life of a mortal 
hour, but eternal Life, by dying to God's Grace, are victims of Satan's struggle against spirits. 
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"You are now healed. You have overcome Satan. But because 


I have given you time to. The time to get back up after the sudden and atrocious assault-sudden and mocking-of the Enemy on your spirit. He assaulted you like 
the lion Peter speaks of and knocked you about. He fled because you, with your remaining strength-a crumb-and your remaining voice-a puff of air-uplifted the 
cross and repeated my Name. Almost stupefied, you repeated out of habit what had for years been the gesture of your love. But before you could recover and 
rebuild yourself, torn to shreds by the one who hates you, some time had to pass. Resurrections always require time. And he had struck you so much that you were 
almost dead. 


"But that point in you my Mother speaks about-the holiest part of your spirit-has never been stricken. It could not be, Maria. That part is mine. It is mine. Only 
your will could take it away from Me. But you will never do so. I know. And that part, like a magnet attracting scattered molecules to itself, attracted again and 
reunited what Satan, raging with hatred for Me and you, had torn to pieces. 


"Woe to you if I had stricken you then! How much separation there still is between Me and you! You do not want it. I do not want it. I want death to be the 
moment of Life for you. Without the languor of waiting. 


"Come. Proceed. I am here. Kiss my wounds, from which Life descends to you. I have opened them to give you this Life. As I have opened them for so many. 


"These are my triumphs in the hour of the Passion. These are the ones saved by my Mercy before being saved by my Blood. Mercy has let them live to allow the 
Blood to work and heal them. 


"That is why, O men, I let Myself be tortured to the point of death without striking down anyone. Because I loved you as only I could love. 


"Rest now. Go in peace." 
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May 17 


I have seen my Jesus again! Ah, how happy I am! How handsome He was' His face, his hand, his voice! How thirsty I was for Him! Yesterday, it is true, I saw 
Him, but in separate scenes. And He did not speak or move. But today He is the way He once was. I am very happy! 


But how much pain in these forty days in which I did not see Him! For it has been exactly forty days. I saw Him for the last time alive and breathing on Good 
Friday-that is, April 7-precisely at this same hour, from 3:30 p.m. on, solar time. Forty days of torture! 


How I understand the agony of Mary when She lost Jesus! To lose his presence, not to see his face, or to hear his voice no longer means to experience madness, 
death, and hell. 


Why, Jesus, did You do this to me...? 


May 18 
The Ascension of Our Lord, 8 a.m. (Solar Time) 


As I pray, I receive the intellectual vision of an immense purple cloth which a boundless number of angels, remaining on their knees in profound adoration, spread 
out, holding it by one of its edges (so to speak) over the whole earth. 


I said "purple" to indicate its color. But the most beautiful silk and purple are like cotton fabric of little worth compared to this material, which is not cloth, for my 
inner advisor notifies me that it is the Most Precious Blood of Our Lord, which the angels continually extend, over the whole earth so that his merits will descend 
into spirits and before the whole creation so that it will worship the Blood which a God shed out of love for his creatures. 


I see nothing else. But it is a vision of such beauty that it absorbs all my other sensations, cancels out the intense pain and 
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physical exhaustion, brings comfort to every hope, and revives all joy. 


Against that shining blue of the sky of Paradise, compared to which our bluest sky is a dull affair, there stand the angelic flames: incandescent lights in human 
form, pearls and silver I fused and ignited to become the appearances of bodies perceptible to my human heaviness, appearances of such a perfect beauty that they 
put to shame the loveliest artistic figurations. Melozzo and Angelico, Tiziano and Dolci, Perugino and Guercino, and all painters of angels, if they are in God's 
glory, must be horrified by themselves when comparing these angelic perfections to their shapeless sketches, debased so far towards our humanity. 


And, more splendid than these sapphires of the celestial sky and these inflamed pearls of the angels, the veil of the Most Precious Blood, a ruby which is fluid, a 
velvet which is liquid, a color which is a voice, a voice which is Grace. Grace for us. 


I look and adore. Until Jesus speaks. 


Jesus says: 


"The usual trying spirits-I call them ‘incredulous rationalists'-will find this dictation to be inconsistent. To speak of the Blood today, which is the commemoration 
of my Ascension into Heaven. Why? 


Because I want to. And if I want to, it is a sign that it is not inconsistent, for I never do anything illogical. Besides, I am not speaking for this blind ballast of 
mankind, a mob of soulless idols, models of haughtiness and foolishness. I am speaking for my children. And especially for you, Maria. 


"We have been separated for forty days. Your pain and your love have counted them. Today, the day commemorating my separation from my disciples, I am 
returning, poor little violet of my cross, submerged and burned by the salt of your tears, but thirsty for my Blood in order to live. There is nothing 
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but my Blood which makes you live. There is nothing but my Voice which consoles you. There is nothing but my Presence which makes you happy. Here I am 
with you. 


"Are you crying? Do not cry. Listen. What you have seen intellectually is what really takes place. 


"My Blood does not cease to spread over the earth. For twenty centuries it has been shining before the creation as a witness to love, and, like dew, it descends 
wherever there is a cross which says, 'This is Christ's land." 


"The angels of every single believer-indeed, of each one who bears the name 'Christian'-in their angelic nature do nothing but interlace flights between heaven and 
earth to draw from the divine treasures for every person they watch over. Nor does the angelic operation cease here, for the numberless other members of the 
angelic people by an eternal order worship for those who as non-Christians do not worship the true God and ask my Blood to spread over all creatures so as to be 
adored by them. 


"The angels of the just worship rejoicing, joined to their souls, which receive a foretaste on earth of the adoration which will be eternal. The angels of those who 
are not Christians worship in hope, hoping that they may become their guardians under the sign of the cross. The angels of sinners who are no longer children of 
God worship in tears. And, weeping, they continue to beseech the Blood that it may redeem those hearts by its power. Finally, the angels of the churches scattered 
over the earth worship, taking to God the Blood elevated at every Mass in memory of Me. 


"The Blood descends and the Blood ascends at an incessant pace. There is no time of day at which my Blood does not rise up to God and come down to earth from 
God's throne. 


"You have never thought about this, Maria. But the Mass repeats the three leading points in my life as Jesus Christ, the Incarnate Word of God. 


"When, at the Consecration, the species become Flesh and Blood, I thus become incarnate as I once did. Not in the Virgin's womb. But in the hands of a virgin. 
This is why angelic purity is required in my priests. Woe to the profaners who, with their bodies sullied by carnal union, touch the Body of God! For if 


243 


your body is the temple of the Holy Spirit and must thus be kept holy and chaste, the body of the priest at whose command I descend from Heaven to become 
Flesh and Blood and rest in his hands as in a cradle must be purer than a lily. And, along with his body, his mind, heart, and tongue. 


"In the Elevation is the Crucifixion. 'When I am raised up, I shall draw everything to Myself.' And when I am raised up from an altar, I thus draw all the heartbeats, 
all the needs, all the sorrows, and all the prayers of those present and present Myself with them to the Father and say, 'Here I am; the One Consummated by love 
asks You, O Father, to grant everything for the sake of these who are "mine," for I have given everything for their sake." 


"And when the Sacrifice is consummated with the consuming of the Species, I thus return to my Father, saying to you, 'I bless you. I am with you until the end of 
the world,’ as on the morning of the Ascension. 


"Out of love I become incarnate; out of love I am consumed; out of love I ascend. To plead on your behalf. It is always Love that reigns in my works. 


"Meditate on the Mass in these lights with which I illuminate you. And consider that there is no instant in the day in which a Host is not consumed out of love for 
you and Blood is not consecrated to increase the heavenly pools in which the spirits of human beings are cleansed, infirmities are healed, aridities are watered, 
sterilities are fecundated, and what belonged to error becomes God's. 


"Contemplate my Blood, which, after having poured itself out in agonizing pains, ascends to the Father, crying out for your sake, 'Father, into your hands I entrust 
these spirits of mine. Father, do not abandon them. I, the eternally immolated Lamb, want this for them.' And repeat to yourself, so as to cancel out even the 
memory of former doubt, 'For this reason my heart is glad and my tongue rejoices, and my body, too, rests in hope, for You did not leave my soul in the hell of 
pain. But out 
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of love for your Blood, even more than in the recent past, You have made the ways of life known to me and will fill me with joy in your presence." 


"With slight modifications, these are the words of Peter after Pentecost. Say them a few days in advance. You have drunk so much gall, poor Maria. Console your 
heart with the honey of eternal words. 


"I bless you, like the twelve, before ascending. 


May 20 
Mary says: 


"Last Saturday I spoke to you about my joys. Today I shall speak to you about my sorrows- I won't explain them to you. I have already explained all of them, 
except one, to you. And I shall explain it to you soon. But I shall bring you to comprehend them in their greatest meaning. 


"As each joy was not for me alone, for this would have been selfishness, so each sorrow did not hurt me for my own sake alone, but because, in bearing all of you 
in myself as the Mother of all believers, I have felt in myself all the wounds of your spirits. And if the joys blossomed into roses for me only when the events took 
place-and they lasted as briefly as the rose, for the hand of man and Satan's breath lacerated that flowering, nullifying it for many and too soon -the sorrows were 
thorns nailed into my heart from the first instant and never torn out. 


"That is why those painting me did not depict me with seven roses budding from my heart, but with seven swords, and if there are some encircling it with roses, 
they do so in such fashion that the flowery band is itself torture, for the stems are full of thorns. 


"I really am the Mystical Rose and do not have thorns on my leg because I am the One Full of Grace. But in my heart are all 
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the thorns of the human sins which deprive me of my children and which cause offense to my Jesus. 


"The first sorrow was not just because of my love as the Mother of God. I knew my destiny I knew because I was not ignorant of the destiny of the Redeemer. The 
prophecies spoke of his great suffering. The Spirit of God, united to me, clarified for me even more than what was said by the prophecies. From the moment I had 
said, 'I am the handmaiden of the Lord,' I had embraced Pain together with Love. 


"But how much pain to feel and already see that men would take Good, that had become Flesh, and turn Good into an Evil for themselves. In the mockery directed 
at Simeon, I saw the numberless acts of derision, the sacrilegious denials of an incalculable number of men. Jesus had come to bring peace. And men, in his name 
or going against his name, would have war in relation to Him and each other. All the schisms, all the heresies, and all forms of atheism were thus before me... and, 
like a carpet of swords, awaited me to lacerate my heart. 


"The second sorrow, which I shall explain to you when the time comes, was not just because of the discomforts of flight, but was permeated with the bitterness of 
seeing that poor human power, which remains as long as God permits, instead of making itself a shield for true Power and becoming 'great' by turning into a 
‘servant of God,' through the concupiscence of power it became an assassin and deicide. It kills the innocent. That was already a great sin. But to become the killer 
of God was a sin beyond comparison. And if the Eternal did not so permit, that did not keep the sin from being just as operative. For the desire to do evil and the 
attempt at carrying it out are barely a tenth of a degree below the consummated sin. 


"And yet how many of the 'great' from then until the end of time would imitate Herod and trample on God in order to be 'gods.' I thus saw these jackals, who were 
killing to destroy God, and together with my Son I clasped to my heart all those persecuted 
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for the sake of the Faith and heard their holy moans intermingled with the blasphemies of the overbearing, and, unable to curse, I wept... The road from Bethlehem 
to Egypt was marked by my tears. 


"The third sorrow. I thus sought Jesus, who was lost, not because of my failing or that of my husband. My Child had wanted to do this to make an initial appeal to 
hearts and say to them, 'God's hour has come.' But among the millions of beings who would exist, how many would lose God! One loses Him by one's own fault 
or through his will. When Grace dies, God is then lost. When God wants to take people to a greater Grace, He then conceals Himself. In both cases there is 
desolation. 


"The sinner dead to Grace is not happy. He seems to be. But He is not. And even if he experiences moments of elation which do not let him understand his state, 
hours are never lacking in which a call to life makes him feel his condition as one separated from God. And then there is desolation. The torture which God has his 
beloved ones experience so that they will be like his Word: saviors. 


"You know what this is. Abandonment by God! A horror greater than death. And if it is a horror to those for whom it is only a trial, meditate on what it is to those 
for whom it is an authentic reality. My third sorrow was to see that many would have to drink from this chalice to perpetuate the work of redemption, and even 
more bitter was to see the great number who would perish in desperation. 


"Oh, Maria! If only men were always able to seek Jesus' The plant of desperation would cease to secrete its poison because it would die forever. 


"The fourth sorrow. I was a Mother, and to see my Child under the cross was a natural sorrow. But a greater, supernatural sorrow was to see the hatred, much more 
anguishing than the wood oppressing my Son. 


"How much hatred! A boundless seal From that mob screaming blasphemies and mockery there would come, by spiritual filiation, all those hating the holy 
Martyr. If I had been able to 
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take the cross away from Jesus and set it on my shoulders as a Mother, I would have suffered less than when seeing all the future crucifiers of their Savior with the 
eyes of my spirit. Those who attempt to abolish Him so as not to encounter his throne as a Judge and who do not know that for them He will be only a Judge and 
for the others a Friend. 


"The fifth sword was from the knowledge that his Blood, dripping like many rivulets of salvation from his lacerated members, would always be blasphemed. And 
yet that Blood spoke, and speaks. It cries out with a loving voice and calls. And men have not wanted and do not want to understand it. They crowded around the 
Messiah to request health for their illnesses and begged Him to say a word to them. And at the moment when He did not use the touch of his finger or dust or 
saliva, but gave his Life and his Blood to heal them from the one, true, indelible illness-'sin'-they fled from Him more than from a leper. 


"And they flee from Him. 'May that Blood fall upon us.' Oh, it will fall on the Last Day to call them to account for their hatred and, since they did not want to love, 
will curse! And am I, the Mother, not to suffer on seeing that so many of my children have deserved to be cursed and cut off forever from the spiritual family of 
Heaven, in which I am the Mother and my Jesus is the Firstborn and the first Brother? 


"When I received the lifeless remains of my God and Son and could count his wounds one by one, I felt my womb being lacerated. Oh, I did not experience the 
pain of childbirth. But I did experience this one, and there are no mother's labor pains which can be compared to this. All my pain as a believer and all my pain as 
a mother were fused into one single pain. And upon this, the base of my cross, as Calvary was of my Lord's cross, there was Pain. 


"I did not see Jesus dead in your hearts. He does not die. But your hearts dead to Him. I saw in how many hearts He would be laid out as if on cold remains. For 
how many He would to no 


248 


avail command, 'Rise up!’ Man who does not want to live. Who does not want to rise. The Sacrament of Life refused or received sacrilegiously even when the 
moments of your existence are numbered. The countless Judases who are unable to become worthy of receiving their wounded God by an honest conversion and 
who would be healed by their repentance. 


"Look, Maria. Everything is preferable to being the new Iscariots. And yet it is the sin committed with the most indifference. And not by the major sinners alone. 
But also by many who seem to be and think they are faithful to my Son. He calls them 'the current Pharisees.’ You can distinguish them by their works. Contact 
with my Son does not make them better. But, rather, their life is the negation of Charity and thus of God. They are the dead, if not to Grace, to its fruits. They have 
no Vitality. Jesus cannot act in them because on their part there is no correspondence. 


"They are the ones who by a single degree precede those who are Christians in name only. These are desecrated temples, profaned by the rottenness of all the 
vices, in whom the name, only the name, of Christ remains as the body of my Jesus remained in the tomb. They, too, are lifeless. And if in Gethsemane the 
knowledge of all those for whom the Sacrifice would be futile was the spiritual martyrdom of my Son, on kissing Jesus in the last farewell, this vision was my 
agony. 


"Nor does it cease. No. The swords are always in my heart because man continues to inflict upon it its seven sorrows. Until the number of the saved is completed, 
along with the glory of God in his blessed ones, I shall suffer in my twofold pain as the Mother seeing her Firstborn offended and as a mother seeing too many 
children prefer eternal exile to the Father's dwelling. 


"When you pray to me as the Lady of Sorrows, think of these words of mine. And in your sorrows eliminate all selfishness so as to imitate me. I expanded my 
sorrows as the Mother of Jesus for all those born. I am the new Eve. Use your sorrows for all Your brothers and sisters. Take them to God. To me." 
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May 21 


Jesus says: 


"Not only will they throw you out of the synagogues, and by these I mean all the social positions in which you could have honor and gain. You will be persecuted 
for the sake of my Name and for your faithfulness to it even in spirit. Not because those persecuting you do so out of sincere zeal towards Me and worship of Me. 
But because-I am speaking especially to you, my spokesmen-the words you utter are such as to provoke the majority-particularly including that part of the 
majority which ought to be the best one-and you thus become the object of its hatred. 


"I am not speaking here for all believers, for whom there will certainly come the periodical persecutions of human power caught up by Satanic fever, but of the 
special persecutions for all my beloved ones, upon whom, in addition to the sweet cross of my love and my will, there is imposed the most bitter cross of hatred 
and human ill will. 


"Oh, if only you knew how the world hates you, O my beloved! It hates you as it hated Me. And in the world there are also the descendants of the priests of old, 
their successors, with a twofold sin. Few among them have true faith. Rationalism sterilizes them with its doctrine, and selfishness blinds them and leads them to 
hate. They will thus accuse you of being heretics. But do not lose heart. The world ceases on the day of your birth. Then the gates of the true World--eternal and 
good because it is God's World-will open for you. 


"I love you, O my beloved. I thank you. I bless you, and, along with Me, the Father and the Spirit do, because you, in serving Me, serve the eternal Trinity, and It 
kisses you with its rays of love and surrounds you with Itself to compensate you ineffably for all the sorrow which the deniers of God occasion you. 


"Go in peace, Maria. And give Me your tribulation and your desolation. It is not that you are alone. It is that I need this affliction of yours. A bit of Gethsemane out 
of love for Me. " 
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May 22 


Jesus says: 


"A little, just to persuade you that I am with you. You are too enfeebled. You cannot write much. Nor is it necessary. Mutual love is enough for Me and for you. It 
is not necessary to give many words to the others, for only a few among them receive them with an upright spirit. 


"I want to have you observe the first chapter of Genesis. A sentence which is repeated six times, one for each day of creation: 'And God saw that it was good." On 
the seventh day God rested on the goodness of what had been made by Him. 


"Goodness. One of God's main attributes. He, good, does only good things. And, happy, He rests on them, for He considers that his children are enjoying those 
good things. 


"Always consider this, my faithful soul. 'Evil creeps in, but it does not come from God. From God what is good comes.' Therefore, when things are wicked for 
you, do not accuse God. But turn to the Father to receive help. Consequently, moreover, to understand whether something comes from God or from what God is 
not-the enemy of goodness, with many names, ranging from that of Satan, the father of all evil, to those of war, abuse of power, cruelty, envy, calumny, and so on- 
observe in yourself and your neighbor the reactions it produces. If with pain there is peace, then it is a proof that it comes from God. If in pain there is torment, but 
the soul remains united to its Lord and weeps on his breast, then it is something permitted by God. If in pain, and, more than in pain, in joy, in tangible success, in 
wellbeing, and in triumph-for this happens in such a case-there is restlessness and detachment from God, then it is an event coming from the Evil. 


"Evil always comes in the ephemeral and deceitful robe of human gain. Never be fooled. True gain is the supernatural. Trials are the coins with which this gain is 
acquired. Peace is God's caress for his faithful one who has been put to the test. 


"Weep. You are a creature and must undergo the weakness of 
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your human nature. But remain in peace. God is with you and from this pain will be able to give you something good, for He thus medicates the wounds inflicted 
by the Enemy of his children and of Himself. Drawing from evil a reason to give you greater eternal good and his blessing, beginning now. "That's enough. Peace 
be with you." 


May 23 


Jesus says: 


"God, who is good, Puts people to the test. But He never imposes a sacrifice superior to the rules of justice. He leads people nearly to the gates of sacrifice and 
then offers help and is satisfied with the good will of obedience by his faithful servant. 


"Besides, the ‘good will of obedience’ is often more painful than the sacrifice in itself. For this, when prompt, leads promptly to peace, communicating an elation 
which is the explanation for all sacrifices, including human deeds. While knowing one must carry out a sacrifice-knowing it far in advance-is a much more painful 
torture, deprived of all the impetuous strength gladdening the spirit of a hero. 


"It is for this reason that the Lord's goodness hides the future from you and says, 'Never try to lift up the veils.' To a few -victims chosen by Love, that finds them 
worthy of this election-God's will regarding sacrifice is made known in advance. 


"Even as Man, I always knew it. With the robe of flesh I did not dull my divine mind, and never, even for an instant, from the time I became Jesus, was what was 
reserved for Me unknown to Me. But I was the 'Great Victim,’ and that explains everything. 


"For others-victims, and how dear to God'-the sacrifice is clarified when it is already imminent and when Love has already fortified them for martyrdom. 
Others-not victims, but worthy of being such-are shown the need for sacrifice; it is already begun, and then that suffices. 


"God rewards the good will of obedience, which is already sacrifice. Sacrifice of the heart and mind, proof of faithfulness to 
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God. And God says to his faithful one the words which made Abraham blessed: '...I have known that you fear the Lord your God and that you do not deny Me the 
things dearest to you. I thus tell you that, as you have done this for Me, I shall bless you, and since you have obeyed my voice, you will hear it saying to you, 
"Reign, O my blessed one, in the Kingdom which I have prepared for you, and may your name be written in the Book of Life, and may the Heavens exult thereat, 
for there is a great celebration in them for every one of the blessed who newly enters into glory and who rests in the inexpressible joy of contemplating and 
possessing God." 


"Remain in peace. I am with you." 
May 24 


Jesus says: 


"Write. I, the Triune Lord says, knowing that men so easily forget laws and benefits, have replaced a Law and a Covenant written and conserved in dead things, 
stone and wood (still wood, even if covered with gold), with a Law and a Covenant written on a divine Flesh with a divine Blood, both of which are conserved 
ever alive, as when they served for the Alliance with Heaven, in a tabernacle which in its smallness is as big as Heaven, for it contains everything, and in its 
innumerability, flourishing in every corner of the earth, it bears witness to the omnipresence of God. 


"But so much far-seeing goodness has not served to turn 'those who are anything but my children’ into faithful children. You have increasingly become the wicked 
and perverse race Moses wails about. 


"No one who is not obligated to do so because of study or a priestly mission now reads and meditates on that canticle. You do ill. You ought to read and meditate 
on it and, beating your breasts, say, 'We are this senseless people, this ungrateful people, 
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who, after having received God's benefits, has kicked out like a haughty mule and abandoned its Lord; this people, that has allowed itself-and continues-to 
provoke its God, the worship of whom it replaced with idolatrous and sacrilegious worship, adoring Satan in his different manifestations. The Eternal has thus 
punished us. And He will always punish us until the number of the good is at least equal to that of the wicked.' 


"Nor, rebellious creatures, should you end your thoughts by saying, 'Well then, I will wait for the others to become good and preach that they ought to.' No. Let 
each one, without paying attention to his neighbor, seek on his own to become good, as God wills. Then, when he has become so, let him speak, in the name of 
God, to exhort others to be good. But first let him purify himself in pain and love. 


"Let each become a host for God. The earth, a contaminated altar, needs to be resanctified before being able to become an altar dear to the Lord again. 


"Let pain be the holocaust for sin; love, the holocaust for the peace sacrifice. But let love be the first thing to arise in you. Without it you cannot have Me, who am 
eternal Love, the Prompter of every supernatural action or thought. Love will spur you towards contrition; contrition will give God back to you; and, rejoined to 
Him, you will be able to offer yourselves with all your soul, mind, heart, and strength, according to the Law, to Him who should be loved above all things and 
without measure. 


"I am Love who speaks. I am Love that blesses. It is I who bless you." 


And I bless you, O Love, that You may shed upon me your light, which is the Light of Light, the most gladdening, beatific Light, and pacify every great pain of 
mine in a joy which no human word is capable of describing. 
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May 25 


I shall attempt to describe the inexpressible, ineffable, beatific vision in the late evening yesterday, the one which led me from the dream of the soul to that of the 
body in order to appear to me even clearer and more beautiful when I returned to my senses. And before undertaking this description, which will remain farther 
from reality than we are from the sun, I wondered, "Should I write first or do my penance?" I was longing to write what brings me joy, and I know that after the 
penance I am slower in the material labor of writing. 


But the voice of light of the Holy Spirit-this is what I call it, for it is immaterial, like the light, and yet as bright as the most blazing light and for my spirit writes its 
words, which are sound and flaring and joy, joy, joy-tells me, enwrapping my soul in its flashing of love, "First penance and then the writing of what constitutes 
your joy. Penance must always precede everything, in you, for it is what merits joy for you. Every vision arises from a prior penance, and every penance opens the 
way for every higher contemplation. You live for this reason. You are loved for this reason. You will be blessed for this reason. Sacrifice, sacrifice. Your way, your 
mission, your strength, your glory. " 


I then did all my daily penances first. But I did not even feel them. The eyes of my spirit were "seeing" the sublime vision, and it was annulling bodily sensitivity. I 
thus understand the reason why the martyrs could smilingly endure those horrid tortures. If for me, so inferior to them in virtue, a contemplation, spreading from 
my spirit to my bodily senses, can annul sensitivity to pain in them, for them, as perfect in love as a human creature can be, and seeing the Perfection of God 
unveiled, because of their perfection, a real annihilation of material weaknesses must have occurred. The joy of the vision annulled the indigence of the flesh, 
sensitive to all suffering. 


And now I shall try to describe. 


Ihave seen Paradise again. And I have understood what its Beauty, Nature, Light, and Song are made of. Everything, in 
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short. Its Works, too, which, from such a height, inform, regulate, and provide for the whole created universe. As on the previous occasion, in the early days of this 
year, I believe, I have seen the Most Holy 'Trinity. But let us proceed in orderly fashion. 


Even the eyes of the spirit-though much more capable of withstanding the Light than the poor eyes of the body, which cannot look fixedly at the sun, a star like the 
little flame of a smoking wick as compared to the Light which is God-need to accustom themselves by degrees to contemplation of this lofty Beauty. 


God is so good that, though wanting to reveal Himself in his splendors, He does not forget that we are poor spirits still imprisoned in flesh and thus weakened by 
this imprisonment. Oh, how lovely, shining, and sparkling are the spirits God creates at every instant to be souls for new creatures! I have seen them, and I know. 
But we... until we return to Him, cannot withstand all the Splendor at once. And He, in his goodness, draws us towards it by degrees. 


First of all, then, last night I saw a sort of immense rose. I say "rose" to provide an idea of these circles of jubilant light which centered increasingly around a point 
of unbearable splendor. 


A boundless rose! Its light was that which it received from the Holy Spirit. The most radiant light of eternal Love. Topaz and liquid gold turned into a flame... Oh, 
I don't know how to explain! He shone forth on high, on high and alone, set in the immaculate and most radiant sapphire of the Empyrean, and from Him the Light 
descended in unending waves. The Light which penetrated the rose of the blessed and the angelic choirs and rendered it luminous with its light, which is nothing 
but the product of the light of the Love penetrating it. But I did not distinguish saints or angels. I saw only the immeasurable festoons of the circles of the celestial 
flower. 


I was already entirely blissful and would have blessed God for his goodness when, instead of crystallizing that way, the vision opened into broader splendors, as if 
coming closer and closer to me, enabling me to observe it with my spiritual eyes, now accustomed to the first splendor and capable of withstanding a brighter one. 
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And I saw God the Father: Radiance in the radiance of Paradise. Lines of most radiant light, extremely white, incandescent. Just think: if I was able to distinguish 
Him in that sea of light, what must his Light have been like, which, though surrounded by so much additional light, annulled it, turning it into a kind of reflected 
shadow compared to its splendor? Spirit... Oh, how one sees that it is spirit! It is All. So perfect that it is All. It is nothing because not even the touch of any other 
spirit in Paradise could touch God. A most perfect Spirit, even in his immateriality. Light, Light, nothing but Light. 


In front of God the Father was God the Son. In the robe of his glorified Body, upon which there shone the royal garb covering his most holy Members without 
concealing his superindescribable beauty. Majesty and Goodness fused into this Beauty of his. The carbuncles of his five Wounds shot forth five swords of light 
over all of Paradise and increased its splendor and that of his glorified Person. 


He had no halo or crown of any kind. But his whole Body emitted light, that special light of spiritualized bodies, which in Him and in the Mother is extremely 
intense and issues forth from his Flesh, which is flesh, but not opaque, like ours. Flesh which is light. This light condenses even more around his Head. Not into a 
halo, I repeat, but from his whole Head. His smile was light, and his gaze, light, light piercing from his most beautiful Brow, without wounds. But it seemed that, in 
the places where the thorns had once drawn blood and brought pain, there transuded brighter luminosity now. 


Jesus was standing, holding his royal banner, as in the vision I had in January, I believe. 


A little below Him, very little, comparable to a step on an ordinary stairway, was the Most Blessed Virgin. As lovely as She is in Heaven -that is, with her perfect 
human beauty glorified into heavenly beauty. 


She was standing between the Father and the Son, who were a few meters apart Oust to use sensory comparisons). She was in the middle and with her hands 
crossed over her breast-her gentle, snow-white, small, very lovely hands-and her face slightly upraised-her tender, perfect, loving, very delicate face-was 
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gazing at the Father and the Son in adoration. 


Filled with veneration, She was looking at the Father. She did not say a word. But her whole gaze was a voice of adoration and prayer and song. She was not 
kneeling. But She was so worshipful that her gaze made Her more prostrate than in the deepest genuflection. She was saying, "Sanctus!" and "I adore You!" with 
her look alone. 


Filled with love, She was gazing at her Jesus. She did not say a word. But her whole gaze was a caress; every caress of her soft eyes was saying, "I love You!" She 
was not seated. She did not touch her Son. But her gaze received Him as if He were on her lap, surrounded by her motherly arms, just as -and more than-in his 
Childhood and Death. She was saying, "My Son!" and "My joy!" and "My love!" with her look alone. 


She took delight in gazing at the Father and the Son. And from time to time She would uplift her face and gaze even more to seek out the Love that was shining 
high above Her, perpendicularly. And then its dazzling light, made of a pearl turned into light, became ignited as if a flame were assailing it to set it on fire and 
make it more beautiful. She would receive the kiss of Love and reach out with all her humility and purity, with her charity, to respond with a caress to the Caress 
and say, "Here I am. I am your Bride and I love You and am yours. Yours for eternity," And the Spirit would flame forth more brightly when Mary's gaze would 
merge with his splendors. 


And Mary would turn her glance back to the Father and the Son. It seemed that, having been made the repository of Love, She was distributing it. What a poor 
image I convey! I shall state it better. It seemed that the Spirit was choosing Her to be the one who, gathering all Love into Herself, would then bear it to the Father 
and the Son so that the Three would join and kiss one another, becoming One. Oh, the joy of comprehending this poem of love! And to see the mission of Mary, 
the Seat of Love! 


But the Spirit did not concentrate his splendors on Mary alone. Our Mother is great. Second only to God. But can a basin, even if very large, contain the ocean? 
No. It is filled and overflows. But the ocean has water for the whole earth. Such is the Light of Love. And It was descending in a perpetual caress upon 
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the Father and the Son, clasping Them in a ring of splendor. And it expanded further, after having been beatified by contact with the Father and the Son, who 
responded with love to Love, and extended over all of Paradise. 


And Paradise was thus revealed in its details... There were angels. Higher than the blessed, circles around the Hub of Heaven that is the Triune God, with the 
virginal Gem of Mary as its heart. They more vividly resemble God the Father. Perfect and eternal spirits, they are outlines of light, inferior only to that of God the 
Father, with an indescribable form of beauty. They adore... They send forth harmonies. With what? I do not know. Perhaps with the heartbeat of their love. For 
there are not words; and the lines of their mouths do not shift their luminosity. They shine like motionless waters struck by bright sun. But their love is a song. And 
it is such a sublime harmony that only a grace of God can allow one to hear it without dying of joy. 


Below are the blessed. These, in their spiritualized appearance, bear a closer resemblance to the Son and Mary. They are more compact, perceptible to the eye, I 
would say, and-I get the impression-to touch than the angels are. But they are still immaterial. Physical traits are, however, more marked in them and distinguish 
them from each other. I therefore understand whether someone is an adult or a child, a man or a woman. I do not see old people, in the sense of decrepitude. It 
seems that even when the spiritualized bodies belong to those who have died at an advanced age, the signs of the decay of our flesh cease up above. There is more 
grandeur in an elderly man than in a young, person. But not that dreariness of wrinkles, baldness, toothless mouths, and curved backs proper to human beings. The 
maximum age seems to be forty or forty-five-that is, flourishing virility, even if the gaze and appearance possess patriarchal dignity. 


Among the many-how large a people of saints... and how large a people of angels! The circles fade away, becoming a wake of light through the deep blue 
splendors of a boundless immensity! And from afar, from afar, from this celestial horizon there still comes the sound of the sublime alleluia, and the light flickers 
which is the love of this army of angels and the blessed... 
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Among the many I see an imposing spirit this time. Tall, severe, but good. With a long beard which flows half-way down his chest and with tablets in his hands. 
The tablets look like the waxen ones the men of old used to write on. He is supporting himself on them with his left hand and holding them, in turn, against his left 
knee. I don't know who he is. I think of Moses or Isaiah. I don't know why That's what I think. He looks at me and smiles with great dignity. Nothing else. But 
what eyes! Made precisely to dominate the throngs and penetrate the secrets of God. 


My spirit is becoming increasingly capable of seeing in the Light. And I see that with every fusion of the three Persons, a fusion which is repeated with a pressing, 
incessant rhythm, as if spurred by an insatiable hunger for love, the unceasing miracles which are God's works are produced. 


I see that the Father, out of love for the Son, to whom He wants to give an ever greater number of followers, creates souls. Oh, how beautiful! They emerge like 
sparks, like petals of light, like globe-shaped gems in a way I am unable to describe, from the Father. It is an incessant issuing forth of new souls... Beautiful, 
joyous in descending to pervade a body out of obedience to their Author. How lovely they are when they emerge from God! I do not see-I cannot see while I am in 
Paradise-when original sin sullies them. 


The Son, out of zeal for his Father, without pause receives and judges those who, when life is over, return to the Origin to be judged. I do not see these spirits. I 
understand whether they are judged with joy, mercy, or implacability from the changes in Jesus' expression. What a radiant smile when a saint presents himself to 
Him! What a light of sad mercy when He must separate Himself from someone who has to be cleansed before entering the Kingdom! What a flash of offended, 
painful indignation when He must repudiate a rebel forever! 


It is here that I understand what Paradise is. And what its Beauty, Nature, Light, and Song are made of. It is made by Love. Paradise is Love. It is Love that creates 
everything therein. Love is the foundation on which everything rests. Love is the apex from which everything comes. 
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The Father works out of Love. The Son judges out of Love. Mary lives by Love. The angels sing out of Love. The Light exists because it is Love. The Song exists 
because it is Love. Life exists because it is Love. Oh, Love, Love, Love...! I annul myself in You. I rise again in You. I die as a human creature because You 
consume me. I am born as a spiritual creature because You create me. 


Be blessed, blessed, blessed, Love, Third Person! Be blessed, blessed, blessed, Love, who are the love of the First Two! Be blessed, blessed, blessed, Love, who 
love the Two preceding you! Be blessed, You that love me. Be blessed by me, who love You because You allow me to love You and know You, O my Light... 


After having written all of this, I looked for the previous contemplation of Paradise among the sheets. Why? Because I always distrust myself and wanted to see if 
there was a contradiction between the two. That would have convinced me that I am the victim of a deceit. 


No. There is no contradiction. The present one is even clearer, but has the same essential lines. The preceding one is dated January 10, 1944. And since then I had 
never looked at it. I certify this as if on oath. 


Still May 25 


Jesus says in the evening: 


"In the Paradise which Love has had you contemplate there are only the 'living' Isaiah speaks about in the fourth chapter, one of the prophecies which will be read 
the Sunday after this one. And the way to obtain this being 'alive' is stated by the following words. With the spirit of justice and with the spirit of charity already 
existing faults are canceled out, and one is protected against new forms of corruption. 


"This justice and this charity, which God gives you and Which you must give Him, will lead you and keep you in the 
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shadow of the eternal Tabernacle. There the heat of the passions and the darkness of the Enemy will become innocuous, for they will be neutralized by your Most 
Holy Protector, who, more loving than a hen with her brood, will keep you under the protection of his wings and defend you against every supernatural assault. 
But never separate yourselves from Him, who loves you. 


"Soul of mine, think of the Jerusalem which has been shown to you. Isn't it worth all care to possess it? Overcome. I am awaiting you. We are awaiting you. Oh, 
these words, which We would like to say to all creatures, at least to all Christians, at least to all Catholics, and which we can say to so few! 


"That's enough, for you are weary. Rest, thinking of Paradise." 


May 26 


Jesus says: 
"Why does Isaiah say, "You that are thirsty, come to the water, and you that have no money, run as well to buy and consume wine and milk?" 


"Because there is one who has paid for all eternal riches for you, and for your hunger and your thirst has acquired and ground the purest wheat and bought and 
squashed the most beautiful grapes. And with this purchase of his, paid for with a measureless value and ground and squashed with the sweating of blood, he has 
made a Bread and a Wine for you which take away all hunger and all thirst which are not hunger and thirst for what is spiritual and which give Life to those 
receiving them. 


"The Wheat is the Flesh arising in the virginal womb of my Bride. The Wine is the Blood whose source is in the immaculate Heart which opened like a flower bud 
when my Splendor descended like an arrow of fire to make Her a Mother. The Mother of Him who was at the same time her Father and Spouse. 
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"Oh, the moment in which the Three of Us were joyfully in her Heart and found the love of the creature as We had wished for it in every creature and as no one 
else, except Her, Mary Most Holy, possessed it! 


"Her blood! A few drops around the Seed of the Lord! But it then became such a great river, such an inexhaustible river, that it has never ceased for centuries to 
flow, nor will it cease until the last day. 


"I, Love, offered this Food so that it would be a Witness to the peoples of the Goodness of the Father. I offered this Word. My Love sent Him to the earth so that 
He would be a Teacher for the peoples and a Leader in guiding them to God. And out of love He separated from us, and the eternal Word remained in his painful 
exile, whose end was an opprobrious death, until He yielded the fruit awaited by the peoples: the Redemption. Redemption from sin through his blood. 
Redemption from weaknesses through his Flesh. Redemption from ignorance through his Word. 


"He carried out everything that Love willed; He did all the work He had to. He did not spare Himself in any respect. 


"Do not close your spirits to this Treasure. Come, for you are thirsty. You that know you are, and you that, dying even more, do not even know you are. Come. 
Here there is the Wine which fortifies and the Milk which consoles and medicates. And if you are poor and penniless, come just the same. Triune Love opens its 
wealth for you provided you love it." 


May 27 


Jesus says: 


"Maria. Say, 'Here I am,' like the stars the prophecy speaks of, and, full of joy, come and listen to Me. 
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"It is the vigil of Pentecost. Wisdom did not descend just once with its fire. It always descends to give you its lights. It suffices for you to love it and seek it as a 
most precious treasure. The world is perishing because it has derided and rejected Wisdom by walking outside its ways. 


"Man has put a lot of knowledge into his mind. But he is more ignorant than when he was primitive. He then sought the way of the Lord and inclined his spirit to 
receive the Lord's words. He now seeks everything except what he ought to seek and fills his being with all the most futile and dangerous words. But not with 
those which would be his life. 


"The Lord,' Baruch says, ‘did not choose the giants to communicate the word of Wisdom to them.' 


"No. The Lord does not choose the giants. He does not choose them. He does not choose them, lay or consecrated men who think you are great just because you 
are full of pride and in my eyes are less than grating crickets. The Lord does not look at your permits or your posts, or at your role and name. These are like husks 
placed over what God observes to measure their value: the spirit. And if you do not have a spirit inflamed with charity, generous in sacrifice, humble, and chaste, 
no, the Lord God does not choose you as his beloved, as repositories of the riches of his Wisdom. 


"It is not you that can say to Me, 'I want to be the one who knows.’ It is I who can say, 'I want him to know.' I can still have mercy on you, for you are wretched, ill 
with the ugliest forms of leprosy. But as regards showing a preference in choosing you, I don't. You don't deserve it. 


"Be able to deserve it with an upright life. In all respects. For if you keep faith with your most serious obligations, but fail in less evident, but more profound 
matters, you are no longer upright. You are not. And this spite of yours is nothing but a human motivation robing itself in a deceitful appearance of zeal. The 
intention is not upright. It is thus not valid. 


"And you-come and converse with your Master. Come, for I draw you from the tomb of pain; and I do not prostrate you with 
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a vision of terrifying majesty, which, moreover, you have already seen. Observe only the spiritual side of the resurrection of the dead as applied to the current 
solemnity. It is the Spirit of God infused into you that gives Life. Love Him. Invoke Him. Be faithful to Him. You will have Life and Peace. The former, beyond the 
earth. The latter, even on earth." 


May 29 


Jesus says: 
"Come, little John. I have so many things to tell you to calm your suffering. 


"First of all, come and drink. You are more fortunate than John. He rested his head on my chest when not yet wounded. As for you-come, clinging to my lacerated 
chest, and you can drink the love flowing from my wounded heart. Be good. Be still. As a mother holds a sick child in her arms to console him in his suffering, so 
I am holding you. 


"Oh, you don't know how much you have done, how much you are doing with this affliction of yours. You think you are doing nothing because you are no longer 
able to do anything but suffer. You are doing much, much more than when you taught, prayed, and worked for Me. Then it was you that acted and gave Me what 
you did, what you wanted to do. I accepted it, for I am good. I accepted it because I do not disdain anything. I accepted it because I made your poor deeds rich 
with my merits. 


"Now it is I who act. And I am doing everything. I am taking everything. I want everything. I don't leave you a blade of your wealth in life, health, strength, repose, 
and freedom. I mean human life, health, strength, repose, and freedom. I cancel out everything. I suppress everything. To you as a woman, nothing. 
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To you as a soul, I give Myself: Everything. 
"Listen to your Master. Before telling you a couple of things you wish to know, I want to give you the program of suffering for the days of your week. 


"And let us look at the major groups for which suffering is needed. The ones for which I, too, suffered in the Passion. The priesthood, the despairing, sinners, 
idolaters, and the souls waiting to return to God-that is, for you, the souls being purged; for Me, at that time, the just in Limbo. 


"There are seven days in the week. For the need of three groups there should have been seven times seven. But there are seven. And you will thus suffer in this 
way. 


"On Sunday, Monday, and Tuesday, for the Priesthood. In the Priesthood I include all the consecrated of every kind and category. Why three days for them alone? 
Because, on account of their need, all seven would not suffice. 


"What is the Priesthood for the mass of the faithful? What shall we compare it to? To the vital elements. Could the earth have received and conserved life without 
light, heat, water, and air? No. It could not have. 


"Well then, take the Bible and read its first chapter. What does it say? 'In the beginning God created heaven and earth... On the first day He made the light,’ for the 
earth was covered with darkness, and life cannot exist where there is perpetual darkness. 'On the second day He said, "Let the firmament exist and separate the 
waters from the waters," for water was needed for earthly life. Yet not all of it was to be on the globe or in heaven, but, rather, it was to descend when fitting, 
remain gathered together when fitting, and go back up, as appropriate. The earth would otherwise have become dust or a swamp. 'On the third day He created the 
sea by gathering together the waters.' The sea-the enormous basin for the discharging of all the terrestrial waters and for the nourishment of all the heavenly waters 
which the clouds when then scatter again over the earth. 


"Three days to prepare the earth to be inhabited, and on the third day He robed it in grass and plants because it could now 
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receive seed and tum it into useful flora. Then upon the earth, where there was already light, water, and air, He now ignited the source of heat and with the sun 
perfected the light and with the stars and moon regulated the tides and the waves of the winds and the heavenly waters. The earth was thus ready to receive the 
animals, and, finally, on the earth completed with every good, man, the king. 


"If the week had more days, I would have imposed on you four devoted to penance for the Priesthood. For it is necessary for the life of the spirit, like the four vital 
elements for the earth: light, water, air, and fire. But how can it be light if it is extinguished or darkened? But how can it be water if it is arid? But how can it be 
breath if it is itself asphyxiated? But how can it be fire if it is ice? 


"O poor souls of mine! Mine, because I conquered you with my death! Poor, poor souls of mine, who are becoming weaker and weaker, like stems that come to 
lack air, light, heat, and water. How sorry Iam for you! And how much, how very much disdain and repugnance I feel over those who are unable and unwilling, 
always unwilling, to absorb the four vital elements to give them to you! 


"What are they for, then? What mission do they perform? The one I entrusted to the Priesthood? No. The mission of their gain and of dispersing what I have 
gathered together. Oh, just a wisp keeps Me from striking them...! 


"Maria, look and tremble on seeing my face. With this face I will ask them, 'What have you done to my children, my lambs? Where are these flocks of mine? Why 
have they turned into wild billy goats? Why did they lie, torn to pieces by the four enemies of man: the flesh, knowledge, power, and the devil? Why, blinded, 
wounded, dispersed, hungry, thirsty, naked, spiritually illiterate, persecuted, and abandoned, were they forced to cry out, "God does not exist, for we do not see 
Him, do not hear Him, and do not know Him through the work and the word of those 
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who call themselves priests of God"? Because the best ones-the ones who were wrong, in your eyes, unforgivably wrong in being better than you in faith, hope, 
and charity, sacrifice, chastity, and detachment from all that was not Me, and Me crucified, the ones I filled with pure waters and select wheat for the hungry and 
those dying of spiritual thirst, to replace the cisterns which had dried up and the granaries in which too many moths had made their dwelling, the ones I made light 
and heat for those seeking to be guided to God in the darkness and a fire in the cold so as not to die -why have you struck and crucified these on one of 'your' 
crosses? They were already on mine and remained there willingly, for your sake as well. And that sufficed for their suffering, O presumptuous and slothful 
servants who have never wanted to suffer anything, not even physical weariness, not even the salutary humiliation of seeing yourselves surpassed in heroism by 
these faithful servants of mine, whom I clasp to my heart because through them the Light and the Word have been conserved on earth, stars shining over the 
centuries during their parabola, so that Heaven will always shine on men and they can find it and say, 'God is there. The Word of God is really pulsating in that 
ray, and I can still hear it, just enough for me to believe, hope, and love, to be saved.' That was enough for their suffering. And you have become sons of Satan to 
torture them. But, do you see? They have been healed of your tortures with the balm emerging from my heart. They have drunk the comfort, holy elation, peace, 
and love of a God, remaining that way, as I hold them, clasped against my heart.' 


"This is what I shall say to them. But you-give Me three days of pain for them. It is painful for Me, the eternal Pontiff, to see that my priestly army is full of 
sluggards and deserters. 


"You shall give Wednesday to your Lord for 'your poor brothers and sisters in despair,' as you call them. 


"They are brothers and sisters. No one should be so much of a brother or sister for you as someone who is poor, alone, and sick. And those despairing are poor, 
with the greatest poverty. They have lost everything in losing hope in God. They are alone. 
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There is no solitude more real than this. It is the only real solitude. They are without God. They are sick. An illness which produces death. Real death. It is 
necessary to heal them, restore them to God, and make them rich with God. 


"But your fraternity involves love, not nature. You are not 'despairing.' You think, you thought you were in hell, and you were... you were in Paradise because you 
were serving Me. You serve Me. You are there. You are in Gethsemane and move from it to the Cross and from the Cross to it. But with each elevation you rest on 
my heart. It is I who elevate you. With every deposition you rest on Mary's heart. You then go back to your Gethsemane and your cross. But you go there with the 
savor of my love and the fragrance of the immaculate heart of the Mother. 


"On Thursday you shall suffer for the large group of the idolaters. 


"Idolatry is not just to worship an idol. For Me idolatry is the worship of anything which is not the true God. Idolaters include savages -indeed, they are such less 
than many of the civilized who, while knowing that there is one Triune God, worship a thousand idols ranging from their self to the self of one of their peers and 
along this way have many altars and false gods named 'money,' ‘power, 'sensuality,' 'rationalistic knowledge,' and so on. For Me, then, both the savage and the 
civilized are idolaters when they have national or individual forms of worship which are not true. 


"I thus include in the intentions for Thursday all those who must know the Most Holy Name of God and my own, those to whom the Cross as an arrow pointing to 
Heaven is not yet known, those who follow a revealed religion which is not, however, Religion, and those who are 'Christians,' but not Catholics. The Church is 
one: the Church of Rome. Offer and suffer for those whom an erroneous science turns into idolaters of the mind and those whom a passion turns into idolaters of 
the heart. Have them return to Me. I am the true God, and there is no other above or apart from Me. To Me there must be given the love and worship of the 
creatures created by the Father, redeemed 
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by the Son, and loved by the Spirit. Thursday will be the day of pain for all of them. 


"On a distant Thursday evening, with the wound of betrayal in my heart, with the echo of my Mother's good-bye in my heart, with foreknowledge of the 
approaching complex martyrdom in my heart, the Son of Man, the Son of God, I prayed for all: for those who were 'mine' or who would become 'mine' through 
the Word I had spoken and entrusted to my friends and disciples; I prayed for those who, through the heresy of a wretch, would separate from the living trunk of 
the Roman Church, that they might once again be one with it and thus with Me and with the Father; finally, I prayed for all men because I was dying for them all. 


"God, my Father, had entrusted to Me the whole human race. I became Man to redeem and save the children of Adam. And Adam was one. There were not as 
many Adams as the races of the earth. But one single Adam. And I came to save his descendants, of whatever color, point of latitude or longitude, or degree of 
civilization. And I want all men to be where I am-that is, in the Father's breast. This would be my joy, as it is my aspiration. 


"Pray, then, for these, who are not in Me or who have gone out through the errors of their forebears or through the error of their minds, made proud by the 
semblance of knowledge they possess. 


"Let Friday be for those undergoing their spiritual crucifixion in Purgatory, seeking God and still unable to have Him. 


"You know, as I do, what it means to feel separated from God. I know-you do not-the rejoicing which carried off the just in a whirlwind of love when I appeared 
on a far-off Friday and said, "The wait is over. Come and possess God.' 


"So that every Friday my angels can say these words to many spirits in purgation, suffer and offer every Friday. The blessed are the gems born of the Blood which 
I shed to the last drop on 
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Good Friday To open the Kingdom for a soul and introduce it into blessedness is to give Me back what is mine. Justice, then, and love for Me. 


"Saturday is the day of the Mother, and She has already asked you to suffer for sinners. Let every Saturday of yours, then, be a band of thorns surrounding your 
heart so that it will be covered with roses to offer Mary. Every sinner who returns to God is a rose you place at the Mother's feet, a rose with which She wipes 
away the tears flowing from her eyes since I made Her the Mother of the human race, so hostile to Me. 


"And for you? The week is over, and little John has not had an hour of freedom to think of himself. 


"TIl take care of you. The Mother and I. And while you do what you can, as you can, with difficulty, in spite of your good will, the Mother and I act for your sake, 
as We are able to. If you ruined your sight, lips, knees, and heart in praying and working for yourself, you would make yourself only a rag as a robe, compared to 
the regal one Mary is weaving for you and your Jesus reddens in his blood, for We love you and see that you love us. 


"You are now tired. Rest. Before the Pentecostal period is over, I shall tell you what you wish to know. My peace be with You.)) 


May 30 
Jesus says: 


"This morning, while reading the Book, a sentence struck You. I want to explain it to you, though it does not belong to the cycle I am relating. I shall thus deserve 
an annotation from the difficult doctors. 


"But where can there ever be a 'master' who can give lessons to the Master and say to Him, 'You must speak about this and not that, for this is the program"? Who 
gives Me the program? Who is the Master in 'my' school? I alone. I thus speak about 
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what I please to whoever I please. 


"You read in the Book of Judith: '...Give my spirit firmness to disdain him and strength to topple him, and this will be a monument to your Name.' That's enough. 
The rest does not enter into the lesson. 


"I shall have you observe only that for those pursuing an upright purpose even those things which, though not sinful, are weaknesses inclining one towards sin 
when granted to the self for its own satisfaction become good. 


"Beauty is a good thing if one is able to make good use of it. Beauty is one of the gifts which God gave to the First Parents. They reflected the Perfection which 
had created them. This was most pure Spirit. But even if man could not be entirely spirit, like his Creator, he could-and that is what God wanted-bear witness to the 
Origin he proceeded from with the perfection of a harmonious, very beautiful body, a living vase to contain a spirit without a stain of sin. And this is to pulverize 
the shameful theory of your descending from a quadruman. 


"You come from God. Not from a beast which the ancient Mosaic law called ‘unclean.' Remember: 'Among all the animals that walk on four feet, those walking on 
their hands shall be unclean.' 


"Beauty should, then, be admired in one of your fellows, with praise for Him who gave man such sovereignty in form over animals, and used in you for good 
purposes, not for vanity, Judith used it. To adorn oneself to seduce, to corrupt, or adorn oneself only out of pride or for the ostentation of wealth is a sin. But when, 
with one's side tortured by a haircloth and one's body mortified by penance, one is able to use physical appearance and riches for an upright purpose, the means is 
then elevated to sanctity. 


"I said, 'When you fast, scent your head and wash your face, so that your fasting will not be seen, but known only by your Father.' And that is what I did. For I did 
not say a word which 
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I had not first turned into action already in my life. And because I had acted that way, I was accused of being a friend of publicans and prostitutes, a lover of 
banquets and feasts. 


"If there was anything distressing for Me, it was precisely the gaiety of a banquet and the confusion of a feast. I ate to live. I did not make food the ‘joy of living,’ 
as many do. And a piece of bread, even if eaten simply along a grassy bank, wetting my mouth with the pure water of a stream, seated amidst the flowers of the 
field, in the greenness of a tree, the dwelling for birds which the Father supplies, among my friends/disciples, was dearer to Me than the rich banquet at which I 
was observed and spied on by human curiosity and incurable envy. 


"If there was anything distressing for Me, it was contact with the impure. My being rested when innocence encircled Me. Remember that I had left the angels to 
come down among men. And it was children that did not make Me miss the angels. But I had come to save sinners. And how would I have saved them if I had 
disdained and fled them? 


"Judith, then, used and made the most of her beauty and her wealth for a holy purpose. And, increasing her hidden penances to please God, she increased her 
attractiveness to please man and crush him 'with his own sword'-sensuality, the weapon which killed Holofernes more than the tyrant's sword did. 


"Maria, all creatures have their tyrants. Sensuality, the world, one's neighbor, the devil. 


"How many tyrants in one's neighbor! People who oppress, people who envy, people who unjustly condemn. And yet it is necessary to love this neighbor, even if 
he is wicked, out of love for Me. 


"There is sensuality, an octopus always resurfacing to pull people to the depths. There is the devil, a medusa that holds people with his gaze to hypnotize God's 
creatures and destroy them. Who can one ask for help from against these enemies? God: 'Give my spirit firmness to disdain him and strength to topple him.' 
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"On my own,' the faithful soul says, 'I am nothing. By myself I can do nothing. Because I love You, I would like to please You and overcome. But I am weak. 
Weak in purpose, weak in the strength to fight. But if You help me, Lord, I shall be able to withstand and overcome.' 


"Can God refuse his help to a child who asks for his help? No. He places Himself at your side, and precisely because you are weak, but faithful, precisely because 
you are nothing, but admit you are, He infuses firmness and strength into you. He transfuses Himself into you. What are you afraid of if God is with you? 


"Why does God help you like this? Out of love. This is the first thing. And, moreover, because every victory of the man who deifies himself in Good and perfects 
himself to belong to God as Perfection is a monument for the Holy Name of God. Every man who becomes holy is a monument to the benignity, power, and 
sovereignty of God. A monument that once more speaks to the peoples of the wonders of God so that they will know that He is the Powerful One and that above 
Him there is no one greater. 


"Go in peace." 


May 31 


Jesus says: 
"When you saw the eternal Paradise you wondered why the recently formed souls had different degrees of color. 


"It is not that these spiritual sparks which animate really possess a color. In order for your senses to be able to comprehend and for your attention to notice this and 
wonder about the reason for it, this perceptible variation in color was shown to you. But it was to serve only to make you ask, 'Why are there such differences if 
the Source is one?! 


"God the Creator is unlimited in his power. God the Creator is perfect in his creating. God the Creator is far-sighted in his working. 


274 


"He did not make stars alone for the sky. They would have been of use only for your nights. He did not make the moon alone as a planet. It would have been of 
use only to indicate to you the passing of the months. He did not make the sun alone or many suns alone. They would have scorched you by shining night and day 
uninterruptedly. 


"But He made the sun for the day and regulated the revolution of the other heavenly bodies around it so that these, by a law of order, would regulate light and 
warmth. He made the moon as a first measure of time and so it would regulate the tides and other more intimate laws of creation. He made the stars so that you 
would have a compass on dark nights. 


"He did not make the meadow grasses alone. Or the harvests of the fields alone. Or the vine and the olive tree alone, or the fruit -bearing plants alone. But He made 
all of them and joined together for you the best-loved plants, the flowers, useful plants providing wood for your houses, and medicinal plants supplying you with 
juices needed to heal diseases. 


"He did not make placid ruminants alone, but also swift horses. Or birds alone, but also fish. Not just the beasts easy to domesticate, but also the ones that in their 
wild existence are useful in cleaning fields and forests. The snake, too, the accursed snake laden with venom, is useful because of this venom, employed to treat 
some of the most distressing infirmities. 


"And all of these species obey the reason for which they were made, the order which was given them. From the sun to the gnat, there is none which says, 'I want to 
do as I please.' But, with their voice of heat, if stars, of juices, if plants, of sound, if animals, or of darting, if voiceless animals, such as fish, they say, "Yes, Creator, 
here we are. You made us for "this," and we do "this" for your glory' 


"Consider, O men, what would happen if the earth, an immense meteor, were obstinate and no longer wanted to follow its trajectory in the heavens. One 
hemisphere would then burn, and the other would freeze. On one there would be eternal darkness and thus the death of animal and plant life because of darkness 
and cold. On the other there would be eternal light and heat and thus the death of life from an excess of light and warmth. 
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"Consider, O men, the result if sheep no longer provided wool, cows milk, plants fruits, and so on. And yet if animals, plants, and stars followed your example, 
chaos would bring you to perish in inconceivable horror, now that everything, except you, proceeds in the order received from God. 


"The Creator, as He provides for this, provides for order in regard to humanity His Most Holy Mind considers that for the good of the earth so many thinkers, so 
many scientists, so many warriors, and so many workers are needed, and, as regards temperaments, so many bold ones, so many meek ones, so many active ones, 
so many contemplatives, and so on. 


"Souls cease to animate a body and return to God to be destined according to their merits. God creates new souls to maintain the number of creatures who must 
populate the earth. The first operation involves divine order The second is to create, according to the needs He sees, one particular category as more numerous 
than another, so that everything will be harmonious in the race and each will serve the other, as the teeth in a gear serve the gear next to it, causing the giant 
machine to move without friction or damage. 


"This is what God does. And if you obeyed in this way, everything would go forward. But you rebel. 


"Who among you is happy with his destiny? No one. At least very few. Always restless, dominated by passions, forgetful of God, or very lukewarm in fervor, you 
thus follow the voices of disorder and create disorder. 


"The first point resides in your rebellion against the divine Law, which says to you, 'Love and respect God; serve Him alone; love and respect your parents; do not 
steal; do not kill; do not slander; do not be dissolute.' From this initial disorder there then issue forth all the other misfortunes, and you become slaves of 
yourselves or of someone among you that without authorization proclaims himself to be what he is not. You become such because you have not wanted to be, not 
slaves, but children of a Father whose goodness is not surpassed by anyone. 


"Consider that even the angels have different tasks. And one 
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is a guardian of a man; and another, an announcer; and another, an adoring seraph. And you, in all that was created-do not be the only ones to guide yourselves 
according to your wretched Will. 


"Our Father... thy will be done.’ The soul, when just created, says this, and if it is true that original sin then injects into it the opposing will of the rebellious 
Lucifer, it is also a truth of faith that the Sacrament of Baptism restores you to the snow-whiteness of the heavenly beginning, and the Holy Spirit confirms you in 
it, and the Eucharist fortifies you therein. 


"Repudiate, then, the voices of what is concupiscence, and come back, come back, come back to obedience. Join the festive stars in their obedience, the flowers 
and the harvests, trees and animals-all of them glad in their obedience. Oh, how superior to you they are in this respect! And follow the way that God has assigned 
to you. 


"And do not say, 'How can I know it?' If from the most tender years on you remain faithful, it will shine before you like a golden band. If, after an instance of 
losing your way, you want to follow it, it will shine once again. For God is good and wants your individual and collective good. He is swift to forgive and assist 
moral and spiritual resurrections. 


"Those variations in color were intended to make you grasp that the impermanence of one category or another-which makes you suffer-does not proceed from 
God. It is souls that spontaneously leave the class the Lord placed them in and disturb the harmony of human society by following appetites; among them the least 
wicked are those that are only selfish, to achieve relative well-being, and the most blameworthy, those that, just to satisfy themselves, tear their neighbors to 
pieces, canceling out freedom, affections, and faith. Avalanches moved by Satan out of hatred for God." 
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June 2 
The First Friday of the Month 


Yesterday I received no special dictation. I just suffered until thinking I was in agony. 


The physical suffering-so violent, for it had already been going on for twenty-four hours, but, for me, who am able to endure so much, it was still 
unbearable-began on Wednesday night. And it went on growing at a constant pace until becoming unendurable. My peritoneum hurt and caused me all the 
disturbances of acute peritonitis to such an extent that I thought of a peritoneal perforation. I suffered until I was in a daze. I was no longer able to say anything but 
"Lord, it's for my poor despairing brothers and sisters." It was still Wednesday. 


Yesterday, while continuing to suffer, I offered this whole agony for idolaters. I had nothing but that to offer because I honestly had no strength for anything else 
and had to make a real effort to perform my usual penances. I was then left in a swoon, feeling only the agony of my flesh. But it doesn't matter. My soul was in 
peace, in Jesus' hands... And then nothing does harm...! 


In the late afternoon the local priest came and found me with the face of someone agonizing. He wanted to console me because he is good at heart. But with a 
"goodness" of use only to Maria the creature, not Maria the soul. 


I feel the painful absence of the one who directs me, who says he "does nothing." I say, however, that he is air for my soul. My soul misses him the way my lungs 
miss sea air. And in spite of Jesus' numberless acts of goodness, I lack this aid and suffer therefrom. 


Last night I wanted to carry out the Hour of Nocturnal Adoration. But it was impossible for me. I was unable to read or 
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think. And then Jesus had me... adore by giving me an appropriate vision. 
I shall try to describe the environment, a difficult matter for me, who in the area of architecture am incompetent and have never set foot in a cloistered monastery. 


I think, then, that I am in the internal church of a strictly cloistered monastery. I see a very high, wide arch which provides light for the external church. It provides 
light in a manner of speaking, for the thick grating filling it entirely is made even more impenetrable by a curtain of dark red cloth falling from the summit to 
within about a meter and a half of the ground-that is, as far as the point where a wall rises up to support the grating. 


At the center of the grating there is a sort of window-that is, a section of movable grill which opens like a door on its hinges. This is not covered by the red curtain 
and allows one to see the tabernacle in the external church through the web of the grating. The sisters can thus worship and, I think, receive Holy Communion 
while kneeling on the bench which serves as a baluster in front of the little window and is raised above a platform with three steps to place it within comfortable 
reach of the level of the window. Nothing in the external church is visible except the tabernacle. Perhaps monastery choirs are built this way. 


There is little light. From the high, narrow windows there rains down a dim light. I think it must be either evening or dawn, for there is only a faint glimmer. The 
choir-this is what I call it, but I don't know if this is the right term-is empty. There are only the seats for the sisters and the bench in front of the grating. An oil lamp 
introduces a little yellow star alongside the grating. 


A tall, and certainly very thin, sister comes in. For, in spite of her ample religious habit, she is very slender. She goes to kneel at the bench. She lifts up the veil 
with which she covered her face, and I see a youthful visage, not very beautiful, but graceful, very pale, and meek. Two light-colored eyes-they seem to be 
greenish brown-shine gently when she raises them to look at the tabernacle, and the small mouth opens into a soft smile. The face is a long oval between the white 
bands, which are slightly 
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whiter than her countenance. The black veil flows down over her black robe, in such fashion that in the kneeling figure only the delicate face, the long, 
well-formed hands joined in prayer, and a silver cross shining on her breast, in addition to the wimple, are seen to be light in color. She is praying fervently, with 
her eyes fixed upon the tabernacle. 


And now the beautiful part of the vision comes. The grating, the whole grating, shines as if beyond the velarium a very intense fire has been ignited. The lamp, 
which previously looked like a radiant star, is now canceled out in the growing light, which is increasingly becoming a very bright silver white. So bright that one's 
eyes no longer see anything but this. The grating is wiped out in the brilliant radiance. And in this splendor Jesus appears. Jesus, standing upright in his white robe 
and red mantle, smiling, very handsome. 


"Margaret!" He calls, to rouse the sister, who has remained in ecstasy, looking at Him. He calls her three times, more and more gently, and smiling with 
ever-greater intensity. He advances, walking high above the ground on the carpet of light which is under Him. "It is I, Jesus, whom you love. Do not fear." 


Margaret Mary looks at Him blissfully and, amidst her tears, asks, "What do You want from me, Lord? Why are You appearing to me?" 
"I am Jesus, who loves you, Margaret, and I want you to make Me be loved." 
"How can I, Lord?" 


"Look. And you will be capable of everything, for what you will see will give you strength and a voice to rouse the world and bring it to Me. This is my Heart. 
Look. It is the Heart which has so loved men, wishing to be loved by them. But it is not loved. And in this love the salvation of the human race would be found. 
Margaret, tell the world that I want my Heart to be loved. I am thirsty! Give Me something to drink. I am hungry! Give Me something to eat. I suffer! Console Me. 
This mission will be your joy and your sorrow. But I ask you not to refuse it. 
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Come. Come to Me. Come close to Me. Kiss my Heart. You will no longer be afraid of anything... 
Margaret Mary rises and walks in ecstasy towards Jesus. The intense light makes her face even whiter. She prostrates herself at Jesus' feet. 


But He lifts her up and, supporting her with his left hand, opens his robe over his chest, and his flesh seems to open along with his robe, and his Divine Heart 
appears, alive, beating amidst torrents of light setting the poor choir aflame and making the human body of the beloved disciple shine, like an already spiritualized 
body. Jesus inclines his cherished one towards Himself and, with loving violence, brings her face up to the level of his Heart, against which he clasps it, holding 
up the ecstatic, who would collapse out of joy, and when He separates her, He continues to hold her up, with gentle care, and sets her back on the ground -for 
Margaret walked over the wake of light to reach Jesus-and does not let her go until He sees she is safely in her place. He then says, "I shall come back to tell you 
what I want. Love Me more and more. Go in peace." 


The light absorbs Him like a cloud and then fades out progressively, finally disappearing, and in the now darkened choir only the little yellow star of the lamp 
shines. 


This is what I saw. And Jesus says to me, "You have carried out the adoration for Thursday, the eve of the First Friday. What do you want that's better than this?" 
He smiles and leaves me. 


I now want to tell you-for I think it will interest you-about a little communication I received from Jesus on May 29. 


I happened to look at an old newspaper article in which there is an announcement concerning a book by Catherine of Siena. I have had it for years. And I had 
never purchased that book, partly because I thought it was useless, in that I seemed unable to comprehend the mystical life of St. Catherine. Too sublime for me. 
And, in addition, partly because it seemed useless to look for it, since the book was not available. Initially, I had had inquiries made, but had been told that "It was 
not to be found." 
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I had resigned myself without difficulty to not having it and had thought no more about it. 


On May 29, this short newspaper article fell into my hands again. I looked at it and tore it up with indifference. I heard Jesus say to me, "No. Get this book. You 
will now find it at once, in the first shop in which it is requested. It will help to convince you that the Voice speaking is one. The one that is speaking to you and 
that spoke to Catherine. Get it, for it is time to." 


On May 30, since Martha had to go to Lucca, I told her to look for it. Without saying anything else. And she in fact found it in the first bookshop she entered. 


I have read very little, but what I have seen repeats for me, in the medieval style, the concepts I hear in the current style. As I encounter them, I am gradually 
marking the points which I have already heard. This gives me peace, for I am always afraid of a deceit. 


Jesus is very, very-too-good to me! He not only instructs me and consoles me with words and visions, but regulates them according to my physical weakness and 
makes up for my incapacity for prayer, as occurred last night, when He had me adore his Heart together with Margaret Mary, and indicates to me what I should 
obtain to gain reassurance in my fears. 


I am resuming later to tell you what I am now hearing. 
Jesus says: 
"The effort it takes to tear that soul away from its ideas is due to the fact that it is filled with them. 


"In order to introduce liquid into a vase, it is necessary for the vase to be prepared. If it is empty, it can be entirely filled with the liquid we want; if is half full, we 
shall introduce half; if it is an inch away from being full, we can introduce at least an inch. It won't be much, but it will be of use for mixing in something. But if it 
is full to the brim, we can introduce nothing. Nothing. It has to be emptied first. 


"This is easy when the vase lets itself be moved. But if it is fixed and thus not movable, how can it be emptied? It has to be dried by either the heat of the sun or 
our patient work of soaking it up with a sponge which will absorb the liquid until it is empty 
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"Some souls are filled to the brim and irremovable. Their will makes them that way. They thus maintain themselves in the water they have introduced, which is not 
the water you and I would like them to have. And it is then necessary to remove their contents with the ardor of charity and patient constancy. 


"It would be a much easier task if they let themselves be overturned by an impetus of love. But it is more meritorious for you to burn with love to empty them of 
evil and dry them of every evil with more and more sacrifice. And then introduce God into them. Introduce your God into them. 


"Oh, Maria...! " 


He says nothing else. This short dictation was begun while I was carrying out my devotions and penances and, while interceding for one person or another, 
thinking of a heart which does not budge from its decisions. More anchored to them than a ship to a rocky bottom. The most refractory of all to my prayer. 


In the evening of this first Friday, I am presented again with a vaster and lovelier vision of Jesus, with a radiant Heart surrounded by many, many saints. There are 
many men, but in the foreground, and more radiant than all the other figures, as if through the light of a special privilege, there are three holy women. 


In this vision, however, the bodies, which, as far as I can understand, are already spiritualized, also show themselves to me in their earthly dress, just as occurs in 
my visions of the life of Our Lord. 


I recognize St. John the Apostle among the men, who is standing almost in back of Jesus, looking at Him and smiling. And I then see a Franciscan who is not St. 
Francis, but I do not know who he is. But the ones who attract my attention are the three holy women in the first row. 


One is Margaret Mary. I clearly recognize her. The other is a small, beautiful sister dressed entirely in white. Only her veil is black. Her face is very intelligent and 
radiant with supernatural joy. The third one is a thin, austere woman Capuchin, with the serious, good eyes of someone who has greatly suffered and wept. She is 
the oldest of the three. She is not crying now. But 
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she looks at me with great compassion. 
Jesus points to them and says: 


"They are my heralds. They are the ones who did not reserve intense love for my Divine Heart for themselves, but spread it around the world, at the cost of every 
exertion and sorrow. 


"This is the first one in chronological order. She is the first voice to speak of confidence in my Heart. The world was one big bramble of human ferocity and 
religious restrictions when Gertrude said to the world, 'Love and hope. Jesus assures us that we are reconciled to the Father. His pierced Heart tells us so. Let us 
work for his glory. Let us do his will to give Him joy, and He will work the miracles of his mercy for us.' She had understood the words emerging from this 
Wound of mine. 


"You know the other one. You saw her last night. 


"The third one is Veronica, a Capuchin Poor Clare. The 'voice' who in Italy said what Margaret was saying in France. The two who defeated philosophism, the 
enemy of Truth, even more than the Church did with her condemnations, and they defeated it with the strength of their love, which preached the truth of what it 
had heard and seen. They were tormented for this reason by blind men. And, among the blind, how many ‘should have seen!' How many consecrated people 
among them! But they, my messengers, my 'voices,' had been created for this. And they did this because to do my will was their joy. 


"There are more holy women than holy men among the 'voices' speaking of my Heart. Because the gentleness of loving belongs to woman. John, angelic, is 
among the saints because he had a boy's heart in a hero's body. He is the first to have understood my Heart. But all the saints are fruits of my Heart, of love for my 
Heart. Even those who seem to have been created to become the apostles of other devotions are in reality the fruits of my Heart and of love for it. 


"Whoever does not love is not sanctified. It is the heart that 
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loves. And what is loved in the beloved? His heart. As in a mother the heart of her child is formed first of all in her womb, so in those who bear God in the world 
the Heart of their Lord is formed first of all. 


"When it beats within you, Jesus has already been born in you and speaks to you and caresses you and brings you the Father and the Spirit, for where One is, the 
other Two are not lacking. You are thus a Heaven in which the wonders of God are worked and from which splendors issue forth and words emerge which are 
lights and words of the God dwelling in you. 


"Oh, blessed are you that understand how I love you! And that repeat this love to the world to convince it to love me. 
"I have shown you this family of saints, whose passion was MY Heart, for you are a little sister. 


"The Heart of your Jesus and his Cross: your loving goals. But the Heart of Jesus was opened on the Cross. Jn the maximum opprobrium He obtained the supreme 
refuge for you. To tell you that the more one agrees to be scorned to do the will of the Eternal, the more one becomes salvation and blessing for one's blameworthy 
brothers and sisters. 


"Even if their hearts split from the pain men cause my heralds, let these beloved ones of mine not tremble or draw back. I am with them, and here, here in this 
Wound, is the nest for my loving doves, wounded by cruel sparrowhawks. And I call them and say, 'Come. Come, O my doves, and rest alongside the one who 
loves you. Come to the nest I have prepared for you, where I shall dry all your tears and heal all your wounds, and I shall nourish you with the fruit of the tree of 
life and quench your thirst in the river of living water which flows from under my throne, and you shall bear my Name on your brow, and on your heart, the sign 
of my Heart, and you shall reign eternally because with love you have conquered Love." 
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June 3 
The First Saturday, 1:30 a.m. 


Mary says: 
"Tam the Mother. Write. 


"Every Saturday observe the Hour of my Desolation. I shall bless you for spending the night between Friday and Saturday in this way. The first point and the third 
point are easy for you. You do nothing but reread visions and dictations which you have received. But the second point is painful for you because you must 
observe it on your own. In your description you said. 'Mary with the group... returns to the house a short distance away.' And if this suffices in the description-and 
in your weakness you could not offer anything else-it does not suffice for your prayer now. Write, then, for your guidance, what I suffered at that time..." 


Mary then says, "Do you know why I have given you these words only today? Because you no longer have the notebook in which Judas' desperation is described. 
I speak about it here. And this, too, is a proof that these are true matters, for someone inventing them on his own gets mixed up, without any way to remember, and 
falls into a lie. And you, exhausted and weak as you are, do not remember from one hour to the next. Have the priest who directs you, my servant, take note of 
this. 


You in fact carried off the notebook on May 27. 


June 7 
The Vigil of Corpus Christi 


I write in the presence of my Jesus as Master For me, entirely for me. He has returned after so /ong, entirely for me. 
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You will ask, "What do you mean? You have been seeing and hearing Him again for almost a month, and you say you have Him after so long?" I shall reply once 
again with what I have stated orally and in writing on several occasions. 


One thing is to see, and another, to hear. And, above all, one thing is to see and hear for others, and another, to see and hear entirely for myself, exclusively for 
myself. In the former case, I am a spectator and a repeater of what I see and hear, but if this gives me joy, for they are always things which infuse a great joy, it is 
also true that it is a joy which is, so to speak, external. The term poorly expresses what I feel so distinctly. But I find no better one. 


In short, realize that my joy is like that of someone reading a good book or seeing a beautiful scene. The person is moved, savors it, admires its harmony, and says, 
"How lovely to be in the position of this individual!" Whereas, in the latter case-that is, when hearing and seeing are for myself-"this individual" is then me. The 
word I hear is for me; the figure I see is for me. It is Him and me, Mary and me, John and me. Alive, true, real, close. Not in front of me and as if I were seeing a 
motion picture passing by. But alongside my bed, or circling around the room, or leaning against the furniture, or seated, or standing, like living people, my 
guests-all of which is quite different from a vision for everyone. In short, all of this "is mine." 


And today-rather, since yesterday afternoon-Jesus has been here, in his usual robe of white wool, basically ivory white, so different in weight and shade from the 
splendid robe appearing to be made of immaterial linen, and so white that it looks like spun light, which covers Him in Heaven. He is here, with his beautiful, long, 
tapering hands, of a white color tending towards old ivory, with his handsome face, long and pale, where his dominating, gentle eyes shine, of a dark sapphire, 
with his 
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thick eyelashes of a hazel color sparkling with reddish blond, He is here with his long, soft hair, of a reddish blond more intense at the illuminated points and 
darker in the depths of its folds. 


He is here! He is here! And He smiles at me and looks at me writing about Him. The way He did in Viareggio. And as He no longer did after Holy Week, giving 
me all that desolation, which became a fever, almost of desolation, when, to the pain I felt over being deprived of Him there was also joined the pain of being 
deprived of living where at least I had seen Him and could say, "He leaned here; He sat there; He bent over here to rest his hand on my head." And where my 
parents had died. Oh, those who have not experienced this cannot understand! 


It is not that we demand the possession of all of this. We well know that they are gratuitous graces and that we do not deserve to have them, nor can we demand 
that they last when they are granted to us. We know. The more they are given to us, the more we annihilate ourselves in humility, acknowledging our repugnant 
wretchedness, as compared to the infinite Beauty and divine Wealth giving itself to us. 


But what do you say, Father? Doesn't a son wish to see his father and mother? Doesn't a wife wish to see her husband? And when death or a long absence deprives 
them of seeing the others, don't they suffer and find comfort in living where the others lived, and if they have to leave that place, don't they suffer twice as much 
because they lose even that place where their love was loved by the absent one? Can those suffering from this pain be reproached? No. And can I? Isn't Jesus my 
Father and Spouse? Dearer, much dearer than the dearest fathers and spouses? 


And judge his being such for me from the way I endured the death of my mother. I suffered, you know? I still cry because I loved her, in spite of her character. But 
you have seen how I overcame that hour. Jesus was there. And He was dearer to me than my mother. Must I tell you something? I have suffered and now suffer 
more over my mother's death, which took place eight 
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months ago, than I did then. Because in these last two months I was without Jesus for myself and without Mary for myself, and even now it suffices for me to be 
left for a moment by Them, and I then feel my desolation as a sick orphan more than ever and plunge back into the harsh human pain of those inhuman days. 


I am writing under Jesus' gaze and thus do not exaggerate or deform anything. Besides, that is not my system. But even if it were, it would be impossible to persist 
therein under this gaze. 


I have written this here, where I usually do not, because in the visions of Mary I do not mix in my poor self, for I already know I must go on describing her glories. 
Wasn't her motherhood a crown of glories at all times? 


I am very ill, and writing weighs heavily upon me. Afterwards I am washed out. But provided I can make Her known, so that She will be loved more, I do not 
count the cost. Do my shoulders ache? Does my heart yield? Is my head in agony? Does the fever grow? It doesn't matter! May Mary be known, entirely beautiful 
and dear, just as I see Her out of God's goodness and hers, and that's enough for me. 


June 11 


Jesus says: 
"In order to lead the life of victims with equilibrium, one must place oneself resolutely on a spiritual plane, totally forgetting what is not this plane. 


"I said 'equilibrium!' because in earthly matters this term is used to mean things or persons that rest so evenly on their axes that they do not fall from them as a 
result of jolts of any kind, and, even if they receive them-for it is natural to receive them-they withstand the knock with a slight rocking which is not weakness, but 
is proof of their stability, for it does not lead 
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to catastrophes, but to a return to the same position as before 


"The same applies to matters which are not earthly and thus spiritual. The soul evenly resting on its axis does not fall from knocks which may be impressed upon 
it. It undergoes the assault and suffers from it, for it is the bursting forth of wicked forces into the atmosphere of supernatural peace surrounding it and the din of 
low voices which for an instant overcome the heavenly harmonies in which it delights, and, like a stem struck by a storm, its flowering crown wavers, but is not 
torn off, and, once the assault is over, it is restabilized in its peace, directed towards listening to the words which the love of a God continually whisper to its spirit. 


"Where is the spiritual plane? Oh, very high up! Where humanity does not reach. Humanity is still noticeable, for the spirit is not blind, nor does living in its vital 
atmosphere make it witless. No, for, on the contrary, it increases its capacity to see and understand. But this is because it is already living in the atmosphere of 
Charity, since the spiritual plane is the antechamber of blessed Paradise: the current Limbo of those who are not yet born to eternal Life, but whose spirit is already 
waiting to enter it-spiritual children whose baptism will take place in the kiss which the Eternal will give them when, released from the jail of the flesh, like 
burning arrows, like flaming doves freed by the bow or the snare, they will dart to God, their goal, their nest, the concern of their whole stay in the earthly exile. 


"Charity, anxious for union with these lesser charities, focuses its ardor upon this plane and pervades it with Itself. Those living therein feed on It and absorb it 
with the thirst of their spirits. They are thirsty mouths sucking in that which is their joy and not ceasing, even while doing so, to sing their joy; while singing, they 
do not cease to pray for their brothers and sisters; while praying, they do not cease to repeat to them the words they hear, which are God's. 


"For the spirits living on the spiritual plane are like the animals in Ezekiel's Theophany. They have four aspects, since their action is fourfold, and they make use of 
four mouths. They 
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look at God, who is the Sun, with their faces as eagles and sing his praises therewith. They sate themselves on Him like lions, for God is their prey, and that is the 
only prey they desire. As patient as oxen, they do not weary of praying for their brothers and sisters, the conquest of whom for the kingdom of the spirit is a 
patient, untiring work. And with their human mouth they repeat to men in human language what, while flying like eagles into the kingdom of the Sun God, they 
have heard from God. 


"Charity is always active, and those living in Charity are as active as it is. Charity is multiform and multi-operative, and they have multiform and multi-operative 
charity. Charity is ardent, and they are 'incandescent coals' that God always heats up more and more. Charity is light and swift, and they have wings to go lightly 
and swiftly where the impetus of charity takes them. And 'they do not turn back' to look at what they are leaving. 


"I have thus led you back to the first point. 'To be able to live the life of victims with equilibrium, once must place oneself resolutely on the spiritual plane, totally 
forgetting what is not this plane.' I said that in the first passage of this dictation. And I am repeating it. 


"You are here and remain here. The only thing that can make you leave this equilibrium-which is perfect, for I have placed you in it, and I am perfect in my 
working-is your will. Everything else may shake you and may disturb you, entering with its din and its storm into the atmosphere by which you are surrounded, 
but it cannot remove you from your center. It cannot if you do not want to. 


"And don't be disturbed if you feel disturbed. Let the disturbance come from others-whether men or Satan-but do not ever join yours to it. It would be the most 
harmful form. Because it would be the most internal form. 


"Never say to yourself, 'I am not capable of doing well what I am doing’; 'I cannot serve God with perfection’; 'I sin instead of sanctifying myself.’ Of course you 
are unable to do it well, for you are not perfect in serving and still have multiple imperfections. And who is able to do well, to perfection, without ever sinning, as 
long as one is a man? Who is perfect, if one is compared to Perfection? 
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"But Perfection, precisely because it is Perfection, is also able to judge and see perfectly and thus can see your intention, your study, and your effort to do well, to 
serve perfectly, not to sin, and with a smile cancels out and forgives, with a smile carries out what you are unable to. 


"Every human thought must die on the spiritual plane. This is very difficult. Consequently, the virtue of the saints is called heroicity, and there are so few saints, 
for there are very few heroes. And this heroicity is greater, more complex, and, above all, longer than the human kind, which is an episode in a person's life, 
whereas the other kind is the life of a person. 


"The heroism of a person is the sudden act presenting itself and not giving the flesh time to put forth its cowardly voices. Human heroism always has two crutches, 
even if people don't realize they have them: an impulsive character and the desire for praise. 


"The heroism of a saint is not a sudden act: it is life. One's whole life. From dawn to dusk. From dusk to dawn. From one month to another. From one year to 
another. Involving heat, cold, work, one's neighbor, rest, pain, illnesses, poverty, mourning, and offenses. A necklace in which every minute is an added pearl. A 
pearl which is formed with tears, patience, and fatigue. This heroism does not come down from Heaven, like manna. It must arise in you. In you alone. Heaven 
does not give you more than it gives to everyone else. It is not helped by the world. On the contrary, the world combats and blocks it in every way. 


"It is true that its combating is the best factor for preparation since to endure the world with patience and love it for its hatred of you is the main core of this 
heroism; around it there are joined cells of patience in hunger, thirst, cold, heat, sleepless nights, illnesses, poverty, and mourning. But the greatest part is always 
to endure the world and love it supernaturally. 


No human thought. The love of God alone. What is of interest to God alone. This is how the spiritual hero thinks. This is the way the one living in spiritual 
equilibrium acts. Me? What am I? My sorrows? My labors? My poverty? The nuisances coming to me from my neighbor? Nothing. What counts is God. I make 
use of this, that, and the other for his sake, and I am happy 
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to have this the other, that, and the other because with this, that, and the other I can love God, not because He protects me, but out of pure love. I can serve God 
while using these coins to save my neighbor and thus do what is of interest to God. 


"Do you think, Maria, that I am not pained to have to salt you this way with suffering -you that I prefer? Do you think that, if I could, I would not like to give you 
all joy in exchange for the joy you give Me? 


"But there is no other way to save the world. Pain. Even I, who was God, found only this to be the Savior. Pain will become Joy for you. But in the other life. Here 
it doesn't exist, for you, beloved, dear victims. Here my peace exists; here union with Me exists; here my love exists. Joys of the spirit. But for the flesh, nothing. 
There is pain for it. And it is never enough, for error grows more and more. You are the ones making reparation for errors, and you can have no rest in doing so, 
for the Enemy continues to destroy, and we must go on building to maintain a human, and not completely Satanic, appearance for the world. 


"Christ in Heaven no longer weeps. But He still suffers because, if He is God, He is also Man and has a heart. And what is this heart of mine, perfect in its 
passions, suffering from? From seeing itself unloved and from seeing suffering, from having to let those who love it and whom it loves suffer. 


"Oh, how I suffer from seeing you suffer to carry out the redemption of man in you! How I suffer! But, to every quiver of pain responding to your pain I join a gift 
for Heaven. For your Heaven. It is yours. You conquer it hour by hour, and it awaits you. 


"Oh, what splendors are here for you! Oh, what love awaits you! Oh, what longing to give it to you' 'Uplift your eyes and look. Amidst the thousand splendors of 
what you have merited the Face of your God shines for you and smiles. And it blesses you. 


"Yes, I bless you. Go in peace." 
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June 12 


Jesus says: 
"I further say this to you to perfect you in pain. 


"To love pain is indeed a counsel of perfection, for the command of God, who knows human capacity, limits itself to order you to endure pain out of obedience to 
God. Many-the majority-are unable to do even this. 


"To the best ones God says, 'Love pain since my Son loved it for your good. Do the same for the good of your brothers and sisters.' 


"But among the best, who are faithful, convinced, generous, and loving Christians, there is a select category. They are the seraphim of the faithful, the most 
inflamed with love. The love inflaming them makes them loving as regards what is most difficult, to the point that they not only love the pain which God allows 
them to be rent with, but ask for it, saying, 'Here I am, Father. I am here to ask you for the same chalice you gave to your Son and for the same reason.' And they 
become the 'victims." 


"To these, by way of you, who are one of them, I give this counsel of perfection. 


"When pain is atrocious, but brief, it is easier to carry out. But when in its gnawing severity it lasts and lasts, and like a flourishing tree, becomes adorned with 
ever-new branches and receives other prolifications on its trunk-like certain trees in the forest where ivy and traveler's joy cling and moss and lichen become 
encrusted, and in the hollow between two branches other little plants arise, and you don't know how they are able to take root there, in that angle between two 
pieces of wood in which there is just a dash of dust, and yet they grow and become real bushes, and in astonishment man admires this work of the winds and this 
phenomenon of vegetable adoption-then it is difficult to persist in carrying out the mission of a victim. 


"Well then, Maria. I told you that to live without disequilibrium 
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in the life of victims one must place oneself resolutely on the spiritual plane. To see, think, and act in everything as one acts in the realms of the spirit -that is, in an 
eternity which always says 'now.' 


"Those of you that live for the spirit-how do you want to regard things according to the flesh? What have you asked God for? To make you spiritual creatures. In 
what time do spiritual creatures, like God, live? In God's time. What is God's time? An eternal present. An eternal 'now.' For your Eternal Father there is no past or 
future in Heaven. There is the eternal instant. 


"God does not experience birth or death, dawn or sunset, beginning or end. The angels, spiritual, like Him, know only ‘one day.' A day which began the instant in 
which they were created and which will have no end. The saints, from the moment of their heavenly birth, become possessors of this immutable celestial time, 
which does not pass and is fixed in its splendor as a diamond inflamed by God, in the eras of the world, which revolve around its immutable fixity, like the planets 
around the sun, which form and dissolve, reign and disintegrate, while it is always the same and will remain such. For how long? Forever. 


"Consider, Maria. If you could count all the grains of sand which are in the seas of the whole world, at the bottom and on the banks of the lakes, pools, rivers, 
torrents, and brooks, and you said to Me, 'Turn them into as many days,' you would still have a limit to this number of days. If I joined to them all the drops of 
water which are in the seas, lakes, rivers, torrents, and brooks and which tremble on fronds wet with rain or dew and also added all the water which is in Alpine 
snows, wandering clouds, and the glaciers robing mountain peaks in crystal, you would still have a limit to this number of days. And if I also added all the 
molecules forming the planets, stars, and nebulae and all that flies through the firmament and fills it with Melodies which only the angels hear -for every heavenly 
body in its race sings the Creator's praises, like a shining harpist gliding his hands over azure harps, and the firmament is filled with this concert of a huge 
organ-you would still have a limited number of days. And if I added the dust buried in the earth, dust which is the earth of men who have gone back with their 
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matter to nothingness and which for hundreds of centuries has been awaiting the command to become man again and see the triumph of God -and there are billions 
of billions of atoms of man-dust belonging to billions of men who thought they were so much and for ages and ages have been nothing, and the world does not 
even know they lived-you would still have a limited number of days. 


"The Kingdom of God is eternal, like its King. And eternity knows only one word: 'Now.' You, too, and, with you, all those consecrated to the holocaust, must 
know this word alone to measure the time of pain. 


"Now.' How long have I been suffering. Since now. When will it cease? Now. The present. For spiritual creatures there is only this which is God's. Time as well. 
Learn, before the time comes, to calculate time as you will possess it in Paradise. Now. 


"Oh, blessed is that time, which is immutable possession, immutable contemplation of God, immutable joy! 'Life is the blinking of an eye; earthly time lasts a 
breath. But my Heaven is eternal.' This is the chord which must govern your song as creatures who are martyrs and blessed. 


"You read in the life of my martyr Cecilia: 'Cecilia was singing in her heart.' You as well-sing in your hearts. Sing: The "now" of God, who awaits me. I already 
find myself enveloped in the abyss of this eternal "now," and this abyss draws me closer and closer to the center of its perfection. I am thus seeing I his dust fall 
away, where every atom is a day, and a grain is a month; I see it fall, blown away by this whirlwind, which, inhales me into God, and it is the love of God, who 
wants to give me "his" time. He wants to give me his eternal present, where to every second of earthly time there corresponds a receiving into myself of the 
blessedness of having God the Father, God the Son, and God the Holy Spirit, in an embrace that is always new, always desired, always wanted, without weariness, 
rich in ever-new splendors, ever-new savors, and ever-new love. And I am born with every new arrival as at the first moment when I enjoyed Him-this Triune 
God, my only Love; and with every new arrival I reach the perfection of Life and am then reborn to my joy as a blessed one to love Him on and on and on, and to 
be 
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loved by Him on and on and on. Not more. For there, in Paradise, everything has reached Perfection and is not capable of increases or decreases, but with 
ever-the-same, fresh rejoicing. Mine as a blessed one embracing God. His, as God, who can pour his love, his essence, over a creature of his whom He created out 
of love, to receive that person's love and give and give and give that person love." 


"Look at your suffering in this way, my little bride, and its duration will be less than nothing for you. At the end of it I am there. I am. 


"My peace be always with you." 


June 13 


Since last night I have been seeing a very bright Heart. It looks like liquid gold, gold turned into precious glass and illuminated from within by a powerful light. 
Intense rays issue forth from it and surround it with a brilliantly shining halo. The Heart is beating impetuously, as when an emotion, a deep sentiment, arouses it. 
From the outlines of an even more dazzling, lighter gold, the abbreviation "IHS" can be read in it. 


But this Heart, whose form and motion are in all respects exactly those of a heart, a human organ, appears to me as a living Host, radiant in its golden monstrance, 
for the flashing of the rays rounds it off, I would almost say, at its point, and most especially because in the place where the holy abbreviation is marked, a large 
Host, extremely luminous, alive in the luminous flesh of the Divine Heart, almost seems to be the soul of that blessed Heart. 


I said my evening prayers, said in common this way, with the eyes of my spirit fixed upon this Sun of love which is the Heart of Christ... And I proposed to make 
my final offerings while the 
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others ate, for it had not been possible for me to make them throughout the day for one reason or another. 


But as soon as I was alone, as I put away the books I had oil my bed and my work, in order to devote myself to what I intended to do, I suddenly got a heart attack 
that was so intense that I thought I was leaving for the other world. And I could no longer do anything else... I could only say to Jesus, "Take this suffering, which 
You are giving me in place of what I wanted to give." And I suffered that way for hours and hours. 


And I am also suffering today, now, too. But I go on seeing the radiant Heart and am relieved by it in all respects, except in my flesh, which is a real complete 
torment. 


Last night, thinking I really was dying, in order not to die alone, I had set before me, on my slightly bent knees, my Jesus, Our Lady of Fatima, and Gemma. I 
would also have wanted St. Joseph, but I could not move to get him. I was holding my beads for the Rosary and Our Lady of Sorrows and felt surrounded by the 
best possible nurses. I was looking very steadily at Jesus, Mary, and Gemma, when I felt the vise getting more intense and my heart slowing its beats down to the 
point of stopping for some seconds, and I thought, "I am going now." I looked at them even more and called them. Not to be preserved from death. But to die in an 
act of love, so that my last word and my last glance would be for them. All the saints were in Gemma. Between Jesus and Mary I was also placing St. Joseph, and I 
was all set. 


Then Jesus said: 


"Your spirit has seen rightly. My Heart is a living Eucharist. Where does love start from? From the heart. What is the Eucharist? It is love. When you think, then, 
of the Eucharist, you can say to yourselves, 'This is the Heart of Jesus' Heart.' And when you think of my Heart, you can say, 'This is the matrix in which the 
Eucharist was formed.' 


"My Heart! The Host which immolated itself even beyond death, wanting to be split even after it had suffered everything 
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so as not only to be martyred by betrayal, abandonment, and torture, but also offended beyond life to give its final drops, which were still in the innermost recesses 
of a Martyr who had bled to death. 


"The Host that was a host when it was still only Thought. And that became, made itself, a Thing so as to be a Host. 
"I shall not say more to you because you cannot write any more. Love my Heart with your heart, until its final beat. Amidst the tortures of its illness, let your 


loving heart love Me, God's Heart." 


June 14 


I am reflecting on Nennolina, and Jesus says to me: 


"Receive light on the power which is Paradise. Consider that this little child, who had barely reached the use of reason, now, up above in the Country of the 
children of God, possesses an intelligence and a knowledge not at all inferior to those of the most learned and long-lived of the mystical doctors. 


"My and your John, who died at the age of a hundred after having known the highest mysteries of God; Paul, the scholarly apostle; Thomas, the angelic doctor; 
and, along with them, all. the giants of true knowledge cannot add light to that Little One, my saint. 


"The Holy Spirit, whose precocious bride she was on earth, taught her in embraces of fire what He does not teach to the proud humanly learned, and in uniting her 
to Himself in this blessed Country-on whose threshold you find the Triune God saying to you, 'Enter and rejoice, O my beloved'-He infused into this Little One the 
perfection of knowledge, just as He infuses it into adults and the learned. For all your knowledge is always imperfect and becomes perfect only when you possess 
God. God as Truth. God as Love. 


"Here there is nothing imperfect. God communicates his 
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properties to his saints. He makes you similar to Him, who remains your King, out of justice, and thus the maximum Perfection, but who is a King who opens to 
you all his treasures and covers and penetrates you with them. 


"When you saw Paradise, you said it seemed to you that the spirits there were of a single age, and that only in the seriousness of their gaze and features their more 
or less adult age is revealed. This was shown to you because you are still on earth and would not have been able to comprehend and distinguish otherwise. 


"But here there is no age. The spirit is eternally young, as at the moment when God created it to give it to you as the soul of your flesh. Until the moment when the 
resurrection of the flesh covers you again with glorified flesh, spirits are incorporeal and the same. When they appear to you, in the apparitions which I permit for 
your good, they appear to you in a corporeal form out of mercy on your human incapacity to perceive what is not matter. They materialize, then, to be perceptible 
for you. 


"But here there is light singing praise to God, and that's all. Light. Love. Wisdom." 


Since Jesus had begun to make Himself heard precisely when I was preparing to pray, I said to Him, "But, Jesus! In this way I can no longer pray! Afterwards I am 
tired and am not able to any more." 


And He, with a smile which, if I were not afraid of being disrespectful, I would describe as "roguish," replied: 


"That's just what I want. You belong to Me entirely. In good and evil. Yes. Even in evil. Aren't you content because I take you, even when you are imperfect, to 
make what you do perfect by canceling out your shortcomings? And then you ought to be content as well in sacrificing to Me what is good, what, when you carry 
it out, prompts you to say, 'Now I am doing good." 


"Your good! O my little gnat! Your devotions are... devotions. In them habit, scruples, the fear that, if you don't say them, I will not hear and bless you, and 
distractions come into play, I 
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don't want them. I leave them to you for the hours in which I want to have you feel that you are... even less than a gnat. That you are the larva of a gnat, still 
without wings to fly to the top of a daisy in the field. 


"But when I swoop down upon you, I carry you off in prayer. I am the Eagle. The eagle flies at the summit of the sky and rises higher and higher into the blue in 
concentric circles and looks at the sun. His eyes look at the sun without being dazzled by it. On the contrary, the more he looks at it, the stronger they feel. The 
eagle teaches his heavy young, who are afraid to leave the nest hanging perpendicular to the ravine, the exaltation of flight by taking them one by one in his robust 
talons and carrying them higher and higher with him. Inebriated with light, they can no longer endure the cavern in the rock, and, with no more fear of the frightful 
sight below them, they open their wings and launch out... To meet the sun, in the heights. They have learned to be eagles. Before they were only chicks, like those 
of the goose. They have learned to fly. Not to experience filth and mire any more. To live on sunlight. And be alone. 


"For-little men, who do not know the wonders of my creatures or know them so poorly, and I teach them to you-the eagle acts just like this to turn his chicks into 
little eagles. And when he sees they are eager for blue sky and sun, he leaves them, continuing to watch over them. As I do with you. 


"And they open their wings, out of instinct or desire. The instinct to soar. They have the intuition that those two long things which mom and dad move and which 
they have never opened, are of use to soar in that lovely azure. And they yield to the desire to act like the others and to dive into that constantly rising blue which 
looks like a wall and is nothing but purer and purer air. 


"And the adult eagle higher up, follows them. And if, weary or weak, one gives in after a short flight and plunges down, he grasps him, saves him, takes him back 
to the nest, and strengthens him more than the others, to prepare him for the new flight the next day. And this continues until he has shown them the peaks where it 
is lovely to live alone, as kings, to make every peak an absolute kingdom where the king and queen love each 
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other in whirlwinds of light and flights. 
"And what's different about the way I act with you? 


"Prayer is the flight of an eagle. Devotion is the fumbly quivering of the wings of a gnat that with difficulty occupies the hollow of a flower to enjoy his crumb of 
sunlight. 


"And I take you when I want to. And I carry you with Me. I shall now set you down. Are you tired? Rest. Just tell Me you love Me. That's enough for Me. And 


remain ready for the new flight. Don't you understand that I am your Lord, so absolute that I want what I want?" 


The Holy Hour of Jesus 


"IfI do not wash you, you will not take part in my Kingdom. ' 
"Soul that I love, and all of you that I love, listen. It is I who speak to you, for I want to spend this hour with you. 


"I, Jesus, do not separate you from my altar even if you come to it with your souls damaged by wounds and diseases or wrapped in lianas of passions which 
humiliate you in your spiritual freedom, handing you over, bound, to the power of the flesh and its king: Lucifer. 


"I remain Jesus, the Rabbi of Galilee, the one to whom lepers, paralytics, the blind, the obsessed, and epileptics loudly called, saying, 'Son of David, have mercy 
on me.' I remain Jesus, the Rabbi reaching out to someone drowning and asking, 'Why do you doubt Me?' I remain Jesus, the Rabbi who says to the dead, 'Rise up 
and go. I want you to come out of your sleep of death and your tomb, and walk.' And I restore you to those who love you. 


"And who loves you, O my beloved? Who loves you with true love which is not selfish or mutable? Who loves you with a love 
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which is not self-interested or greedy, but whose only aim is to give you what it has amassed and say to you, 'Take it. It's all yours. I have done all of this for you, 
so that it will be yours and you may enjoy it’? Who? The eternal God. And I restore you to I-Jim. To Him, who loves you. 


"I do not separate you from my altar. For that altar is my teaching chair, my throne, and the dwelling of the Physician who heals all maladies. From this place I 
teach you to have faith. From here, as the King of Life, I give you Life. From here I bend over your diseases and heal them with the breath of my love. 


"I do even more, O children. I descend from this altar and go out to meet you. Here I am, on the threshold of these houses of mine, where too few enter and even 
fewer enter with sure faith. Here I am, a figure of peace, who show up on your streets, where you pass by, downfallen, poisoned, and scorched by pain, self- 
interest, and hatred. Here I am, reaching out to you, for I see you hesitating wearily, under the weight of boulders you have imposed on yourselves which have 
taken the place of that cross which I handed to you so that it would be your support, as the staff is for the pilgrim. Here I am, saying to you, 'Enter. Rest. Drink,' for 
I see you exhausted and thirsty. 


"But you do not see Me. You pass close by; you bump into Me, sometimes out of ill will, sometimes through the darkening of your spiritual sight; at times you 
look at Me. But you know you are dirty and do not dare to come near my whiteness as a Divine Host. But this Whiteness is able to take pity on you. Know Me, 
men, who distrust Me because you do not know Me. 


"Listen. I wanted to leave the Freedom and Purity which are the atmosphere of Heaven and descend into this jail of yours, into this impure air, to help you, 
because I love you. I did even more: I deprived Myself of my freedom as God and became the slave of flesh. The spirit of God enclosed in flesh, the Infinite 
locked into a handful of muscles and bones, subject to hearing the voices of this flesh, for which cold and sun, hunger, thirst, and labor are affliction. I could 
ignore all of this. I wanted to experience the tortures of man, who had fallen from his throne as an innocent one, to love you more. 
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"That still wasn't enough for Me. I wanted-since to feel compassion one must suffer what those for whom compassion is felt suffer-to feel the assault of all the 
feelings to feel your struggles, to grasp the crafty tyranny Satan puts into your blood, to understand how easy it is to remain hypnotized by the Serpent if one 
lowers one's gaze for a single moment towards his seductive glance, forgetting to live in the light. Because the snake does not live in the light. He goes into the 
shadowy recesses which look restful, but are only treacherous. For you these shadows have a name: woman, money, power, selfishness, sensuality, and ambition. 
For you they eclipse the Light that is God. In their midst is the Serpent: Satan. He looks like a necklace. He is the rope to strangle you. I wanted to know this 
because I love you. 


"That still wasn't enough for Me. It would have been enough for Me. But the Justice of the Father could say to his Flesh, 'You have triumphed over treachery. Man 
as flesh, like You, is unable to triumph now, and let him thus be punished, for I cannot forgive those who are filthy.' I took your filthiness upon Myself. That of the 
past, present, and future. All of it. More than Job, immersed in a putrid dunghill to cover his wounds, was I immersed, when, submerged by the sin of the whole 
world, I did not dare even to raise my eyes any more to seek Heaven, and I moaned, feeling the Father's indignation, building up for centuries, weighing upon Me, 
aware of the sins to come. A flood of sins on earth, from its dawn to its dusk. A flood of curses upon the Guilty One. On the Host of Sin. 


"O men! More innocent than a baby kissed by his mother on his way back from his baptism was I. And the Most High was horrified at Me because I was Sin, 
having taken upon Me all the sin of the world. I sweated with repugnance. I sweated blood out of repugnance at this leprosy upon Me, who was the Innocent One. 
The blood broke my veins in the disgust of this foul pool in which I was submerged. And to complete this torture, to squeeze my blood out of my heart, there was 
joined the bitterness of being accursed, for in that hour I was not the Word of 
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God-I was Man. Man. The Guilty One. 


"Can I, who have experienced this, fail to understand your dejection or fail to love you because you are dejected? I love you for this reason. I have only to recall 
that hour to love you and call you 'Brothers and sisters!' But calling you this is not enough for the Father to be able to call you 'Sons and daughters.' And I want 
Him to call you this. What kind of brother would I be if I did not want you with Me in our Father's house? 


"I thus say to you, 'Come so that I can wash you.' No one is so filthy that my lavacre will not cleanse him. No one is so pure that he doesn't need my bath. Come. 
This is not water. There are miraculous founts which heal the wounds and diseases of the flesh. But this is more than those. This fount gushes from my chest. 


"This is the lacerated Heart from which the cleansing water issues forth. My Blood is the clearest water in creation. Infirmities and imperfections are canceled out 
in it. And your souls become white and whole again, worthy of the Kingdom. 


"Come. Let Me say to you, 'I absolve you!' Open your hearts to Me. In them are the roots of your maladies. Let Me come in. Let Me untie your bandages. Do your 
wounds cause you repugnance? When seen in my light, they appear to you as they are: teeming with disgusting worms. Do not look at them. Look at mine. Let Me 
act. My hand is light. You will feel only a caress... And everything will be healed. You will feel only a kiss and a tear. And everything will be cleansed. 


"Oh, how beautiful you will be, around my altar! Angels among the angels of the Ciborium. And my Heart will rejoice greatly thereat. For I am the Savior, and I 
do not disdain anyone. But I am also the Lamb grazing among the lilies, and I take delight in being surrounded by whiteness, for to make you white I took up life 
and gave life. 


"Oh, how I see the Father smiling at you and Love shining for you with his splendors because you are no longer stained with sin! 


"Come to the fount of the Savior. Let my Blood descend upon the contrite spirit, and let a voice, in which mine is present, say, 'I absolve you in the name of the 
Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit." 
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II 
‘One of you will betray me.' 


"One of you! Yes, in the proportion of one to twelve one of you betrays Me. 


"Every betrayal is more painful than a lance thrust. Look at the Humanity of your Redeemer. From his head to his feet He is one big wound. Scourging brings 
horror to those meditating on it and agony to those experiencing it. But it was an hour's torture. You that betray Me scourge my Heart. You have been doing so for 
centuries. 


"I have loved you. I love you. I take pity on you. I forgive you, I wash you, taking away my Blood to make it a purifying bath for you. And you betray Me. 


"I am the Word of God. I am glorious in Heaven. But I am in this Heaven not only as a spirit. I am there as Flesh as well. The flesh has feelings and affections. 
Why do you want to renew for Me continually that gnawing fire which the proximity of a betrayer is? Is Heaven far away? No, children who betray Me. I am close 
to you. I am among you. And you burn Me with the flame of your betrayal. 


"I look, seeking comfort, among the different kinds of people. And in each I encounter so many glances of betrayers. Why do you betray Me? I am in your midst 
to do good to you. Why do you want to harm Me? I bring you my gifts. Why do you throw biting vipers back at Me? I call you 'Friends.' Why do you reply, 
‘Accursed One"? What have I done to you? What man do you know who is more patient and has greater goodness than I? 


"Look. When you are happy, no one abandons you. But if you weep, if wealth abandons you, if you have an infectious disease, everyone then stays away from 
you. I remain. Indeed, I receive precisely at that moment, because you then come. You no longer have anyone to weep and speak with, and then you remember 
Me. And I do not say to you, 'Go away. I don't know you.' I could say so, for in fact you never came, when you were wealthy, healthy, and happy, to say to Me, 'I 
am this way, and I thank You for it.' 
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"But I don't demand even this from those who are not already giants in love. I do not demand gratitude. It would suffice for you to say, 'I am happy.' To say this to 
Me. Not to regard Me as alien to you. To remember that | exist, too. To devote a thought to this Jesus. I would say thanks for you to God-my Father and yours. But 
you never come. And I could say, 'I don't know you.' But I then open my arms and say, 'Come. Let us weep together.' 


"Look. I am in the jails, in the small, depressing cells, sitting on the same plank bed as the prisoner, and I speak to him of a freedom truer than the one beyond 
those four walls, of a freedom which is no longer afraid of being harmed by sins which should be punished. And yet that prisoner is someone who has betrayed 
Me, offending my law of love. Perhaps he has killed. Perhaps he has robbed. But he now calls Me. There I am, at his side. The world scorns him. I love him. I 
called the one who was killing Me and depriving Me of life 'my friend.' I can call this unfortunate who comes back to Me 'my friend.’ 


"A flame of love, I am close to the sick. Their fevers experience my caress; their sweat, my sudarium; their languors, my arm, which supports them; and their 
anguish, my word. And yet many are sick because they betrayed Me in my law. They have served the flesh. And the flesh, a mad beast, was destroyed and 
destroys them, now, even in life. Here I am as well, for I am the Only One who do not grow tired of their malady and watch with them, and suffer with them, and 
smile at their hopes, and, if the Father has the slightest inclination, I turn them into reality. But if I see that death is decreed, I then take this brother of mine, who is 
trembling before the mystery of death and calling to Me, and I say, 'Do not fear. You think it is darkness-it is light. You think it is pain-it is joy. Give Me your 
hand. I know death. I experienced it before you. I know that it is an instant and that God supernaturally comes to your aid to deaden the force of the sensorial so as 
not to demoralize the soul in its final struggle. Be trusting. Look at Me. Me alone... There! Do you see? You have crossed the threshold. Come with Me now, to the 
Father. Do not fear now, either. I am with you. The Father loves those I love.' 


"I am in deserted houses. Before they were glad with voices. Death and indigence have passed by. The survivor wanders 
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about alone. Friends have fled. Loved ones are far away, because of work or death. The sun is in the sky, but for the survivor all is darkness. There is peace in the 
night air, but for the survivor there is no rest. And yet I have often been betrayed in that house, where creatures have been turned into gods. Creatures have been 
loved idolatrously, in betrayal of my law. But I enter and come to introduce a sunbeam into the darkness, to infuse peace where a storm is. That survivor has called 
Me... Perhaps absent-mindedly... Perhaps without a real will to receive Me. But I go without delay. 


"Oh, I ask for nothing but to be with you. Every memory falls of past error when you call Me: 'Jesus!' 


"But do not scourge my Heart! It is already open and bloodless. Do not envenom its wound. And to those who have understood Me in my pain as a betrayed man I 
say, ‘One of you will betray Me. Give Me your faithful love as a balm.' And I say this to all. To the saints, my beloved ones as God. To sinners, my beloved ones 
as Jesus. For sinners, too, for whom I became Jesus, can medicate this wound. 


"Are you Samaritans? I know. But my parable speaks of a Good Samaritan who treats the wounds not treated by the children of the Law who pass by, absorbed in 
the hurry of serving God. They do not know that God is served more by loving than by performing practices. 


"I am the Wounded One languishing on your roads. Marauders assaulted and plundered Me. Marauders: those who unworthily make use of my sacrifice as God 
becoming flesh. They plunder Me: by denying my attributes with their multiple heresies. They plunder the Truth because that robe tempts them, for it is radiant. 
But they do not know that it shines because it has been put on by the one who is a Sun, and in the hands of these, who cover it with the slaver of their proud minds, 
it becomes just another rag. Truth is truth, and it illuminates all things with this light when it is seen in union with God. When divided, it becomes chaotic 
language. For the Truth is Knowledge and Wisdom, but, when torn away from God, it becomes chaos. 
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"Medicate Me, even if you are Samaritans. Give Me your oil and wine-the oil is love, and the wine, contrition of your own self. Medicate Me. I do not disdain you. 
Let the sinful woman who refreshed my weary feet speak to you and say whether I disdain a sinner. 


"But never betray Me again. Go and sin no more. I forgive you for everything if everything in you loves Me. Give Mea sincere kiss. My cheek is burning from the 
kiss of the betrayers. Medicate it with the kiss of faithfulness." 


Il 
"Love one another as I have loved you." 


"From the cradle to the cross, from Bethlehem to the Mount of Olives I loved you. 


"The cold and indigence of my first night in the world did not keep Me from loving you with my spirit, and, annihilating Myself as the Word to the point of not 
being able to say, 'I love you,' I said those words to you with my spirit, inseparable from that of the Father and working with it in inexhaustible activity. 


"The agony of my last night on earth did not keep Me from loving you. On the contrary, it reached the highest peaks of love. On the contrary, it burned in the most 
intense fire. On the contrary, it consumed all that was not love to the point of squeezing-along with repugnance at sin and the pain of abandonment by the 
Father-the blood out of my veins. 


"What greater love is there than the one able to love when it knows it is hated? The first gesture of my hands was a caress; the last, a blessing. And in the midst of 
these two gestures-the first arising in the darkness of a winter night, the last in the splendor of a glowing summer morning -thirty-three years of gestures of love, 
corresponding to as many motions of love. Love in miracles, love in caresses for children and friends, love as a teacher, love as a benefactor, love as a friend, love, 
love, love... 


"And more than human love at the Last Supper. Before being 
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bound and pierced, these hands of mine washed the feet of the apostles, and also of the one whose heart I would have liked to wash, and they broke the bread. And 
I was breaking my Heart with that bread. I was giving you That. Because I knew I would soon return to Heaven and did not want to leave you alone. Because I 
knew how easily you forget and wanted you to see yourselves sitting at a single dinner table, around my table, to say to one another, 'We belong to Jesus!" 


"What love is greater than the one able to love those who torture it? And yet I loved you that way. And I was able to pray for you as I died. 


"Love one another as I have loved you. Hatred extinguishes the light. Even mere resentment darkens peace. God is peace and light, for God is love. But if you do 
not love, and love as I have loved you, you cannot have God. 


"As I have loved you. Without acts of pride, then. From this tabernacle, this cross, and this Heart there emerge only words of humility. I am God, and I am your 
Servant, and I remain here, waiting for you to say to Me, 'I am hungry,' to give Myself as Bread to you. I am God, and I expose myself to your sight on wood 
which was a debasing scaffold, naked and accursed. I am God, and I ask you to love my Heart. I ask you. Out of love for you, since, if you love Me, you do 
yourselves good. I am God. With or without your love, I am always God. But you are not. Without my love, you are nothing: dust. 


"I want you with Me. I want you here. I want to make your dust blessed light. I want you not to die, but to live, for I am Life and want you to have Life. 


"Love one another without selfishness. It would be an impure love, destined to die of illness. Love one another by wanting for others more good than you hope for 
as regards yourselves. It is very difficult. I know. But, do you see this Eucharistic Bread? It has made the martyrs. They were creatures like you: fearful, weak, 
even dissolute. This Bread made them heroes. 


"In the first point I indicated my Blood to you for your purification. In the third point, to make you saints, I indicate this Table and this Bread to you. The Blood 
changed you from sinners into just people. The Bread changes you from just people 
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into saints. A bath cleanses, but does not nourish. It refreshes and restores, but does not become flesh in the flesh. Food, on the other hand, becomes blood and 
flesh-it becomes you yourselves. My Food becomes yourselves. 


"Oh, consider! Look at a little child. Today he eats his bread, and he does so tomorrow and the next day and the next. He thus becomes a man: tall, sturdy, 
handsome. Is it his mother that has made him that way? No. His mother conceived, bore, gave birth to, nursed, and loved and loved him. But the little one, if, after 
the mild, he had received nothing but baths, kisses, and love, would have perished of starvation. That child becomes a man through the adult food he consumes. 
That man is such because he eats his food every day. 


"The same applies to your spiritual self. Nourish it with the real Food which comes down from Heaven and from Heaven brings you all the energies to make you 
stalwart in grace. Healthy, strong vitality is always good. See how easy it is for a sickly person to be harsh and lacking in compassion and patience. My Food will 
make you healthy and strong in the vitality of the spirit, and you will be able to love others more than yourselves, as I have loved you. 


"For, look, children. I have loved you not as someone loves himself. But more than Myself. To the point that I went to my death to save you from death. If you love 
this way, you will know God. Do you know what it means to know God? It means to know the taste of true Joy, true Peace, and true Friendship. 


"Oh, the Friendship, Peace, and Joy of God! It is the reward promised to the blessed. But it is already given to those on earth who love with their whole selves. 


"Love, to be true, is not a matter of words. It is a matter of deeds. Active, like its source, who is God. Nor does it ever tire of working, even because of the 
disappointments coming from one's brothers and sisters. That love is poor which falls like a bird with weak wings when an obstacle wounds it! True love, even 
when wounded, rises. With its claw and beak, it clambers up, if it can no longer fly, so as not to lie in the shadow and the cold, to be in the sun, the medicine for 
every malady. And as soon as it is refreshed, it then resumes its flight. And it goes 
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from God to its brothers and sisters and from these to God, an angelic butterfly bearing the pollen of the heavenly gardens to fecundate the earthly flowers and 
carrying the scents snatched from the humblest flowers to God so that He will receive and protect them. 


"But woe to it if it drifts away from the sun. The Sun is my Eucharist, for in it the Father blesses and the Spirit loves, while I, the Word, work. 
"Come and take. This is the Food that I ardently ask you to consume." 


IV 
"Ifyou remain in Me" 


"If you remain in Me and my doctrine remains in you, you will be given what you ask for.' 


"I descend into you and become your food. But, as the Center I am, I breathe you into Myself. You feed on Me, but with greater reason I feed on you. The two 
hungers are insatiable and continuous. The vine nourishes its shoots. But it is the shoots that make the vine. The water nourishes the seas, but it is the seas that 
nourish the water, rising again in evaporation to come down once more. You must thus remain in Me as I remain in you. if separated, you, not I, would die. 


"I am food for the spirit and food for thought. The spirit feeds on the Flesh of a God. The essence poured out by God, it can receive food only from what is its 
matrix. Thought feeds on my Word, which is the Thought of a God. 


"Your thought! Intelligence is what makes you resemble God, for in intelligence there is memory, intellect, and will, as there is a likeness in the spirit because it is 
spiritual, free, and immortal. 


"Your thought, to be capable of remembering, understanding, and willing what is good, must be nourished by my doctrine. It reminds you of the benefits and 
works of God, who God is, and what is due God. It brings you to comprehend good and distinguish it from evil. It brings you to want to do good. Without my 
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doctrine you become the slaves of others which are called 'doctrines,' but are errors. And, like ships without a compass and rudder, you head for shipwreck. You 
depart from the routes. And how can you then say, 'God has abandoned me,' when it is you that have abandoned Him? 


"Remain in Me. If you do not remain, it is a sign that you hate Me. And my Father hates whoever hates Me, for whoever hates Me hates the Father, since I am one 
with the Father. Remain in Me. Make the Father unable to distinguish between the branch and the vine, since the branch is so united to it. Make the Father unable 
to grasp where I end and you begin, since the likeness is so complete. Those who love end up taking on the inflexions, phrases, and gestures of their beloved. 


"I want you to be as many other Jesuses. And this is because I want you to receive what you ask for-when fused to Me, you can ask only for good things-and not 
have to experience rejection. And this is because I want you to receive even more than what you ask for, since the Father pours out his treasures upon the Son in a 
continuous flow of love. And whoever is in the Son enjoys this infinite outpouring, which is the love of God, who rejoices in his Word and circulates in Him. Now I 
am the Body, and you, the members, and thus the Joy flooding Me and coming from the Father, the Power, Peace, and every other perfection circulating in Me are 
transfused into you, my faithful ones who are part of Me, inseparable from you here and hereafter. 


"Come and ask. Do not be afraid to ask. You can ask for everything because God can give everything. Ask for yourselves and for all. I have taught you to. Ask for 
those present and those absent. Ask for those of the past, present, and future. Ask for this day of yours and for your eternity, and for both of these in relation to 
those whom you love. 


"Ask and ask and ask. For everyone. For the good, that God may bless them. For the wicked, that God may convert them. Say with Me, 'Father, forgive them.' Ask 
for health, peace in the family, peace in the world, and peace for eternity. Ask for holiness. Yes, this, too. God is the Holy One and the Father Along 
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with the life maintaining you, ask Him for holiness through the Strength which comes from Him. 


"Do not be afraid to ask. For the daily bread and the daily blessing. You are not entirely a body and not yet entirely a spirit. Ask for both of them, and it will be 
granted to you. Do not be afraid to dare too much. I requested my own glory for you; indeed, I have even given it to you so that you will be like Us, who love you, 
and the world will know that you are children of God. 


"Come. Your Father is in this Heart of mine. Enter, that He may recognize you and say, 'Let there be great celebration in the Heavens, for I have re -encountered a 
son whom I loved." 


"I have contented you," Jesus says. "I have continuously spoken Myself. I wanted my Eucharistic Voice to speak. Receive it as my gift. I bless you and all of those 
who listen to it." 


June 15 


Today, the 15th, I am rereading the Holy Hour dictated yesterday, and Jesus says to me: 


"For those who always take the liberty of reproaching Me for my words, I say, if they don't understand them, let them study theology. They reflect what theology 
teaches. 


"And, as for the sentence, which will certainly bother them, 'The spirit is an essence poured out by God,' let them consider that the soul is 'a breath infused by 
God.' When deprived of a soul, you are corpses. 


"Let them open Genesis. It says, 'The Lord God formed man with the mire of the earth and blew the breath of life upon his face.' Let them not say to Me, 'To give 
them life.' No, to give life to domestic or wild animals, whether quadrupeds, reptiles, or birds, He had no need to 'blow the breath of life upon their 
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face.' He created them, and that was all. The breath of God is the soul, the soul as life. It is the breath of the Spirit of God that becomes a living spirit in man. 


"Let them also open the Gospels. What do you think I restored life to the dead with? With my hand? With my voice? No. By infusing my breath, which, since it 
was God's, was vital-that is, spiritual. It was a soul. I would bend over the dead and take their hand and command, 'Get up.' Yes. But this was the external, visible 
form. As I bent, I breathed the spirit upon their faces, the outpouring of my spirit, and life returned. 


"And if, in the resurrection of Lazarus, they, who reproach Me for my statements, say to Me, 'You did not approach Lazarus,' I reply, 'For this reason, in this 
miracle, I called upon the Father's aid, and-learn, O men-to receive it without fault I thanked Him before the miracle for having heard Me: "Father, I thank You for 
having heard Me. I know that You always hear Me. But I say this for the people around Me, so that it will believe that You sent Me." Sure faith, prompt gratitude. 
Indeed, advance gratitude, the proof of sure faith. For Lazarus, buried in the tomb, beyond the space and the bands and the putrefaction, far from Me, the vital 
outpouring from God was needed. And life returned. 


"Let them also open the Book. To Kings, Book III, Chapter 17. How does the prophet Elijah restore life to the son of the widow of Zarephath? By extending 
himself three times over the dead boy and crying out to God. But also by breathing his spirit into the dead one, which prayer to God had made powerful with a 
vital strength. Elijah, a prophet-that is, a servant of God, but not God or the Son of God -must repeat the prayer and infusion three times. But it is still breath which 
he infuses. Spiritual breath. 


"And doesn't the Book say, 'Do not be like animals, whose life is in their nostrils’? To say that Life is not in breath, but in the depths, in a secret point, but from 
there it spreads throughout 
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the body and can pour itself out in throbs going back UP to Heaven- charity towards God-and expanding over the earth-charity towards one's neighbor. Therefore: 
an essence poured forth and infused by God, it is nourished by the food of God. 


"And as for the other sentence-'For you I requested my own glory; indeed, I have even given it to you...'-which will certainly jolt them, let them take the Gospel of 
John and open it to the place where my final prayer before the Passion is found. It would be salutary if they fed their spirits daily on it and gave it as bread crumbs 
to the flock of the ‘little ones' I have entrusted to them. 


"Fewer books and tomes, twentieth-century scribes! But this prayer, this one, whose every word opens horizons, fountains, and treasures of salvation because it 
teaches you love, faith, hope, fortitude, justice, prudence, and temperance. And if they fail to see where these virtues are in it, it will be hard for them to accept my 
lesson, which shows them to them. 


"The basic note of my whole prayer is love. 
"Faith is when I request heavenly gifts for men. 


"Hope is when I speak of those who do not yet exist, but will be sanctified because the Father will sanctify them even afterwards, when I am no longer the 
evangelizer among men. 


"It is fortitude because I cry out this prayer of mine, which seems like a triumphal hymn, in the hour in which I know that there is being prepared what is torture for 
the flesh and the apparent failure of all hope, faith, and love on the part of God and men and in God and men. 


"It is justice when I ask that those who are not the children of perdition since they did not want to follow Satan 'may be one with the Father and with Me.' No, 
those who do not want to perish do not perish. They do not perish. And for those not wanting to perish friendship and union with God are reserved. For the Father 
and I are just and judge with justice, bearing in mind man's weakness and the circumstances which increase weakness. 
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"And then I introduce prudence into my prayer. I do not say, 'They are sanctified by Me, and there is no need for anything else. I am sure about them.’ No, I rather 
say, 'Sanctify them in truth." I ask that this sanctification may be inexhaustible to counterbalance the inexhaustible, deleterious action of nature incited by Satan. 


"Finally, temperance is when I dare to say, 'I sacrifice Myself completely and want men completely' I would like to have them. But that would not be justice, for 
many do not deserve salvation because of their partnership with Satan. And then, with temperance, I ask for those who will be sanctified because they have 
believed and lived according to the Word which the Father has given to Me for Me to give to them. To these I give the glory which the Father has given Me. 'And I 
have given them the glory which You gave Me, that they may be one with us' (John 27:22). 


"This is the sentence which will strike them as a heresy of my little John. No, I protect him. I clasp him to my heart. I place him in the circle of my arms -this 'little 
one,' who is able to listen to Me and comprehend Me because he loves Me. This is his strength. He loves Me and thus surpasses you, learned ones who are learned 
in the way you are able: with a single wing for your knowledge because you lack the other one, on not having total charity-you that are learned, but are not loving. 


"This little ‘voice! of mine, like that of a little sparrow remaining with its wings extended to follow the flight of the eagle because it would like to follow it to hear 
its song and repeat it to its companions-for the royal eagle does not oppress the little sparrows, but makes friends with them, even in prison -deserves to have the 
impetuous current of the royal flight carry its smallness, incapable of heights, off to the heights of Paradise and to have the eagle defend it, under the protection of 
its powerful wings, from kites and falcons and enable it, on the solitary rock, to feed on morsels which the eagle shreds for it. For the eagle loves it. 
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"It loves this little voice very much. And it has thus rebaptized it 'John,' so that it will be defended by the apostolic eagle, in addition to the Divine Eagle, and learn 
its song from ours, and have peace in the shadow of our fortitude, warmth from the Sun to which we carry it off, and food from what we give it. I defend it-John 
and I. 


"And when the little sparrow no longer has a voice and grows silent after the final profession of love, when its little wings fold over its heart, which has beaten so 
much with love, and its eyes close, not out of satiety in seeing the Sun, its Sun, but because the Sun's heat has consumed it, we shall take it and carry it off with us, 
beyond the limit separating the human from the superhuman, and we shall place it on Mary's lap, at the foot of God's throne, so that, on reopening its wings, 
mouth, and eyes, it may fly, sing, and see-fly to the Sun God, sing to the Sun God, and see the Sun God. 


"This is for those who ‘hate her for no reason,’ as they have hated Me. 


"For those, moreover, who love Me and love her, I say that I am giving them the Holy Hour. I have dictated it for many, but I dedicate it to them, who wished for 
it, and Father Migliorini. I do not dedicate it to my little voice. She is a perpetual adorer and has her Master, who suggests the adorations to her hour by hour, 
clasping her heart to his Heart. 


"I dedicate it to Father Migliorini, who is the little father of this little voice, whose Father is God. To Paola, who I want to think and feel now and always that she 
has a Father and a Mother in Heaven and be serene, for faith in a true love-and no love is truer than ours-provides serenity. To Marta, because she, too, needs to 
think she is not alone. And to think this even when the ‘little voice' is far from her, but active for her sake in my breast, more than she is now. 


"I bless all of you." 
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When Jesus was saying, "I protect my little John. I clasp him to my heart. I place him in the circle of my arms," I felt myself being touched on my shoulders by 
Jesus. His right hand, on my right shoulder, and his left hand, on my left shoulder. And Jesus was attracting me to Himself in this way, remaining behind me and 
speaking through my hair to complete the rest of the dictation. I felt Jesus' breath on the top of my head and his long hair tickling a temple. 


How lovely it is to remain like this under Jesus' mantle and against his heart! I felt-J did not see. I have seen Jesus, for myself, only on June 7. 


June 16 
6:30 a.m., The Feast of the Sacred Heart of Jesus 


How good the Lord is! 


Last night I had an hour of Gethsemane. The moral suffering was such and so great that it also made an impact on the physical suffering, which sought to change 
into the daily sopor and collapse. I was not at all in a collapse last night! On the contrary, I was quite stimulated. Jesus had let go of his little chick, and, now 
longer held up by his talons as an Eagle, I was plunging down, touching the bottom, the darkness and gloom of desolation. 


From this darkness, from every part of it, there arose the phantoms of doubt about the truth of what is happening to me, of fear of human reprisals against me and 
the one directing me, and the dejection of being without spiritual and medical direction, precisely now, when I am closer and closer to death and tortured by such 
moral and physical sufferings that I continually experience agony from one or another of my five main illnesses, or from weariness and repugnance over what 
surrounds me here-the priest, first of all, so... different from the way I conceive of a priest and want him to be-and torture at the thought that I will no longer 
possess the good of going back to my 
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house... Oh, how many things weighing upon a heart! 


The most agonizing one was the voice saying to me, "You are a dreamer. You are not saved and do not save. You are condemned. You will be excommunicated 
by men and accursed by God." But the other ones, too...! A bush of thorns... I felt madness rising from my heart to my head... It was not desperation, for I felt 
Jesus, and I felt Him to be a merciful Friend. But it was a very intense desolation. I was afraid it would turn into a delirium. Instead -for when Jesus is there, the 
storm may develop, but it cannot submerge us-it served only to keep me wide awake to observe the hour of nocturnal adoration, together with Paola and Marta. 


Afterwards-it was then past midnight-Marta gave me her prayer book so that I would locate for her the point for today's prayers. I looked up and found the 
devotion to the Sacred Heart. Just in passing, I looked at the introductory notes, with a plunge of my heart which submerged all the shadows of torment and 
brought out a great peace, I read about the first apparition of Jesus to Margaret Mary. 


I know very little about this saint. I know she was a Visitandine, that Jesus appeared to her, that she was combatted by her superiors and directed by La 
Colombiere, and that she suffered a lot. That's all, because I heard this twelve years ago, when I was in Catholic Action. I remembered that we had been told that 
Jesus appeared to her on a hazel plant. Therefore, when on June 1 I received the vision of the apparition of Jesus to Margaret Mary, I described it as I saw it, of 
course, but it seemed to me mistaken, for I saw it was taking place in the choir instead of on the hazel plant. And I of course distrusted myself more than ever. Well 
then, to comfort me, last night Jesus had me find the apparition just as I had seen it, just the same, down to the details, as described in that book, which is not mine 
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and which I never use, for... I don't like it. 


"What nonsense!" some will say. Let them try being in my situation and in my condition to be able to understand whether or not it is nonsense! For me, it was the 
change of course which took me out of the storm and brought me back into the harbor. The Eagle grasped me again with his talons, and only the atrocious 
physical suffering remained. But I am not afraid of this. 


I am thinking the same things as yesterday: that I might experience the resentment of the enemies of my mission, that I don't have a real priest at my side, that 
perhaps I will not see my house any more, and that I feel I am dying in this place, which is deadly for me in all respects... But I think them in Jesus' arms, and 
then... they don't drive me crazy. 


My poor head certainly is a ball of blown glass and is hanging from the thread of a cobweb. The slightest jolt may forever fracture my reason, which for too long 
and because of too many factors has been subject to continual tempests. But I want to hope. Together with Blessed Eymard ' I say, "Make me hope against all 
hope, O Lord. You will do everything, for I lack all human support and am in the thickest darkness." 


June 20 
Jesus says: 
"To make you forget men, who are always beasts ready to wound those who are the least manlike among them -always beasts, even if not wicked in the true sense 
of the word, always biting at the souls, if not the flesh, of those who, because they are 'mine,' are less capable of exchanging bite for bite and scratch for 


scratch-come, for I want to have you contemplate the stars. 


"I wanted to have you contemplate them last night. But you were so wounded that you could only weep and ache on my 


321 


heart, and I held you to it without imposing on you any other fatigue, except the one which was not 'mine,' but cruel mankind's. 
"Now look. And consider along with Me. 


"Do you see how many stars are shining in the serene velvet of the night sky? Millions. Their light seems to say mysterious words. I, as Man, in my solitary nights 
lost Myself in contemplating the stars. I immersed Myself with my gaze, and even more with my soul, amidst those flowerbeds of light, moving from flower to 
flower, comparing the grandeur and colors of those stellar corollas and the beauty of their glittering. And I liked to think that, as the flowers in the fields and 
gardens, waving softly in the wind at dawn and in the evening, communicate scented words to each other, so, up above, secret words of light passed from star to 
star and that every break in their shining, every brighter splendor, and every pause in their radiance were as many points in a sentence, as many affirmative replies 
to a question, and as many addresses by the most ardent orator, and all of them uttered to praise the magnificence of God. 


"The stars! So distant and so near! Millions and millions of meters away, flying like birds of fire through the boundless fields of the sky, and yet so visible to man's 
eyes, so as to say to him, 'Believe in God. We, too, are a proof of his existence.' One would say that they seem so close on certain evenings that with little effort 
they could be reached and touched. And yet anyone who thought he could do so, even by climbing to the highest peaks in the world, would be foolish. Whether 
man views them from the flattest plain or raises his gaze to them from the peaks of the Asian mountains, where the air is so rarefied at that height that even the 
eagle finds it hard to live, or, rising even higher-in one of those vehicles which are proof of human intelligence, but which you are unable to use except to serve 
ferocity and thus pollute with hellish hatred-he can never see them at closer range and much less reach them. The more he rises, the more they sink into the ether 
and go on pulsating, saying, 'We, the daughters of God, are not for you, for you contaminate us with your fallen humanity. We, creatures of God, are only a spark 
in that ocean of light which is the Kingdom of God. To reach the true Star, to know his Light, you have only to strip 
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yourself of all your humanity. You will thus know God, for He reveals Himself to those who love Him and in love consume themselves as men and make 
themselves reign as souls, and you will then possess Him, after this brief life, for eternal Life. We, the millenary stars, shall experience death. You will not 
experience it if you make yourselves children of God.' 


"See, Maria, how God loves all of you, how He loves you. Write it very clearly and underline it so that you will see it distinctly. How God loves you. No man, by 
any means, can reach the star nearest to the earth, the humblest one in its burning. But God grants that you -because He loves you and you love Him-may reach it, 
know it, and immerse yourself in its Fire. And consider that there is less distance between the earth and the stars than between the stars and the throne of God. 
They are the immense floor of the Heavenly City, the foundations, even more than the floor. High up, much higher up, at inconceivable heights, for they do not 
correspond to human measures, is that blessed Reign ruled over by the Trinity, where a place is prepared for those who love. But since God's loving haste knows 
no delay, He, ahead of time, breathes you into Himself in spirit and gives Himself to you with his Fire. 


"And what does human baseness matter to you? Leave it to human beings. Come. You have God, who loves you. All the rest is nothing. Nothing can be of use to 
reach God, the Eternal Star. Only love is of use for this. 


"Higher than the highest peak, more powerful than the most powerful vehicle, with its strength, unlimited because it is spiritual, love joins you to God and brings 
you to know Him. It suffices for you to be concerned about loving completely, about making love the only effort in your lives. Do not lose yourselves in other 
kinds of seeking. Try to possess love and cultivate it. Make it grow and grow by nourishing it, without indolence or fear. Turn it into a pyre. The flame rises; the 
flame shines; the flame sings. Rise towards God. Shine in the love igniting you. Sing out your love. Give God back what He has placed in your hearts to make you 
like Him: the capacity to love. 


"God is Love. Those who do not have love in themselves have no likeness to God." 
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June 21 


Jesus says: 


"No. Do not complain and do not grieve as if my love for you has changed. This is not a decrease-it is an increase. I am speaking to you and to all the spirits who 
have devoted themselves entirely to Me and find themselves in the same situation as you. My eyes rest upon them and are consoled after all the disgraceful actions 
I see being performed on earth. 


"When someone has completed a hard task which is tormenting and even repugnant, doesn't he experience great joy on breathing pure air and looking at a 
beautiful meadow, green and flourishing? His lungs expand, his eyes rest, and his mind finds recreation. He seems to be reborn. 


"The same thing happens to your Jesus. So afflicted, so disgusted! And by so many! Consider: I am Goodness and Love, and I receive offenses, continual hatred, 
and I must use severity to punish the guilty. This wearies Me more than carrying the cross. It is not that I then did not know I was dying in vain for many. I was not 
ignorant of the fact, but I am speaking of the material fatigue and the moment. This is continuous fatigue for my spirit. The blameworthy weary God's spirit. 
Consider this, and you will understand how serious sin is, if it is able to wean, a perfect spirit, like the divine one. Well then, you, my beloved ones, bring Me rest. 


"And hear this parable for you. 


"A man loves a woman. He has seen she is beautiful. He has been told she is good, pure, and modest, and he has felt an affection arising in his heart and, with the 
affection, the hope of being able to possess that woman as a wife and make her the pearl of his house. 


"He has himself introduced to her relatives and asks them for the young woman. They grant her to him. And he, with a thousand attentions, tries to conquer her 
affection, for his love is already giant and wants to bring his beloved to the same point. Every time he goes to her, he takes her something he knows she likes; 
when he is distant, he thinks of what he might take her: ", he is far away from the town, he writes to her to tell her what he 


324 


cannot say in person; and as soon as he comes back, he runs to her. He does not mention his worries to her, but leaves them outside the door because he does not 
want to grieve her, and for him it is already a relief to see the smiling face of his beloved. 


"There passes in this way the time you call ‘engagement’ and we Jews call the 'the nuptial ceremony,' which, however, in not being a consummated marriage, was 
at heart a very rigorous official engagement, to the point that the woman was called a 'widow' if her fiance died before the consummation of the marriage, leaving 
her as virgin. 


"But then the time comes when the woman leaves her parents' home and enters her husband's house, to be 'one single flesh with him,' according to the ancient 
command, and forever, according to my new command, which says, 'What God has joined may not be separated by man for any reason.' For to separate means to 
push someone towards adultery, and the sin of adultery is committed not only by those sinning by this action, but by those bringing about the causes of the sin by 
placing a creature in the conditions fostering sin. 


"And this should be said not only to the husbands who abandon their wives and to the wives who separate from their husbands, but also to the relatives of the 
former and the latter who by their particular ill will or selfishness sow discord between two spouses, or to those deceitful friends of the family who with lies, or 
simply by fomenting a bad mood which would dissolve if not fomented, create phantoms between two spouses capable of making their life together unbearable. 


"In truth I tell you that, if spouses were able to live isolated in the circle of their affection and their love for their children, 90% of separations in marriage would 
cease to exist, for the same grounds of incompatibility which are adduced to obtain the separation of spouses are present in every form of shared life -between 
children and parents, among relatives, among brothers and sisters, and even among friends who have gathered together-and you do not make them so imposing as 
to arrive at 
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a split. And you break this bond, which is indissoluble in all respects, with the maximum facility. 


"You should never be unfaithful-never. But this could be-not from my standpoint, but from yours-the only motive for a separation. From a natural standpoint. For 
the supernatural one says, 'If one of the two is already at fault, it is twice as much the duty of the other to be faithful so as not to deprive the children Of affection 
and respect. The parents' affection for their children and the children's affection for their parents. And the man or woman who, unable to forgive, sends away the 
guilty party and remains alone, then finds it hard to remain alone and passes on, in turn, to illicit loves whose consequences are felt in the immediate present of the 
children and their future morality.' I thus say, 'It is not licit for man, for any reason, it is not licit for the Christian to separate what a Sacrament has joined in the 
Name of Christ." 


"But I do not want to speak to you about this. I want to speak to you, soul of mine, who are joined not to a man, but to God, with the offering of charity which He 
has accepted. I want to speak to your sister souls in total love for Me. 


"When the bride leaves her parents' home, then, and becomes the wife of the man she loves, she rises to a greater degree of love. They are no longer two who love 
one another. They are one loving himself in his double. One loves himself reflected in the other, for love fastens them into such a tight knot that joy annuls 
personality, and the two individuals relish a single joy. 


"These correspond to the first two periods in mystical betrothal. First you are loved and become fond of God, who loves you. You then penetrate into a higher love 
and rejoice in his joys, which become yours. But this is not the perfection of the bride. I have already told you this and now repeat it to you in response to your 
question. 'Why, now, do You no longer speak those words of such secure peace, of such an affirmative promise that You would spare me certain pains?' you asked 
a short time ago while rereading the pages in October. 


"O Maria! Why! Because I have taken you higher. 
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"Men accuse Me of repeating Myself in my statements. But if I must repeat Myself with you, that are entirely intent on listening to Me and seem to Me like a little 
bird in its nest with its mouth wide open, waiting for the food which its father offers it-your food, which is my word-how can I fail to repeat Myself when speaking 
for those who are not attentive to Me? I must reiterate the same truths once, twice, a hundred or a thousand times to get a morsel of them into their hearts and 
arouse light there. And if that light later goes out, I am not to blame, and they cannot accuse Me of their blindness. 


"Now I tell you this. When the exciting period of love has passed, love matures into a dignified strength in both the man and the woman, shortly before nothing 
more than two inhabitants of the earth and later becoming one single flesh, and it makes them a father and a mother who love one another over a cradle and look at 
each other, saying, saying as God the Creator said on observing man, 'We have made a creature who is eternal, who belongs to the Heavens, to God.' This is man's 
destiny, and if his ill will does not pervert it, this is his glorious goal. But when they arrive at this perfect union, doesn't the wife also become a mother, sister, and 
friend to her husband? 


"Oh, what a sweet comfort for man is the woman able to love him with such perfection that he can convey all his thoughts to her and be sure they are understood 
and will find consolation! 


"Oh, blessed is the house where the sanctity of the Sacrament lives in the true sense of the word and produces an inexhaustible flowering of acts of love. Not only 
love in the flesh, but more in the spirit. A love which lasts and, indeed, grows, as the years and concerns grow. A love which is true love. For it is not limited to 
loving for enjoyment, but embraces a spouse's pain and bears it with oneself to lighten its weight. 


"Do two who weep together love one another less than two who kiss each other and smile? No, Maria. They love one another more. A man shows he esteems his 
wife greatly if he entrusts everything about himself to her to receive her advice and comfort. A woman shows she loves her husband greatly if she is able to 
understand him in his thoughts and willingly helps him to bear his concerns. There will no longer be fiery kisses and words 
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of poetry. But there will be caresses from soul to soul and secret words which spirits murmur to each other, giving one another the peace of true love. Of true 
marriage. 


"Well then, soul of mine. You are now in this state. With your love fused to mine, you have given birth to children. All those who have known Me, or known Me 
better, through your active love are children you have given Me. You will meet them one day and rejoice. 


"Now that I love you many times more for every child you have given Me, now that I know that you love Me to the point of wanting to take upon yourself the 
cross of what I am concerned about, for the glory of your Lord spurs you more than your life, I thus act with you as a Husband who is sure of his wife. I no longer 
show you only a smile, but my tears as well. I no longer caress you with roses, but impress roses of blood upon your heart, leaning you against my brow crowned 
with thorns; I no longer kiss you with my lips soaked in honey and wine, but with my mouth bitter with the vinegar and gall which was my last beverage and with 
which there was mixed the acrid taste of the blood rising from my lungs, broken in the last death rattle. If I treat you like this, it is because I regard you as a 'strong 
woman,’ in the biblical sense of the word. 


"Oh, how restful for Me to have hearts like these! You generous ones who are able to love -give this rest to the Eternal Beggar, who goes on asking you for love 
and receives only indifference and offenses. Give it to Me, Maria. And do not be afraid that you have descended. If you had the wings of an angel, you would 
always rise less swiftly than you do with the wings of generous love." 


For your information, the expression of mine which prompted Jesus' comfort emerged as follows. 


I was rereading the ardent pages of last October, when He was promising me that He would soon come to take his dove. 
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"When the springtime is in our land and the voice of the turtle dove is heard, I shall come," He was saying. And I was hoping for this so much, since I feel no 
repugnance over dying. On the contrary, I wish only for death. 


"But why?" I was asking Him this morning, thinking of his promise and feeling my life escaping hour by hour, like water from a broken vase -and escaping in such 
desolation, in such loneliness that it would be less cruel if I were in a desert, escaping along with my judgment, which is being consumed here even more quickly 
than my organism, which is also going to rack and ruin, and only I know how ruined it is, in this climate, which drives me mad with its barometric pressure 
deleterious for a patient with my illnesses and because of the weakness of my body, more and more undernourished, since I cannot assimilate food and must thus 
suspend it. "Why," I was asking Him, "didn't You take me before the... I can't help calling it that most dreadful April 10? With a thousand tortures, but before that 
day. With my flesh corroded by a cancer, as I had requested, but not like this... And it is not yet done with. Is it possible that You, that have always heard me for 
others, for all the others, great and small, good and wicked, believers and atheists, have not wanted to hear me for my own sake? Why?" 


The question boring into my heart and mind. The question to which an answer is not given to bring such peace to my own self that I am no longer moved to ask it. 
Why? Why? It is the amazement arising again and again in me over God's refusing this grace which I had requested of Him, this one alone for myself, after having 
given Him everything. One grace! One for me! 


Amazement. Because I know how good He is. I have experienced it for everyone and for myself. For all, since He has always assented when I have requested 
graces for others. For myself since He has so many caresses for my soul. But in this He has not wanted to hear me. Hence my pained amazement, which does not 
die, which cannot die, which, the more time passes and I feel death upon me and think I shall quite probably have to die away from my home, cries out more 
loudly than ever. 
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Nine years ago Jesus asked me for my father, and only He, who sees my daily tears and hears my cries calling out, "Dad! Dad!" unceasingly, can know the torture 
with which I assented. And here the tears are even more bitter. A year ago He asked me for Mother. On June 3, 1943. And only He knows the tears with which I 
gave her to Him. The others do not, for I weep while the others sleep or eat or think I am doing the same. But there I wept in peace; here I don't. I have no comfort, 
no. 


No, dear ones. If charity towards my neighbor spares you the sight of my pain, let all of you, near and far, know that it is as intense as when I learned Mother's fate 
was decreed, and I suffered the agony of an orphan even before, four months before, I was one, and it is always fresh and burning, like a wound just inflicted. 
Here, more burning than ever. 


But I wanted to die there, there, in the place where they died and where they loved me as best they could and where I loved them -oh, much more than myself! I 
wanted to die in the place where at least I had found a guide in you, Father, and where there was so much of Jesus. Here I am a reed bent by the wind, and there is 
nothing to hold me up, not even the memory and echo of Jesus, for here it is not like there. I hear the voices and even feel the caresses (very rarely -they were 
continuous there), but I have seen them, for myself..., only once, and cannot recall their appearance. Indeed, once God is removed, everything else is the wind 
bending and breaking the poor reed... 


But it is also because it is You alone that do not torture me that I say to You, "Have mercy. Don't have me experience the mire. Don't make me savor its nauseating 
taste any more. I want You. You alone. I want to go on saying continuously, "God is good." I want to go on saying it, and I could no longer do so if too cruel a 
blow destroyed the intelligence You have given me, which wants to remain whole to understand You and repeat what You say to it." 
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Today is Wednesday. It is the day of the week dedicated to the despairing. Perhaps I am suffering for them, to take them out of torture... If that's the case... It is 
enough for tomorrow not to be like today. It is like a snake twisting and causing suffocation in its slimy, cold coils. 


O hope, hope, never fade out in men's hearts! Do not turn men into beasts by removing your light, which is intelligence, faith, peace, and the way to the house of 
God, the Kingdom of God. 


June 22 


On emerging from an eight-and-a-half hour coma, I wake up this morning at 6:30, and I hear a cannon as the first greeting of the day-rather, many cannons firing 
from the nearby heights, contradicting the easy optimism and gratuitous assertions of those who said that "here, since it is a mountain basin, there was no artillery, 
and we were thus safe." Fine! Let's struggle on. 


I repeat what I have always said since April 16, In Albis Sunday, the day when, at 5 p.m., I heard about this place as an evacuation residence preferable to others: 
"In St. Andrea I will feel less safe than elsewhere and will be afraid of everything." 


So it is. I am afraid. And horrified at dying here. And pained, greatly pained at dying without having you near. The only one among men who gives me the comfort 
I need: spiritual comfort. The others are of use to Maria as flesh and Maria as sentiment. But I now see flesh and sentiment as clothing thrown over the true self. 
And my own self is now reduced to spirit alone. And it lacks your help. 


I hoped so much to see you in these days. To say so many things to you and to express my thanks for all the good you have done to my soul. 


You have brought me Jesus. I don't mean Jesus as Eucharist. Any priest brings Him. I mean Jesus in my own way. Your presence 
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and your care have put me in a position to understand and see what before I did not see in the wildness which was in me and which I was trying to root out on my 
own. But I was doing little on my own. 


It was a big mistake and a great cruelty to have separated me from the one who kept me so peaceful in God. God is not present where there is a storm. And even if 
He sees that the storm is not originated by us and thus glides over the stormy sea of our hearts, his voice and his face are perceived poorly, with great effort, 
amidst the clouds and uproar of the winds and waves. 


Since I have been feeling quite ill since June 19 and am thus in the most unfortunate condition to overcome the anxieties and fears hanging over us, which we 
absolutely must go through, I think I will not hold up. And I will have to depart without seeing my house again and having you near. Even if I had the whole world 
around me, I would be in silence and the void, as if in a desert, for I would not have the word which helped me so much. Yours. This is a great, very great sacrifice. 
And only God knows how much it costs me to endure it. 


In any event, thank you for everything. Marta knows what to do. I repeat: help Marta, who in her defects of impulsiveness conceals a heart of gold, and I never 
understood to what extent until the past two months... 


I think that as a final gift I will leave you the second part on Mary's Desolation-Mary reliving Calvary-and the Holy Hour. When you read them, think of me, who 
received them weeping and smiling. Weeping over the pain of Mary and Jesus and myself, and smiling over their goodness. And pray for me. 


I can barely see and find it very hard to write. I think that, even if I live, before long I won't be able to write any more because my vision is no longer clear. I go by 
experience, but do not see well. I have made myself a straightedge to keep my handwriting more even. Please excuse me, then, if I am almost illegible. 


My thanks to the Superior of the Stigmatines, too. Tell her 
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that I have always prayed for her because her goodness truly moved me and that I shall also pray hereafter. As I shall do for you, Father. You can be sure. 
That's enough for now. I pray and wait. Will Jesus speak...? 
Later (at noon) Jesus says: 


"You see, Maria. Another person who found himself in your state of mind would sin much more and suffer spiritually much less. Because in you even the fear that 
suffering may lead you to bring pain to Me is suffering. Therefore, I have already told you, you think you are in hell, or nearly so, whereas you are in Paradise. 


"What is the only concern of the blessed? To keep themselves fixed in God, their Love. And, with much greater effort, since the flesh and the human mind are 
clinging to your spirit, aren't you doing the same thing? 


"The true life enclosed in man-that is, the spirit-is made in the likeness of God. It thus does not know relative measures and tends towards the Infinite and the 
Perfect. And, in its tendency, the more it approaches Him, reflecting the divine likeness in itself, like a clear mirror, the more it hates what is not like God. 
Therefore, even the shadow of an imperfection or the suspicion of lukewarmness cause it more horror than a serious sin in a Christian in name only and atheism in 
someone without God. 


"The fact is that you continually receive the Guest who is your Father and Lord, and, in knowing Him, in his light, you see who you are, and you humble 
yourselves to the point of annihilation, saying, 'How do You, Lord, come to me? I am not worthy to have You.' But it is precisely because you feed on this loving 
humiliation that the Divine Guest comes and makes his dwelling in you. He there finds love, humility, and upright will. And what else does God want to love you? 
Nothing. He knows that you cannot give more as long as you are down below. 


"But He also says to all of you, and to you, personally, 'Your anxiety will cease only when you, a finite creature, fuse yourself to the Infinite. The struggle will 
then be over, the fear of not 
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pleasing Me, affliction over your condition. Do not fear. I let you rave. I am not afraid of your ravings because I know what they are and why they are. They cause 
me so little fear and disdain that, while you cry out your pain as a creature, I hold you tightly to keep you from doing yourself any real harm. Real harm would be 
for you to separate from Me, fearful of having disgusted Me. And then I, even if you do not recognize Me because the trial veils you, hold you this way. Maria, I 
am the Jesus of Gethsemane. And do you want Me not to understand certain forms of anguish... T' 


June 23 
Friday 
I was to describe the vision I had last night. But I shall write it later. 
Jesus says: 


"The person who designed this cover, which you like so much and which, only now, after nineteen years, you see in its true meaning, did not just carry out a 
delightful, symbolic work, but expressed a truth. 


"Little Therese-who, resting on empyrean clouds, incessantly plucks the petals off roses, and two angels help her to convey her rain of roses over the world -was a 
true likeness of Me as a Child. They have thus acted well in portraying her with such a resemblance to a Child Jesus that she could be mistaken for Him. You now 
see that it is she, not I. 


"This partially resumes yesterday's dictation. The more mystics, with their loving desire, approach Him whom they love completely, the more their spiritual effigy 
becomes identified with the Model. 


"My little great flower was Therese of the Child Jesus and the Holy Face. And if my pained Face was the sun impressed on her heart, which burned it, for you, that 
hate pain and are daunted by austerity, in her spiritual exterior she bore a likeness to my sweet childhood-its gentleness, grace, and simplicity. This was what I 
wanted, and I guided her this way with inspiration, to 
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give you a model which your current spiritual incapacity will be able to follow. 


"Therese is for all. All can strive to imitate her. Even those who are scarcely formed spiritually. Do not believe, though, that Therese was spared. Oh, no! She 
shows you a loving, smiling face, the peaceful face of a happy child. But within her my Passion hollowed her out with a scalpel of fire. 


"I have given her to you out of mercy on your weakness. I give my saints for all spiritual personalities. I give the ascetics with an almost fearful severity for 
temperaments of steel, for the flames which know no lassitude. I give the saints with a cheerful sanctity for those unable to sanctify themselves with weeping. I 
give the saints with childlike graces for those who cannot love Me except with very slight strength-and it is already a great deal if they are able to do so. 


"And observe that little Therese, with the heart of a hero, had to force herself-and it was a martyrdom added to all her other ones-to give you the impression which 
I wanted, for her spirit led her towards eagle's flights and fiercer forms of heroism. Do you know what it means to contradict one's nature? Try it and you will 
understand what her double merit was." 


This dictation was originated by the observation I made concerning the cover of the book The Story of a Soul I have had this book for nineteen years, but I always 
thought the child strewing roses from the height of a cloud was the Child Jesus. 


This morning my inner counselor told me, 'No. That heavenly infant is the little Therese of the Child Jesus. She wanted ‘spiritual childhood' as her form of sanctity, 
and she became so perfect therein that she really was a second little Jesus." 


Afterwards Jesus gave me the dictation. And I had to write it at once. For the dictation is a succession of words, and I cannot remember them exactly unless I write 
them as I receive them, and I would never take the liberty of introducing modifications of my own or alterations. Whereas a vision is sculpted in my mind to such a 
point that I can recall it exactly, even hours later. 
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I thus preferred to write the dictation and then describe the vision I had last night. And I state beforehand that last night, in the greatest torments, which forced 
moans out of me, I really could not remain seated and write. I was very stiff from the vertebral pains, which radiated out through all my nerves to my whole body. 
It seemed my cerebellum was continually being torn out or a bundle of thorns was being driven into it. The pain in my nape was unbearable, as well as the pain in 
my heart and lungs. But, indeed, where was I not tormented? Even in the most remote phalanxes, it seemed there were minute saws and pincers cutting, twisting, 
and tearing away. They are still very intense now. But, though with dizziness and nausea, by a cerebral reflex, I can write-with difficulty, but I write. 


Last night, before the pains, which began at 3 p.m., became violent, I had planned on observing the Holy Hour. But I really could not do so. I said to Jesus, "You 
see. I wanted to spend this evening with You in memory of your agony in the garden. But I can't." And then Jesus sent me this vision. 


I shall describe it, though for those who hate repetitions it may prove tiresome. But if it has already been seen in general terms-and, given my particular condition 
then, it could not be described in all detail-it now appears more specific precisely because my attention is caught by one single point. 


Here it is, then. It is the death of Jesus. 


He is on the cross in the lividness of the light of a very intense storm which is getting darker and darker. Yet the greenish and, I would almost say, violet light 
enables me to see the tormented Body of the Dying One in the smallest details. The hurried, short gasps of his poor thorax, which struggles with asphyxia, are thus 
quite visible. The movement of respiration is limited to the upper part of the chest. His open, slightly twisted mouth-because of both the right zygomatic contusion 
and a pain contraction-eagerly seeks to drink in air, and his swollen tongue is visible, seeming to tremble from the general trembling of his body. 
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I see the stripes on his Body, tormented by scourges and blows and lined with the blood dripping from the wounds in his hands along his arms, for his hands are 
slightly above his shoulders from the weight of his body, slumping downwards, like this: 


On the right there is more blood than on the left because Jesus' shoulder is also lacerated by the wound from carrying the cross and having his clothing removed, 
which was attached to the gash, that has opened and bled quite a bit; the blood has also Rowed down his chest and sides, over his ribs. And, furthermore, Jesus' 
head, as usual, is crowned with thorns and bends towards the right, and blood has also flowed down from it in small rivulets over his hair and beard. 


Jesus thus seems to be dressed down to his waist in a tightly-clinging striped robe, with a lot of purple mixed with violet and rare stains of pale white which looks 
even paler in the midst of the purple and bluish color of the bruises or blood. The points where his skin appears dry are quite rare. It is a sight inspiring great pity. 


At his waist Mary's veil has absorbed the dripping blood, and the veil seems to have changed into a red cordon around Him. It then appears to be white, streaked 
with red. 


His legs display the gloomy whiteness of death against the dark wood and even darker sky, which seems to have descended very low. But, aside from the bruises 
from a few stones and blows and the contusions on his knees from his falls-the right one is badly wounded, and in the opening of the laceration He received 
against the sharp stone there appears the white rotula in the midst of the red bruise-blood is not streaming down his legs. Blood is on his feet and is dripping from 
his fingers to the ground. 


Mary, supported by John, is looking at her dying Son. She is standing with her head upraised towards the cross. I am seeing Her and the apostle from behind their 
back. The Mother is not speaking. She remains silent in her pain, entirely dark in her dress and mantle, as motionless as a statue. She is about two meters away 
from the cross to see her Jesus clearly and be seen by Him, since He can still see. 
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But now the final convulsion comes... And Jesus dies. The last cry is followed by the profound silence of the Dying One. There is no more death rattle or moaning. 
Silence. But not for the earth. The earth howls and shakes, and the people scream and flee. 


Mary is concerned only about her Jesus. She calls Him, since in the deep darkness which has suddenly fallen She barely sees Him. She calls Him three times: 
"Jesus! Jesus! Jesus!" And then, when a lightning bolt furrows the sky, on seeing Him motionless, hanging forward completely, with his head markedly bent 
towards the right and forwards, and separated from the cross from his hips upwards, She understands. She extends her arms and hands, two whitenesses trembling 
in the black air, and cries, "My Son! My Son! My own! My own!" And She listens... She does not want to convince Herself that He no longer hears Her and awaits 
a moan in reply. 


But Jesus can no longer moan. And John, placing an arm over Mary's shoulders-before he was holding Her by the arm respectfully-seeks to draw Her away and 
persuade Her, saying, "He is no longer suffering! " 


But Mary understands even before John finishes the sentence, and, turning around in such a way that She is now looking at me, She bends, not to her knees, but in 
an are-like motion, bringing her hands to her face to cover her eyes, swollen with pain, and cries out, "I no longer have a Son!" I cannot describe the tone of this 
voice... But it torments me, for I still hear it. 


Mary wavers, and John takes Her, so bent and hesitant, and rests Her against his heart. And since She cannot stand, He gradually seats Her in the place where the 
soldiers were previously playing dice and supports Her on his chest until, in the general confusion, the Marys, no longer pushed back by the soldiers, rush over 
and take the apostle's place alongside the Mother. 


I see that, while the Magdalene takes the position John occupied before, and, accordingly, Mary is almost resting on her knees, another, lacking anything else, 
grasps the sponge in the vinegar and gall and has Her smell that stench and moistens her temples and nostrils with the vinegar. Longinus approaches the cross and 
observes. He says two 


338 


words, which I do not grasp, to John. He then looks at the group of women. When he sees them all concentrated around Mary, with their backs to the cross, he 
unleashes the lance thrust. 


Only John, standing between the cross and the women and facing sideways so as to observe both points, sees the act. That is why he can say, "And blood and 
water emerged from Him," whereas Mary sees nothing until She later finds the wound in his side when touching with her hands. 


I like the action by Longinus, who waits to wound with the lance until the Mother is not looking. He tempers duty with mercy. 
This is my vision last night. I have related it faithfully It will strike many as repetitive. It did not seem so to me because I was able to meditate better on the Passion 


of our Savior-which, if it makes me suffer out of compassion, is a comfort for my passion. I cannot despair of Goodness when I see how much He has loved us. 


June 24 


The tide swells. I no longer know how to withstand so much physical and moral affliction. If my spiritual strength were to give out, it would be complete, 
irreparable ruin. 


For the time being, this strength is still intact. But will it hold up? I can't be sure about myself. If God helps me very, very much, I shall withstand. Otherwise I will 
give in. Afterwards I might also get up again. But I find that the experiment is always dangerous, for one does not always get back up again in time, and I would 
not like to die at a moment when I loved You less. To offend You is to love You less, O my God. Have mercy on me. 


You have so much mercy, but also grant me the "great mercy" You know what this great mercy is which I am requesting. To take me back to my nest of love. To 
my nest of peace. To my nest of Heaven. Even if You make celestial fragrances descend 
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from Heaven, as You did last night, they cannot last here, where there is too much conflict from humanity and animality. I thank You for having attenuated my 
suffering with heavenly aromas. But they are not enough. They are not enough for your little "voice," in order not to die and, above all, not to die a miserable 
death. Have mercy. 


Later. Jesus makes the following remarks for me: 


"On observing the Hour of Mary's Desolation, I want you to consider the three periods of Mary's pain. For your information and guidance in suffering and 
knowing the Justice which will judge all of you on the way you suffer. 


"In the first period it is the woman, the mother, who cries out her torment. God grants that, in the most atrocious moment of pain, the creature may rave and use 
harsh words regarding those who have occasioned this pain. Mary, the Holy Woman, cannot stop Herself from calling men 'beasts, jackals, and hyenas,’ calling the 
Jews 'their step-parents,' proclaiming that She has to do Herself violence to put up with them, and branding them with the name of God's Cains and the disgrace of 
the human race. Mary, the Holy Woman, cannot stop Herself from calling Jerusalem a 'cruel mother, killer, plunderer, vampire, and vulture.’ On Calvary She could 
only howl, 'I no longer have a Son!' She was a woman. 


"In the second period, She is the believer who wants to be faithful to her faith, even if the facts seem to contradict every promise of faith. Her heart as a mother and 
a woman struggles with her spirit as a believer. The spirit triumphs because it really is nourished by faith. The woman is superseded. The believer remains. 


"In the third period, the believer, imposing. herself more and more in faith, rises, by way of resignation, to reunite Herself to God, from whom pain separated Her. 
Oh, pain, I know, is like the blow by a wicked boy to the soft wings of a varicolored butterfly! 
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He knocks it to the ground. It seems dead. But it gradually recovers strength and motion. It first walks, then climbs, then tries to move its wings, then makes its 
initial timid flight, and finally launches out and reconquers the blue sky... 


"I am reading your thought: 'But if the blows continue, and every time the butterfly begins to soar, it is knocked down again, it ends up dying on the ground.’ In 
human terms, this is true. Only this can happen. But for that reason I am present. To gather in the victims of earthly brutality. It is enough for them not to distrust 
Me and not to accuse Me, with hatred, of being their executioner. 


"Give to God what is God's and to man what is man's. Give just judgment to each one. Meditate honestly on your torments, all of you that suffer, and you, 
personally, who are suffering to the point of dying from them. You will see that every torment bears the name of a man. Never that of God. Oh, you are still a 
creature, and it is not licit for you to know the secrets of what is supernatural! But when you know them, you will understand so many things. 


"Mary, in the third period of her desolation, is no longer the believer-She is the Daughter of God, the Holy Woman speaking to the Father, the King, with the 
solemn security of one knowing She can speak because She has conquered the right to be heard. No longer the obscurity of human desolation, no longer the 
anxiety of the believer who wants to and cannot reach peace in pain. But the joy of suffering: a joy of the soul underneath the weeping of the flesh, which is the 
last to die, but which is left to weep, for-you said so-when one arrives at certain points, flesh and sentiment are garments thrown over the spiritual self, the true 
self. And the creature, sanctified by heroism, can come to say, 'On account of that "yes" I uttered, listen to Me!" 


"Say this-you, too, Maria. Say, 'I have said yes to You so many times; on account of these yesses, listen to Me.' And hope. Do not give a name to your hope. You 
would always give it earthly names. Hope in Me. In Me alone, and let Me act." 
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My Note 


But, in the meantime, I have been in a galley, an insane asylum, a hell, for two months. And I am sinking deeper and deeper into it. Two months! Two months 
since I was torn away from that place where my true life was. They tore out my heart, for You know, You know what that house meant to me. And the more time 
passes, the more the wound hurts. Because, in addition, there is no medicine for it. 


No longer an enlightened word... And I don't believe-I cannot believe in human terms-that I am hearing your voice. I am too unworthy of it. 


No longer a Communion received properly. I say it is received properly when not only the one receiving it, but also the one administering it does so with the 
reverence which that Sacrament merits and which serves to make the mystery perceptible. Here... it is preceded and followed by chatter like that arising with just 
anyone. From the laundress to the friend coming to visit me-anyone could say the same words and make the same gestures I see on the poor Communion 
mornings. Oh, how wretched! Resentment, gossip, and self -interest... 


Where are you, solemn moment of the Communions in Viareggio? A moment when I would see You, for-yes, I shall now say it, since I shall perhaps die or go mad 
soon, and I must say this-when I would receive Communion from the hands of Father Migliorini, he would disappear, and Jesus would appear to me as the one 
administering it. Almost always. Or He was at Father's side and blessed us. This made me sure of the priestly fiber of my Director. Father Giosue also came. But it 
was different. Still a paradise compared to now: an earthly paradise in which I felt God, but did not see Him. With Father Migliorini it was the real Paradise. And 
Ino longer have it. 


I need it more than ever and no longer have any of what was the necessary atmosphere for my soul in order to hear the Word which is my life. Do you that are 
reading understand what has 
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been taken away from me? Two months of hell... 


And the usual question of May 24: "But why didn't You have me die before I was taken from my house?" 


June 25 
Jesus says: 


"Tell me: who shows greater courage, the person undergoing an operation which he endures with anesthetics or the person enduring it without help? The operation 
is the same. The instruments used are the same. Their action on flesh, nerves, and organs is the same. The purpose is the same. And let us also grant that the result 
of healing is the same. But which of the two people operated on has had greater strength of character and has, of course, prompted admiration? Certainly the one 
who, without any chemical assistance, endures the work of the surgeons with full sensitivity, without rebelling with cries, imprecations, or unseemly words, but 
limiting himself to moaning, for that is human and comprehensible. 


"Well then, let us move on to the spiritual field. Which of two souls will prompt more admiration and thus praise, which turns into a certain reward? The one for 
whom a miraculous action by Me attenuates the agony by anesthetizing it spiritually or the one who has God as a good Father alongside the operating table, but no 
longer as a Father and Friend who shows pity for and watches over and weeps with that soul, but who intervenes with direct aid aiming to daze the painfulness? 
Certainly the latter one. 


"You are this latter one. Do not ask, 'Why?' I spared you in October. I helped you because I needed you to be still capable of this calvary. If you had been cut off 
by torment since October, you would not have withstood an hour of this current torment. And I needed this suffering of yours. 


"The angels cannot suffer for their God to increase his glory or for their neighbors to obtain good for them. But men can do 
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so. For the angels, to do the will of God is to do something joyful. To do the will of God, for men, is to do something painful. It is to do what I did. Yes, when pain 
bears the name of holocaust and is not only resignation, but union with the will of God, just as my Body was united to the cross, through love, generosity, and 
patience-the three nails pegging Me to their holy scaffold-you do what I did. 


"Don't worry if you cry. I, too, cried. I, too, moaned. With the repugnance of my flesh and mind I said, 'Let your will be mine.' But I said it. My spirit alone had the 
courage to go on saying it. But I said it. In the midst of the repugnance and fear of your body and your thought, let your spirit sing-while the cruel operation which 
will yield good is being carried out without any help-let your spirit sing, 'Lord, may your will be mine.’ 


"And believe, too, that your reward will be twofold, threefold, tenfold what it would have been if you had already received gifts of mercy in your suffering. God is 
just. For a twofold merit, a twofold reward. For total merit, a total reward. 


"Do not fear. Go in peace." 


June 26 


To comfort my most painful return to sensitivity, the good Lord grants me the smile of my angel. 


After having suffered greatly and wept just as much. I understand this from the way I find myself broken, with my eyes burned by the tears drying around my 
eyebrows. I remember having dozed off after having consummated my daily hour of mortal sadness and weeping, which only God sees. I recall nothing else 
afterwards. But my trunk, entirely stiffened, my heart and lungs, which seem to me to be lacerated and pierced by blades, and my eyes, which have become 
dimmer than ever, tell me unmistakably that when I was no longer the mistress of myself, I wept unreservedly, without regard for my numberless adhesions, which 
are shaken by the unrestrained sobs and later hurt a lot. 
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I asked Marta, "Did I cry?" She told me that I had wept and laughed. I must have laughed. As for weeping, I certainly wept and a lot. 


Now, while I was abandoned, without the strength to move, and prayed, looking at my angel, who was kneeling at the foot of the bed, to the right -and seemed to 
be praying with me, and I wondered why he remained like that and was dressed that way-I heard my invisible Teacher say: 


"The guardian angel of every creature worships therein the indwelling God, if the creature is in the Lord's grace. 


"You are living temples in which God dwells. Sin drives away the Divine Guest, but otherwise every human spirit is the tabernacle, enclosed in the temple of your 
body consecrated by the Sacraments, in which the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit are present, through the indissoluble union of the Three Persons. 


"When the creature is no longer in a state of grace, the angel, weeping, venerates the work of his Creator. He can no longer venerate anything else. But since the 
creature is the work of his God, he venerates the creature just as you venerate a place once inhabited by Me and then profaned by my enemies, but always worthy 
of veneration, not because it contains Me, but because it contained Me. To understand, remember the Holy Cenacle. 


"This is why every angel remains with supreme respect alongside the one he is protecting. Happy is the angel alongside a creature who can say, 'I worship You, 
my Lord, enclosed in this creature of yours,' and does not need to fly to Heaven to encounter God's gaze! 


"Let the clothing of your angel tell you the nature of his mission to you. To infuse hope into you. Among the three virtues, it is the one which should be infused 
into you most, for your cross reduces it to crumbles and destroys it by the hour. And it must thus descend from Heaven to nourish you by the hour. Faith is secure, 
as strong as the wings of your guardian. Love is as alive as the mantle adorning his shoulders. But the robe is ample and shining and says to you, 'Hope!' 


"Do you see that you are never alone? You saw him in the hours of great security in your spiritual condition and of great 
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joy. You are seeing him now, when events are leading you to doubt your mission completely, and the sadness of spiritual solitude is demoralizing you. 


"You see him because he is there. Always. He is the angel of your Gethsemane. Love him as a glorious brother who loves you." 


My Note 


The angel is kneeling on the right side of the bed, at the foot. He remains with his head inclined, with supreme respect, and with his arms joined over his breast. In 
the same position he was in at the beginning of January, I believe, when I saw Paradise and the Father and the Son and the Holy Spirit, while Mary and John were 
alongside me. 


The angel is the same. He is my own! How handsome he is! The face of condensed light, with perfect lines, though remaining so inclined, smiles at me. His 
incorporeal robe looks like a clear emerald turned into a suit of light. On his shoulders a short mantle of very bright light red, like a ruby pierced by a sunbeam. 
The wings are two white splendors, gathered in along the edges. And how worshipful he is! 


I do nothing but repeat Angele Dei! to greet him and Hail Marys, for I remember that in January he taught me to greet Mary, who was present, with that prayer and 
with that decorous, venerating demeanor of his. Perhaps I should repeat the Gloria. But I think he would let me know. Mary is his Queen, and on praising Mary we 
also praise God, whose Daughter, Mother, and Spouse She is. I thus believe I am doing something pleasing to God and to my guardian angel in praying this way. 


But always remain close to me, for I truly am in the "deathly sadness" with which Jesus wept in Gethsemane... 
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June 27 
Acts 2:3 


Jesus says: 
"The souls I especially love receive the command Abraham received: "Leave your land and your kindred and come into the land I shall show you." 


"Both a real and a metaphorical departure. Real, because the one who consecrates himself to Me really becomes a stranger and an unknown person among his own 
relatives. 


"Unknown in his new personality. A stranger, because between them and him there takes place a sort of sagging of the diaphragm, like the creation of a singular 
Babel, whereby he goes beyond, towards the land which God indicates to him, and they remain in the place where they are, and even if they are still near, they 
cannot understand each other any more, for he is already speaking the language of that land and practicing its customs, whereas they go on thinking, acting, and 
speaking in their habitual way. This produces an immense source of pain and astonishment, if not of derision as well. 


"Pain is felt in a particular way by the one whom God has called to the 'new land.' He would like to be followed by those he loves, for he has understood that 'that 
land' is an elevated country. He would like others to comprehend him to bring them to love the beauties he is discovering. 


"They are amazed at his change. And when they do not deem it an 'obsession,' they call it selfishness, lack of love, and eccentricity. Not at all. Perfect love, both 
for those he loves and for himself, in giving and seeking to give to others the good he obtains for himself. Not eccentricity, but, rather, a perfect norm, since he, as 
an exception, finds himself in the norm of the son of God: absolute obedience-superior to every other voice of blood, 
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self-interest, or human respect-to the voice of God. 


"The wound is not healed and cannot be healed. For the one chosen for the 'new land' in his lower part conserves the sensibility common to the sons of man, and 
from having to hear himself accused of lovelessness by those who should understand him most, and from having to reject them, tearing out his heart, to advance 
on the path God indicates to him, he suffers constantly, and the wound is always kept open where there are nailed the love of those close to him, who torture him 
because they love Him; his. love, which, because it is not comprehended, twists in the wound; and the imperious will of Him whom he loves with his whole self. A 
wound of love, then. A wound, then, in which God is present, for God is where charity is. 


"Come into the land I shall show you.' God does not show it beforehand. He says, 'Come.' The reward of seeing this land will be given to him who obeys without 
waiting to know what awaits him. God says, 'Come.' Nothing else. He goes and asks for nothing more. 


"The beginning of the blessed land-whose sun knows no sunset, in which there do not reign asps and scorpions, or wild beasts, in which storms and frosts are 
unknown and the springtime is eternal, and every being is plump with supernatural food, and trunks drip with honey, and fountains flow with milk, and harmony 
is light, and light is harmony, and the inhabitants are as happy as flowers on a peaceful April morning and laugh with perennial joy, reflecting the divine laughter 
of their Lord-is quite bristly and thorny. Stones and brambles, lianas and narrow passages over ravines and whirling torrents, obscure turns, and windy, stormy 
areas are found at the outset. 


Above, one single star: Me. I must be light, warmth, voice, hope, comfort, faith, and guidance for the heroic walker. I alone. Woe if one does not look 
continuously at Me. 


"But whoever perseveres sees that the rocks and brambles are followed by a smoother road, and a few flowers appear at its edges; he sees that the lianas, which 
previously lacerated like ropes of thorny iron, are followed by soft festoons, which are no longer a constriction, but an aid, and the passages become wider, the 
paths, less fearful, and the way, safer-broader, more luminous, 
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warmer, and more peaceful in its ongoing ascent. Finally, the soul flies-it no longer walks. It flies. Like a dart of love, it penetrates into the land it has conquered. 
Heaven belongs to it. 


"But how much generosity is needed! To give everything, Maria. And not have anything. 'Not even a place to rest one's foot' (verse 5). Not to demand anything, 
for I promise nothing when I say, 'Come.' Nothing human. I promise what is eternally superhuman. 


"This is what you must strive to grasp and accept and, along with you, all your equals through my election, which consecrates you in the cloister or in the world, 
and also those who, because they are better, though not called to ways of special perfection, in not being soldiers of the perfection which is counseled, not 
imposed, wonder why their lives are not peaceful with earthly well-being as well. 


"I do not lie and have never lied. I have promised and promise to give you Life and the things incident to Life. This is necessary, and I give it. The rest is 
superfluous, for it is destined to what perishes. I give it to you because I am good even to the gnat, to which I grant the calyx of a mountain field balm as a bed and 
the microscopic drop of honey it contains as food. I thus give to you, that are fleeting, the things necessary for what is transient: food, clothing, and dwelling. But I 
invite you to tend towards what is higher: towards the spirit and what belongs to the spirit. 


"Let those who love Me more understand Me more. And let them proceed naked, hungry, and indigent regarding what pertains to this earthly day, but satiated, 
rich, and royally robed as regards what pertains to the Eternal Day. 


"Go in peace." 


June 29 


I here relate the words spoken yesterday and placed at the end of the singular piece of work which my Lord has had me do 
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and whose purpose I still do not know. 
Jesus says: 


"Out of love for obedience and truth. You have been heavily punished for not having wanted to follow the inner 'voice' and the words of your Director. But if the 
punishment lasts, the sin has been annulled by the very cause which led you to offer resistance. You have acted for a loving reason, and love covers sin and 
destroys it. Do not do so any more, though. Above the voices of any kind is mine and that of the one who speaks to you in my name, and these should always be 
listened to. You have acted like a heedless child. But since I am just, I calculate the attenuating circumstances and look at the loving reason which, even if human, 
is still love, and I shall be able to draw good even from this error of yours. Go in peace." 


Later Jesus says: 


"Every living being and everything about the living dies and vanishes, never to return. Joy, sorrow, health, illness, and life are episodes which come and dissolve, 
sooner or later, and do not come back, in that form, ever again. Joy or sorrow, health or illness may return in other forms and with other faces. But that specific 
joy, that specific sorrow, that illness, and that health never return. It is a thing of the moment. When that moment is over, another moment like it will come, but that 
one, never again. 


"And life... Oh, life, once over, never returns! You are given an hour of eternity, a moment of eternity, to conquer Eternity. 
"Have you never considered that this motif could be applied to the parable of the money Luke speaks aboUt? 


"You are given one coin of eternity. The Lord entrusts it to you and says, 'Go. Do business with your coin until I return.’ And, on his return, or, rather, your return 
to Him, He asks you, 'What did you do with the coin you received?' And the faithful servant can happily respond, 'Here You are, my King. With this coin of 
eternity I did this work and that one and that other one. And, not by my calculation, but through the word of an angel, I 
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know I have earned ten times as much.' And the Lord says to him, 'Well done, faithful servant! Since You have been faithful in a small matter, you shall have 
power over ten cities, and, in your case, you shall reign here, where I reign for eternity, at once, for you have worked as much as you could.’ 


"Another, when called by God, will say, "With your coin I did this and this. You see, my King, what is written about me.' And I shall say, 'Enter as well, for you 
have worked as much as you could.' 


"But to the one who says to Me, 'Here You are: the coin is just the same. I did not do business with it because I was afraid of your justice,’ I shall say, 'Go and get 
to know Love in Purgatory and work there to conquer the kingdom, for you have been a slothful servant and did not take the trouble to get to know who I am and 
judged Me to be unjust, doubting my justice and forgetting that I am Love. Let your coin be turned into expiation.' 


"And to the one who presents himself to Me, saying, 'I squandered your coin and used it for my own enjoyment because I did not believe this Kingdom really 
existed and wanted to enjoy the hour which had been given me,' I shall say indignantly, 'Foolish and blaspheming servant! Let my gift be taken from you and 
deposited in the eternal Treasury, and as for you, go where God is not present and Life is not present, for you have wanted not to believe and have wanted to 
enjoy. You have enjoyed. You have already received, then, your joy of flesh without a soul. The Kingdom of eternity is forever closed to you.' 


"How often I would have to thunder these words if I were Justice alone! But Love is greater than my Justice. The former is perfect, and so is the latter. But Love is 
my nature and takes precedence over my other perfections. This is why I temporize with the sinner, working in such a way that the blameworthy one does not 
perish altogether. 


"I give you time. This is at once love and justice. What would you say if I struck you at the first mistake? You would say, 'Why, Lord! If You had given me time to 
reflect, I would have repented!' I leave you time. You are at fault one, two, ten, seventy times, and I could strike you. I give you time. So that you cannot say to 
Me, 'You did not show benignity' 
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"No, it is you that are not benignant towards yourselves. And you defraud yourselves of the wealth which I have created for you. And you commit suicide, taking 
away the Life I have created for you. 


"Most of you waste or poorly use the coin of eternity which I give you, and you make the earthly day not, indeed, your eternal glory, but the means for eternal 
suffering. The minority, afraid of my Justice, remains motionless and condemns itself to learn who God as Love is amidst the flames of purgative love. 


"Only a very small portion is able to value my coin and invest it for a tenfold gain, plunge into love, like a fish into a clear fishpond, and go upstream to reach the 
source, its God, and say to Him, 'Here I am. I have believed, loved, and hoped in You. You have been my faith, my love, and my hope. I am now coming, and my 
faith and my hope are ceasing, and everything is becoming love. For I no longer need now to hope in You and in this Life. I now have You, my God. And loving 
You, just loving You, is the eternal task of this eternal Life of mine.' 


"Be one of these, soul of mine, and my peace be with you to help you in this work." 
July 1 


The Most Precious Blood. Saturday 
1 John 5:5-8 


I did not write yesterday because I was in agony, and Jesus Let me rest and suffer. 
St. John now says: 


"I, the witness, testify to you that Christ Jesus, because He loved us to the point of hating Himself-since out of love for us He placed Himself in the hands of man 
and death, He, the eternally Living One-shed all of his Blood for us. 


"I testify to you, I, who set my feet in the footprints left by Him in the streets of Jerusalem and who, under the cross, received drops of his Blood on my head and 
saw Blood and water flowing from his open side and was entirely tinged with Blood when we took Him off the cross, like a bunch of grapes that was 
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so ripe it was open all over and dripping humor to be made into inebriating, refreshing wine. 
"Let those who blaspheme by saying the Christ was not true God and true Man cease to blaspheme out of mercy on their souls. 


Nothing prevented the Word God from appearing among men by materializing his divine spirit, already a mature, adult man appearing by a miracle among the 
throngs to instruct them on the perfection of the Law and redeem them with the Word. Moreover, nothing could prevent the Powerful One from not only 
materializing his spirit, but making it in all respects like ours, in a body endowed with real flesh, real veins, real nerves, real bones, and real blood, knowing that by 
the Word men would not be redeemed and that for the sake of Justice a Sacrifice was needed. The angels have materialized, and so do we when we have to appear 
to you by the divine will. Consecrated Hosts and images have dripped blood to shake off your doubts and indifference. 


"But so that Denial would have no excuse, He thus wanted to become a little embryo maturing in a woman's womb and then a small child moaning and sucking in 
order to live, and then a boy, adolescent, young man, and adult, like the greatest and the smallest among those born of a woman. For, in truth, being born and 
dying make us all equal. And He, the God, did not want to be different from us, since out of love He wanted to become Man. 


"He was different only in his Perfection and in his Passion, which no creature has suffered so completely and horrendously -in flesh, mind, heart, and spirit. And 
He wanted it for Himself, though He was in truth the One who deserved no punishment, the eternally Innocent One, whose activity is only love and light, 
knowledge and goodness. 


"He thus took on a soul and with it descended into the immaculate womb. 


"O happy soul created by the Father to be the soul of his Incarnate Word! O happy womb, which brought the perfection of its immaculateness to the perfection of 
divine Motherhood and filled itself with Light! You became the beacon of the world, as 
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long as the world lives, blessed womb of Jesus' and my Mother! Tower of David, tower of pearl, tower of ivory, tower of lily, shining more than the moon because 
of the Sun, who enclosed Himself in you! 


"My Lord took on a soul and robed it in flesh that was nourished and formed with the blood of the Virgin, and it is amazing that the blood He had taken from the 
Pure One-in whom it seemed there ought to be only whiteness clearer that the snowiness clothing a lily-was redder than a ruby. He took on flesh because Love had 
fecundated God's Loving One, so that Jesus Christ may be said to be the fruit of perfect Love wedded to the most perfect love and Fire fused to snow to make the 
most precious, sacred, and pure Matter which Creation had manifested and seen flourishing. 


"And He gave up his soul, as we do, with a loud cry, when, having consummated the Sacrifice, his heart and veins were emptied of blood, and, to show that in his 
charity He had reserved nothing for Himself, through his open side He cried out, 'Here I am, dead for your sake,’ discharging the last drop of blood and the water 
of his lifeless flesh so that you would not say, 'He was not a man and did not really die." 


"He was a man and had all the weakness and torments of dying man. He really died, for no one would have lived after the deep lance thrust, and through the gash I 
saw his heart, opened in the same way as the heart of a lamb that the butcher exhibits in his shop, and his lung, still and contracted after his last gasp. The spirit, the 
water, and the blood testify on earth that Jesus Christ was Man. As his word, which the voice of the Father and the apparition over Him of the Holy Spirit confirm, 
testifies that He is the Son of God. 


"Do not entertain doubts concerning either his human nature or his divine nature. Those who have overcome the world will triumph. The world, which denies, 
because it is full of Satanic hatred, cannot believe that there was someone who loved so much that, being God, He humiliated Himself to become Man and wanted 
to die to restore Life to us. 
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"The world is overcome with faith. And faith testifies to you that Jesus Christ, our Lord, is true God and true Man, and that out of love for us He took on flesh in 
the womb Of Mary and, born not by the power of man, but by a divine wedding, He died for us on the cross, giving all of his Most Precious Blood for us, asking, 
in exchange, only that we believe, hope, and love Him and in Him. 


"This is the Blood in which the stoles of believers become cleansed and worthy to shine before the throne of God. This is the Blood that like a river issues forth 
from the throne of the Lamb and nourishes the tree of Life, whose fruits are medicine for the world, and those in its shade will no longer know weeping or hunger 
or thirst or pain, for all the misfortunes of the flesh will be over for them, and their spirits will be blessed in Jesus our Lord. So be it. So be it for all your servants, 
O Lord! For all, come, Lord Jesus! 


"May the grace of our Lord Jesus always be with you! 


And my St. John carries me off to Heaven. How long it had been since I had heard his gentle voice, the most beautiful one after those of Jesus and Mary! If you 
heard it just once, even a single sentence uttered by this voice, you would never forget it. To hear him speaking is rest and strength. Calm, passionate, and 
powerful, he really is the eagle bearing us towards the Sun. I am very happy that, precisely today, it is precisely he who has spoken about the Most Precious Blood, 
for which I feel such love. 


Thirteen years ago I made the total offering of myself. Precisely on the Feast of the Blood of Jesus. I do not repent of having given myself. If I could go back, even 
now, when I know what it means to have given oneself, I would do it over again at once. Because of my generosity -I have nothing but this-may God be merciful 
to me and give the poor ant wings to ascend to Him. 
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July 2 


Jesus says: 
"Do not seek Us anxiously We are with you. 


"It was once permitted that Mary should seek her God, who was lost, her Jesus, but it was a chance event. Mary had God even before being his Mother, for God is 
always where grace is, for grace is love, and God is where love is. 


"As with my Mother, so it happens with you, faithful brothers and sisters and children of God and Mary. When you seek God, it is because love has already placed 
Him in your hearts. When He seems to be arriving, it is not that you are seeing Him arrive: the fact is that your spirits, rendered even more lucid by a more intense 
fever of love, have you see Him in the place where He already was. He seems to be coming into you. It is you, in reality, who are uniting yourselves more 
intimately to Him. Only in the place where there is no grace-and thus no love, or desire, or seeking of God-does He never arrive because hate rejects Him. 


"This is why Grace holds capital significance. It is this which, with advance love, grants you the possession of God, who is the joy and glory of the blessed. 


"Do not, then, seek Me anxiously. Consider that if it sometimes seems that I am not present, it is not as a punishment. What did I say to my Mother? 'Why were 
you looking for me? Don't you know that I must be about my Father's business?' Well then, when I deprive you of my perceptible presence and I seem to have 
abandoned you, it is because I am occupying Myself with the concerns of my Father. I need your tears of love to rescue a soul that hate is turning into a slave of 
Evil. Do you see how I love you? I associate you with Myself in rescuing the poor lost ones and serving the glory of our Father. 


"Smile, little spouse. Before the day grows cool and the shadows lengthen, we shall go off to the mountain of myrrh and the hill of incense. Smile, little spouse. On 
the summit you shall be crowned. 
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"Do you know what the summit of the nuptial mountain is for my little, dear brides? Do you know what the crown is with which they become queens? The summit 
of Golgotha perforates the sky and blossoms in Paradise, and the knotty branches of the thorns which tortured Me put forth golden roses. How long the road is 
under the cross! How much pain on the cross! How much blood those thorns must drink in to flourish! 


"Come and smile in your spirit. The tears are pearls on rubies of roses, and sobs are the chord of the lyres of your triumphal entry when you come up from the 


desert, filled with delights, leaning on your Beloved. " 


July 3 


Jesus says: 
"You have raised up sumptuous cathedrals for Me, and the cross of my Son everywhere proclaims our goodness and your subjection. 


"But does the word of the cross correspond to that of your spirit? On the tombs of the ancient pharaohs histories are also written which proclaim their eternity and 
the faithfulness of their subjects. But what good are they? They, the kings about whom the inscription reads, 'You are immortal,' are quite dead, as are their 
subjects. Dust, death, oblivion, nothing: this is the reality, and the words cry out vain professions on the tombs. 


"Isn't it the same with you? What are the temples if they are not rendered alive by your true love? Can they suffice for Me? Be worthy of Me? It is stated, 'The 
Most High does. not dwell in temples made by the hand of man?' And that was said for the Temple of Solomon, the most sumptuous of the houses which the hand 
of man raised up for Me. My Son now lives in every church, through his infinite goodness as Redeemer and Friend. But I, I the Father and the Spirit 
Paraclete-where can We make our dwelling? 
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"Our temple, not made by the hand of man, but created by my power, is your spirit. And the spirits are so rare in which the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit can 
meet to dwell and take their refreshment, as in a decorated cenacle. And as the union of the Three Persons has worked and works all the wonders of creation and 
the miracles of love, so our dwelling in a spirit that receives Us works portents whose scope will be known in the other life. 


"And the world will be astonished on knowing them. What a humiliation for those who thought they were 'great,' ‘wise,' and ‘powerful,’ and criticized, opposed, 
and tormented the souls dear to Us when they see what wisdom, grandeur, and power were in these, since We were in them! 


"I repeat, "The Most High does not dwell in human temples. His dwelling is in the spirit of the faithful son." 


July 4 


Today there is no dictation, not because of the absence of the Voice, but on account of my inability to receive it. Too disturbed, almost raving, with crises equal to 
those in the bitter days in Viareggio, I am not in a position to understand. Too much storm! There's no staying in my poor heart and my poor head any more. No 
way any more! Lord, have mercy! You had one agony in Gethsemane... How many are You giving me? How many desperate souls are to find peace again 
through my torment? 


To crown off the torture, today, from 4 p.m. to 5 I had to withstand a harsh temptation. The Tempter wanted to persuade me to simulate for a human purpose. He 
said, "Write in your own words. With a bit of skill, you can now imitate the Master's style. Write what may be useful to you to make those who have 
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caused you pain uncomfortable and worse off. He is gullible and will fall for it at once." "No," I replied. "I will never use lying for this or anything else. Even to 
my disadvantage, I write only what I receive from the different 'voices,' and nothing else. Nothing of my own. Be off! " 


It was a long struggle... I was sweating as if I had been in an oven. I won. But the devil took revenge by intensifying all the nostalgias, fears, and discomforts... 
Who is familiar with these struggles? If reason and life last and we see each other again, I shall explain to you more clearly. I won't say any more now because I 


am crushed by the crisis this morning and the struggle today. 


July 5 
10 a.m. 


Jesus says: 
"Be good and patient, soul of mine. If you are able to remain good and patient, I will give you a great gift. As I have given to very few over the centuries. 


"Be convinced, soul of mine. No one else can love you as I love you. One errs and brings disappointment in one matter, and another errs and brings 
disappointment in another. Only I am never at fault and never bring disappointment. Be convinced, soul of mine. 


"Little affections and little human comforts may be of use to little souls. But when a soul has been chosen by God, and not by the soul's merit, but by a gift 
gratuitously given by Him who loves that soul, it ceases to be a little soul and is nourished with a marrow which turns its smallness into greatness, and then little 
things are no longer of use-that is, they serve to bring joy, like the flowers along a path. 


"But even the most abundant, fragrant, lovely flowers are not nourishing grain. Isn't that so? They are delightful. They are looked at and smiled at, for they are 
pure and good, even better than the animals, that are always better than man. They are sometimes picked to have some company which does not betray 
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and a caress that is simple in its purpose, which is only to console. They are smelled to forget the stench emerging from human concupiscence, selfishness, and 
deceit. No one loves flowers so much as those who are good and unhappy, those who are destined for a superhuman fate. For in flowers they read words of God's 
goodness, precisely because in flowers they can find the goodness they do not find elsewhere, the company which consoles without ulterior motives, the fragrance 
which recalls the breeze of the Heavens. But one could not live on flowers. Bread is needed. 


"Little things are like this for a 'true spirit.’ They are flowers. Interwoven with many thorns as well. What can you do! They arise on the paths of the earth. In the 
places where man passes by, sullying with his carnal trace, and Lucifer sows his seeds of hatred. 


"They are quite different from the flowers on 'my' paths. MY weeping and Mary's have made them arise. My Blood and that of my co-redeemers -yours, too, victim 
soul-have inundated them. They are eternal flowers. One reaches them by way of a rampart of thorns: the world. But afterwards... Oh, afterwards! What peace! I, 
who love, once in a while pick one of these flowers of mine and bring it to you beyond the rampart because I don't want to see you weeping without receiving 
comfort from Me. I, who know what the pain of being a redeemer and unloved is. 


"Be convinced, soul of mine. You are no longer a woman. You are mine... Not a servant, as you tell yourself, not a slave, as you profess to be, but a 'bride.' And 
only the Spouse can understand, love, and give you the comforts which really are sufficient for you. 


"Come on, then. Come. Where do you find a breast that it is a more secure pillow for you than mine is? Where are there encircling arms offering you safer 
asylum? Where is there a mouth speaking words and able to kiss you more sweetly than my mouth? Where is there a heart able to beat in time with yours, 
suffering if you suffer, rejoicing if you rejoice, as mine does? 


"Come, then. Here! From here there emerge the sweet torments which wound you to give you my imprint as a crucified 
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one and the sweet torrents of fire which consume you to take my you, pure, to Heaven. From here it is proper that there also emerge the sweet billows of love to 
submerge you in a sweetness nursing all the harsh wounds of men. Not mine-mine should not be nursed. It would mean destroying the most beautiful gift a soul 
can receive. 


"But tell Me: what is the pain of one of my wounds? An agony driving one mad? No. It is an agony augmenting intelligence and strength. Only human wounds 
really do harm, for their dart is sprinkled with the venom of hatred. My darts have got the honey of love on them and deify on wounding. 


"My peace be upon your pain." 


Later, at Noon, As Soon as I Finish Praying 


Jesus says: 
"What do you have to do? What I did. Remain silent and forgive. It is for this reason that I lend you my gaze. 


"No microscope or electric or radiological ray is so powerful as my eye in seeing the true appearance of creatures. Let all those who think I as Man did not know 
persons be disenchanted. There was no recess in them which was not as clear and visible for Me as the page of an open book exposed to a bright light. With this 
eye I have you observe, when I want to, so that you may know. 


"There are abysmal souls. In an abyss, can there ever be light? No. In the sea depths or earthly ones there is only darkness. Sometimes a vestige of light. But 
usually complete darkness. Blind beings still live therein. Blind precisely because sight would be of no use to them, wrapped in darkness as they are. More than 
useless, it would be a torment, for they would suffer from not seeing. They are blind by their destiny, and in their destiny there is still love. 


"Among men there are (spiritually) blind people, but not by their destiny, and much less by a loving will. By their bad will, however. 


"The Light shines for all men. The Voice calls all men. The Truth is ready to instruct all men. The Way is open to all men. 
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Life wants to give itself to all men. Most men close their eyes so as not to see the Light, and their ears, so as not to hear the Voice; they drift away from the Truth 
which teaches; they take ways which are opposed to the Way; they condemn themselves to an ephemeral existence by rejecting Life. There are abysses of gloom. 


"For them it is necessary to say my words: 'Father, forgive them, for they know not what they do. It is their only attenuating circumstance. They do not know. If 
they knew exactly what they are doing and wanted to continue to do so, hell would not suffice to punish them. 


"But they are abysses. They shall answer for having wanted to remain abysses in spite of the fact that my co-redeemers and I have made ourselves a net 
descending right down into the abyss, accepting the bitterness of darkness-we, sons and daughters of the Light-to take them a vestige of Light, bring them to desire 
it, and carry them to it. 


"To pull them out of darkness. This is the work of the redeemers. Even when we seem to be in darkness, we, who are not darkness-for to have the heroism to 
become redeemers one must be totally inflamed, entirely one with the Light-always have so much light in ourselves that we seem to be splendor, compared to the 
real darkness of the blind spirits. They ought to love us for the light we bring them. On the contrary, they hate us precisely for this reason. Oh, but it doesn't matter! 
We go back up from their abyss to our abyss. For we, too, are in an abyss. In God: the abyss of Perfection. We go back up. And we forgive. And not only this. We 
pray that they will be forgiven and will have a desire for Light. Desire is the first step on the ascent towards the Light. 


"Oh, be generous! We are so rich, and they are so miserable! We are one with the Father and possess his spiritual abundance, eternal abundance. They... even if 
they had all the treasures in the world, are indigent because they have only smoke and dust which the wind disperses. They do not have our Father. 
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"Be generous. The generosity of suffering and of renunciation itself are trifles compared to this perfection of generosity, which is to strip oneself of every human 
ferment to observe, take pity on, forgive, and love one's brothers and sisters who-believe this-even if out of pride they put forth a face of security, do not feel 
happy and secure. 


"Here. On this heart, which loves you, a tear, a kiss, and an act of forgiveness for your poor brothers and sisters. Everything hurts less now? Isn't that so? 


"My words are quite different from the ones the Enemy wanted to suggest to you yesterday. Isn't it true? And the sweetness, the current repose, is also quite 
different from what you experienced yesterday as he prowled around you. You perceived the acridity of his breath; you were burned by his hatred; you suffered 
because you are not a friend to him and he causes you repugnance. But now, are you feeling? This what emanates from Me, your God. Peace. Sweetness. 
Goodness. 


"Be secure. You have merited this twofold effusion of love because yesterday you loved Truth above all human calculation. 


"Go in peace, O my blessed one. The love of God is always with you." 


July 6 


For those judging in human terms I ought to be in a state of misfortune. Since yesterday I have instead been in a state of great grace. 


After having undergone the hellish battle on the afternoon of the 4th, which I wanted to write down, for it struck me as proper that it should be written, I wept 
greatly. I was really exhausted, crushed. During the night anxiety brought me out of sopor at 3 a.m. It had been a long time since that had happened to me. I went 
on crying desolately. I think my heart was dislocated even more. 


I then prayed. Afterwards I made my usual offerings. And 
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when I came to the one for Nennolina, I said to her, "Nennolina, give it yourself to Jesus and tell Him to have me go back to my house. If you say so, He will listen 
to you... and you can understand-you that were so sick-what the suffering of an infirm woman means." 


And Nennolina appeared to me. Dressed in white, almost as tall as Marta, with her thoughtful, shining eyes, smiling and luminous, with a sash of light at her side, 
in the place where the big wound was. 


"Is it you?" I asked. 

She replied to me with the smile of a happy girl. 
"Are you very happy?! " 

Another smile of assent. 

"And your leg?" 


Nennolina spoke: "It's no longer of use. Here, where I am, nothing is of use any longer. Love is enough." And with the act proper to a girl, she pirouetted half-way 
around, laughing with all her little teeth. 


"Do you love me, Nennolina?" 

A smile of assent. 

"Remember to tell Jesus that poor Maria has only Him and hopes in Him alone." 
A smile and a farewell, and the figure dissolved into light. 


Then Jesus came with those two dictations, and this morning, after a night of peaceful sopor, consoled by divine caresses, there was the sublime dictation. And 
even in human terms I am content... because I am still a woman and received a "flower" today, as Jesus says. "A small thing for a... big spirit," as Jesus says. 


Big? Mine, big? No!!! But a spirit tending to grow so as to please God. Him alone. 


Well then, I received a small thing, a flower of human love, and it did my poor flayed humanity such good. Entirely flayed and stricken on the lacerations from 
bandages like nettles... In me spirit and humanity are thus joyful. 
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Oh, blessed Lord, who have had mercy on your poor Maria... But my Master has me understand that this mercy has been shown because the day before yesterday I 
was able to be faithful to Him and not resort to deceit by serving Satan. 


These pages will be read by Paola, Peppino, Marta, and Father Migliorini, if I still see him. And that's all. The Master wants this. 


July 7 


Jesus says: 
"Yes, I granted you a flower, for you are still a woman. And what you are suffering in your sensibility as a woman, which is not understood, causes Me pity. 


"But I want you to belong to Me alone. You are not yet so generous that you are able to break all earthly ties and make your heart deaf to earthly voices in order to 
bind yourself to Me alone and hear Me alone. And then I break. I have you see the wretchedness of human affections and have you compare it to mine. They are 
tinfoil compared to a sheet of pure gold, or, rather, a block of pure gold. They are splinters of glass compared to the purest diamond. And do you want to dally to 
gaze at them again and look back at them with regret? O child! But proceed, free and joyful, with the freedom and joy of the blessed! 


"There is a sentence on which those of you chosen by Me meditate too little. It is by the Apostle Paul. He says, 'When it pleased the One who had set me apart 
from my mother's womb and called me by his grace to reveal his Son in me..., at once, without paying heed to flesh and blood... Afterwards Paul went back among 
the Gentiles. But, out of obedience to God, he had by then ended the 'being set apart' initiated by God by setting aside flesh and blood to give himself entirely to 
true Love. 
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"You are all people 'set apart,' you that I have chosen for a special mission. I spoke to you about this a few days ago (June 27). 'Depart from your land and your 
kin." 


"Between the soul that is called and the world a barely perceptible wall rises up, more durable than that of a fortress. You become foreigners to others, while 
remaining their brothers and sisters, for you, with the tears of your evangelical solitude, work for their good. You do not repudiate them -not you. On the contrary, 
you love them with perfect love since flesh and blood and profit and affection hold no weight in your love, but only the charity which comes from God and which 
turns friends and enemies, relatives and strangers, and the good and the wicked into brothers and sisters, for you do not look at their faces and their hearts, but at 
the Holy Face of God, the Father of all those created, and my heart, loving all men. 


"Go further. Go further. The final stretch of the way is the steepest. One must be free of every weight to ascend it. But with every step the horizon expands and the 
sun gets closer. 


"Come. Come. Look at Me alone. Look at this Dwelling, this Country. Not the little, changeable countries of the earth. This eternal one is your House. This eternal 


one is your Country. This eternal one is your Love. I, I, I: Love." 


July 8 
Mary says: 
"Do not be afraid. God provides divine aid. 


"Among the many who had loved me, only one was with me at my death. But that pause between earthly and heavenly life which was my Dormition was not 
solitary. The angels watched over my sleep as so many mothers watch over a cradle. And when I was born to Heaven, like mothers they took me to carry my 
weakness up to the breeze which abolished humanity in its 
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laws of weight and made me similar in my body to my beloved Son in glory. 


"You have rightly called them. They are the 'friends' of faithful souls. And, created with an angelic nature, they are able to understand what their earthly friends 
intuit with difficulty, and not always. 


"The priestly angel who was your comfort has been taken away from you. The friend who understood you has been taken away. Your parents and people from 
whom you received solace, though imperfect, have been taken away from you. But you still have some people left. And We remain for you. Be sure of this. Only a 
sin by you could empty the place in which you live of these beings, who experience no inconstancy in love and who all of Us are in Heaven. 


"Do not weep, my daughter. Consider that every passing hour brings you closer to joy. 


"Now sleep. Your spirit is in a darkness inhabited by golden visions sent to you by eternal Goodness and words of Truth sent to you by the divine fount itself, just 
as mine was in its final sleep on earth. In my final sleep. This stay of yours in darkness and human silence is longer. But it will cease in the light and the songs of 
Heaven. 


"Do not weep, for We are with you." 


July 8-9 


Last night I wanted to observe the Hour of Mary's Desolation, as I do every week. On Friday night I had been unable to observe it because of the very serious and 
sudden heart crisis, which had terrified me. Last night I set about it with fervor. But the dictations have been put in a safe place, and I thus had to act on my own. 


I was successful in the First Part: Mary in the Tomb. But later, what exertion! What I wanted to meditate on contrasted with 
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the luminosity and festiveness of the morning vision. But beyond the three dismal crosses which my spirit contemplated with Her on the summit of Calvary in the 
evening twilight, I saw the Mother, asleep and blissful, rising into Heaven, with the fragrant lightness of a large bouquet of white roses borne by the angels to God. 
And tears and blood were canceled out by smiles and the whiteness of petals... 


Just like that! It looked to me like a heap of petals stripped from roses, a cloud of rose petals ascending to Heaven. 
And I was not able to continue the meditation. The Mother, who sees I am too sorrowful, did not want more tears from me. She is good...! I dozed off the in the 


contrast between my wanting to meditate on her sorrow and her wanting to have me contemplate her joy. 


July 11 


Yesterday was a day of great celebration. Father Migliorini came. Jesus clearly saw that I could no longer go forward without a Cyrenean! Blessed be Jesus for 
this! 


Confession and communion this morning properly carried out. I regard them as a Viaticum in the event that I should die before seeing Father again. Communion 
becomes solemn for me because of the visible presence of Jesus, dressed in white alongside Father, and in the thanksgiving Mary also appears to me, dressed in 
white, I regard them as a Viaticum in the event that I should die before seeing Father again. Communion becomes solemn for me because of the visible presence 
of Jesus, dressed in white alongside Father, and in the thanksgiving Mary also appears to me, dressed in white, observing my thanksgiving with a smile and her 
hands joined together. All of this is quite different from the taste of ashes and the tinge of ashes on other occasions! 


You see, Jesus, my Lord! Your poor Maria needs precisely this. 
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The pains are very intense and general today, when I am re-experiencing the fatigue of having been moved yesterday to make the bed again and the emotional 
fatigue of a lot of talking I did later. The bad weather is making my vertebras ache more than ever, and the gray sky is melancholy. The exile is continuing, as 
before. Danger is always in the offing. Homesickness is still intense. But You see. Today I am strong and, if not happy, at least serene. In peace. 


Jesus, hurry, then, to return me to my healthy atmosphere, even more vital for my soul than for my body. 


July 12 


My reawakening (from sopor) was characterized this morning at 7 by a great sweetness. 


I had been sunk for eight and a half hours in that state, and on regaining awareness and understanding I at once said to myself, "Ah! This morning there is no sun. 
There is no Communion with Father Migliorini. There is nothing..." And I felt tears over my wretchedness swelling up. 


I set about praying very softly, while Marta went on sleeping. I had begun only shortly before and was lying on my left side when, behind my back, I heard the 
barely perceptible sound of the familiar step of the Mother and then her small hands on my brow and head. She was caressing me. I shifted to lie face upwards so 
as not to turn my back to Her and was recollected and blissful under her light, soft caresses. 


I dared even more. Since the motherly hand was moving downwards from my brow to caress my cheeks, turning my head a little, I kissed her palm, so smooth that 
it seemed like silk, as warm as the hollow of a nest and scented with an indefinable smell between violet and bitter almond, the smell of certain fully blooming 
flowers with fragrances containing a thousand nuances which become a single scent. 


The Mother let me do so, and, just as in a nest, I settled my face in the hollow of the small hand, and, not yet content, I dared to grasp it with my right hand and 
kiss the back of her 
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hand and her thin fingers and continue to move it over my face to feel her caress. The Mother smiled and let me do so. What sweetness! 


And then She urged me to finish my prayers and remained there, nearby, still caressing me. And then She departed, leaving me as a reminder her fresh, gentle 
fragrance, which cannot be classified with certainty among earthly scents. 


My sadness thus turned into peace. 
She did not speak, though. For the time being, no one is speaking. 


Observe, Father, that, since I was praying to St. Therese of the Child Jesus, when I heard the rustling and the first caress of the tapering hand, I thought it was Her 
assuring me that She heard my prayers. Out of the corner of my eye I also saw the edge of a piece of cloth which seemed dark brown over her white, thin wrist, 
and that made me think even more of St. Therese. But afterwards I had no more doubts. It was our Mother. Dressed darkly, however, as She is in household life. 
The Mother Herself, coming to say good morning to her sick daughter. 


Later, as I think of the joy in the morning, Mary says: 


"It was really me, in my robe as the Queen of Carmel. You pray to me under this title and pray to my daughter Therese of the Child Jesus, and, since you pray, 
offer, and suffer for the priesthood and for sinners, with your intentions you fall within the Carmelite intentions, even though you do not belong to this Order. And 
I wanted to take my kiss of peace to my little Mary and tell her that she is under the protection of my caresses-for you are loved by the saints of Carmel-and tell her 
not to be afraid. Always love me under all of my titles. All of them are equally dear to me because they all come from love. And I shall love you in every need of 
yours. Do you know what the Mother's love is? It is often a miracle of grace. It is always comfort and blessing. Have faith." 
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July 13 
Psalm 33:22 


Jesus says: 


"Not only the death of the sinner is horrible. But also his life. One should not be deceived by their outward appearance. It is a veneer, a curtain placed there to 
cover the truth. In truth I tell you that one hour, just one hour of the peace of the just-not to mention an hour of the jubilation of the beloved ones resting on my 
breast-is incalculably richer in happiness than the longest life of sin. 


"Is the appearance different? Yes, it is different. But as to the eyes of the world the wealth of joy of a saint of mine does not appear, so, too, the abyss of 
restlessness and discontent which is in the heart of the unjust does not appear to the eyes of the world; an abyss which, like the crater of an erupting volcano, 
continually spews forth acrid, corrosive, poisonous vapors which intoxicate these wretched ones more and more. Yes, to seek to smother restlessness, those not 
acting with goodness try to obtain for themselves the satisfactions which can appeal to their depraved hearts. Evil satisfactions, then, for from their ferment only 
poison can come. 


"This is the key which explains certain very obscure lives wherein obscurity grows from day to day, as if falling by leaps and bounds into the deepest abysses. It is 
the very weight of their actions as outlaws-I am speaking of my Law, on which, moreover, all human laws rest which aim to keep men within the rules of 
morality-which drags them lower and lower. 


"The ones who see-because they are already raised up into God they can see what is invisible to the eyes of the living-are horrified on contemplating the perfection 
in evil of obstinate, impenitent sinners. Their death, as the psalm says, is a horror. A horror which hurls them into the other Life so that they will sink into a greater 
Horror. 


"There are giants in sin because their social position also makes them giants in society already. But there are also great sinners who are mixed up with the crowd 
and do not stand out externally for special actions, but who are corrupted within by 
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the sins which cry out against God and against one's neighbor. 


"How many! The good, when, by a special grace, they are able to know spiritually are horrified, as with putrefaction. And they really are putrefaction altering 
color and features and polluting with its stench, in which the smell of Satan and Hell is perceptibly present. 


"But remember-O all of you that are good-your Master. Do they cause you repugnance? You? And what must they have caused Me, pure and holy? Disgust. And 
yet I loved them to the point of dying to try to save them. 


"Love them, then, with the greatest love: that which overcomes everything to save. Do you fail to save? It doesn't matter Love that soul all the same just because it 
is the work of God. Is it now soiled by Satan's excrement? Cleanse it with the constant dew of supernatural love. True love. Because it is stripped of all human 
attraction-indeed, heroic, for it withstands in spite of the fact that your humanity and even your soul feel sickened by this fetid den of vermin. 


"If you save it, you will receive great joy. If you do not save it, the merit will be yours all the same, and you will have it, for you will have loved according to my 


command." 


The Same Day. Thursday Evening at 9 p.m. 


St. Therese of the Child Jesus says: 


"Yes, it is really I who come to spend this hour of agony with you and to spend it by recalling Jesus, whose face is altered with the sweat of blood and begins to 
take on the painful expression which is what makes us, his little victims and brides, rave with compassionate love. 


"It is I. I, too, come to caress you. It is my hour. For when the 'great silences' are about to begin, which are the touches of perfection of the Divine Artificer of our 
souls, it is necessary to have a friend nearby who is familiar with them. 


"Do not be afraid. Our Jesus also died of thirst... Oh, divine 
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thirst! And yet, though nearly unable to speak any more because of his dried out jaws, He uttered the saving words. And He uttered the saving prayer: 'Father, 
forgive them’; 'Today you shall be with Me'; 'Into your hands I entrust my spirit.' Almost mute with thirst and the agony, almost blind with the scab of blood on his 
eyelids and approaching death, He was able to say the saving prayers and go on seeing and adoring the Father's Will. 


"It is not necessary to do much when we are close to immolation, little sister. 7t suffices to be able to remain faithful. And to see God beyond the scab of pain 
ulcerating our hearts and say to God that we still love Him, always... 


"Do not be afraid. God is content with you. He sends me to tell you so. Do you think you are not a 'child in spiritual childhood"? You are. Because you do 
everything with simplicity. Even your imperfections. And you do not try to conceal them with the craftiness of an adult in a false robe of justice. You are 'small' in 
the way I taught, for Jesus likes the 'small' and said that the Kingdom of Heaven belongs to them. And you are a 'victim.' An adult, then. For the spirit voluntarily 
choosing to be immolated, even if that of a small child, is an adult spirit. 


"Yesterday you wondered what the 'twofold love' is which I requested for myself. For you it is this, little sister: to be a child and love Jesus with the simplicity of a 
child and to be a victim and love Him with the heroism of a martyr. With Him in the poor cradle of straw, with Him on the rough cross. Always with Him. So as 
never to leave Him alone. To make Him smile. To drink his tears and die with Him. 


"How He loves you! He has given you his two holiest beds: the cradle over which the Mother watches and the cross over which all of Heaven bends. They are the 
places where his love calls you to a divine appointment of love. From them you will take flight for Heaven. 


"Rest now, little sister. I remain here to pray with you. But 
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believe that it suffices to love, to love very much, and say only: ‘Jesus, I love you!' and say it with true love to be not only justified, but loved by God with a 
preferential love. 


"Happy are those who with every heartbeat are able to say, 'I love You.’ They will expire with this profession of love in their minds, in their hearts, and on their 
lips. And it will open Paradise for them. For God loves whoever loves Him and gives Himself to whoever loves Him." 


I was uncertain, feeling these new caresses by a delicate hand which was, however, longer than Mary's. I don't even know if it was longer, but surely different in 
shape and weight and the manner of caressing. I saw only the hand, the back of which was nearly covered by a long brown sleeve. A beautiful tapering hand, but it 
really seemed to be longer than that of the Mother. I felt it grazing my head from time to time. I was happy. My physical suffering, which is very intense, was 
consoled by that touch. But I did not dare say to myself, "It's St. Therese." I was also mistaken yesterday morning. But when it was not only a caress, but also the 
sight of the hand, I had no more doubts. 


I saw nothing else, however. The hands and the voice, very beautiful and sweet, and a great peace, security, and a warm sense of friendship-I cannot explain very 
clearly. Her words, moreover, made me even happier. 


I have been very ill since yesterday afternoon on account of my heart. Whereas yesterday morning, after the Mother came, I was so relieved, physically as well, 


that I even sang a love song to Jesus which I composed, both music and lyrics. But it does not matter. I am very happy to have received a visit from my beloved 
little saint-so happy that the physical pain seems like nothing to me... 


July 14 
Jesus says: 


"Listen to Me carefully, daughter, for the lesson today is very difficult 
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"Man, every man, possesses in himself the image which God has conceived of for Man. But not all men possess the likeness to God in themselves. 


"It is stated, 'God made man in his image and likeness.' How can it be, then, that some have only the image? And how can they have the image of God if God is 
incorporeal, purest Spirit, infinite, sempiternal Light, operative Thought, and creative Power, but not a body? 


"This ignorance still exists among you believers! An ignorance which is both understandable and not understandable. 


"Understandable ignorance is that which derives from really elementary instruction, religious instruction stopping at the ABC's of Religion, caused by distance 
from religious facilities or-something quite blameworthy on the part of the blameworthy-by the neglect of ministers who do not consume themselves in making 
God known to their lambs, idol pastors whom I observe with a severe expression. 


"This ignorance does not take Heaven away from those undergoing it. For I am just and do not accuse a spirit if I know that its ignorance is not voluntary. But, 
rather, I observe it in terms of faith, and if I see that it is upright, with that thread of the knowledge of God it has been given, as if it had known a lot, I reward it as I 
reward a holy doctor. It is not to blame if it knows little. It has merit if it is able to turn a little into strength with these few, coherent ideas: 'God exists. I am his son. 
Obedience to his Law makes me such. And by obeying I shall come to possess God eternally through the merits of the Savior, who has restored Grace to me.' The 
Spirit of God substitutes with lucid ideas in illuminating the believer neglected by his pastor or living in areas rarely visited by a pastor. 


"But there is also ignorance that is not understandable. That of those who, though able to, do not want to receive instruction or, after being instructed, neglect it 
and become ignorant again because this is what they want for their own convenience. It is necessary for those wanting to live as beasts to forget the Truth. 


"I curse this ignorance. It is one of the sins drawing down my 
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disdain without forgiveness. Why? Because it is repudiation of God, Father, Son, and Holy Spirit. 


"A son who does not want to know anything about his father or who, in knowing, wants (and comes) to forget him-what sort of son is he? I do not say he is a rebel 
against supernatural voices, but also against the voices of blood. Inferior, then, to the beasts, that, as long as they are subject by age to their father, recognize and 
follow him. I shall then leave you to consider what kind of rebellion revolt against a God who is a Father in terms of flesh and blood and also of soul and spirit is. 


"The repudiate the Son because, with no thought for the sacrifice of God the Son, who has become incarnate to bring the Truth to man, in addition to Redemption, 
they cancel out every voice of this Truth in themselves to live in their deceit. 


"They repudiate the Holy Spirit because Truth is always joined to Knowledge, and it is Knowledge that with its light brings you to comprehend the most sublime 
truths. I said, 'I am leaving and still have many things to say to you, but for the time being you are not capable of comprehending them. But when the Spirit of 
Truth comes, He will instruct you on all truth and complete my work as the Teacher by making you able to understand." 


"O eternal Divine Spirit, who love us so much that for the glory of the Father You descended to the purest marriage to beget the Redeemer and who, though equal 
to Me, became my generator. You that proceed from Me and from the Father! O eternal Divine Spirit, who for the glory of the Son poured forth your Fire and 
continually pour it forth so that the Word will be understood and creatures will change from men into gods by living according to Grace and the Word! The 
mystery of our Love! An inconceivable poem which only in Paradise will be fully known by the elect! 


"I said, 'Blasphemy against Me will still be forgiven. But whoever blasphemes against the Holy Spirit will not be forgiven.' What blasphemy is used towards Him? 
A lack of love 
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which is expressed by refusing to receive the Truth illuminated by Him. 
"And let us return to the beginning of the dictation. 


"Widespread ignorance among believers generates erroneous ideas about the image of God. It is not a physical image. God as Spirit has no face, height, or 
structure. But man has the image which God the Creator has conceived of for man. 


"Of course the Powerful and Infinite One had no need to obtain man from the evolution of quadrumans over centuries. The quadruman was such from the moment 
he was created and made his first jests in the trees of the earthly paradise. Man was such from the moment God created him from the mud and -something which 
was not done with any other creature-breathed the spirit into his face. 


"The likeness to God is in this eternal, incorporeal, supernatural spirit which you have in yourselves. It is in this spirit, an atom of the Infinite Spirit, which, 
enclosed in a narrow, precarious jail, waits and longs to be reunited with its Source and with It share freedom, joy, peace, light, love, and eternity. 


"The image persists even where there is no longer a likeness. For man remains physically such in the eyes of men even if in the eyes of God and the supernatural 
inhabitants of the Heavens and of a few elect on the earth he appears with his new countenance of a demon. With his true appearance, from the moment mortal sin 
deprives him of the likeness to God, and the spirit in him no longer has life. 


"Man without Grace, which sin takes away, is nothing more than the tomb where the dead spirit putrefies. This is why, at the resurrection of the flesh, human 
beings, though all of them will have a common physical image, will be very dissimilar in appearance. The blessed, with a semi-divine appearance; the damned, 
with a demoniac appearance. The mystery of consciences will then shine forth externally. A terrible knowledge! 


"The more man lives in Grace and increases it-which is itself already infinite-with the merits of his holy life, the more he comes to resemble God. One must make 
an effort to reach the 
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perfection of the likeness. You will never reach it, for the creature cannot be like the Creator, but you approach this supernatural Beauty to the extent that it is 
granted to you. 


"I said, 'Be perfect as my Fatheris. I have set no limit on your perfection. The more you strive to reach this perfection, the more the diaphragms of what is human 
will fall, like a wall attacked by victorious forces, and the distances will diminish, and vision will grow, and the capacity to grasp, comprehend, see, and know God 
will increase. 


"But it is necessary to tend towards it with all your strength, with all your generosity. Without 'looking back,' to observe what is left behind. Without ever stopping. 
Without tiring. The reward justifies heroism, for the reward is to plunge into the enjoyment of Love, to possess God, then, as you will in Heaven. 


"O beatific union and wonderful possession! It is yours, faithful children. Come and satiate yourselves! " 


I had planned this morning on writing the continuation of my joy last night. But as soon as the day began, Jesus dictated, and I am thus doing so only now. 


After having observed the hour of agony with Jesus in the Garden, I lay back in stillness, thinking of the lovely hands of my little saint. As regards her appearance, 
I could think only of her hands, having seen nothing but these. And, like a child, I greatly wished to see whether she is really the way she appears in the portraits 
included in her autobiography. But I did not hope to see her. However, like a picture which is gradually illuminated, she revealed herself. After her hands, her 
arms, slightly extended towards me as if in a gesture of embracing, and then her body, and finally her face. 


Yes, the portraits, particularly the first ones-for now, with touches and retouches, they have almost deformed her-resemble her. But I find that they give her an oval 
rounder than it is. I find a strong resemblance to the thin oval in her final moments. 
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Perhaps because the spiritualized face I saw seemed to be consuming itself in the luminous flame it was emitting. 


She was smiling with her mouth and eyes. Very beautiful and young, with two dimples at the corners of her mouth and two very lovely, almost periwinkle gray 
eyes. She did not seem very tall to me. More or less like Paola, but she looked taller because of the long habit and her dignified-I would say royal-bearing. She was 
not wearing a mantle or a crucifix covered with roses. She looked as she must have during her monastic occupations, with just a simple dark brown habit and a 
white whimple under her black veil. Her hands really are longer than Mary's, but very lovely. She let herself be observed with a soft smile and prayed to with a 
smile of promise. She then departed, and I was left with only the memory and a tenuous scent in the air. 


I think very few saints have appeared to me for myself. St. John, often. St. Joseph, once in January (the vision of Paradise) and several times in the horrendous 
days from April 10th to the 24th. Then St. Francis, once, here, at the beginning of May, I think. And now, St. Therese of the Child Jesus. I have seen the others in 
visions, and for everyone. Ah, no! St. Agnes, too, when she dictated her words to me. And that's all. Some will think that I see many. But I don't think so. In over a 
year of... special mission, shall we say, for myself I have seen only five-six, if I add Nennolina. And the ones I always pray to, St. Francis and Therese, after over a 
year of dictations, and neither of them as they are generally portrayed. 


Iam very happy, you know? Last night, while I observed her, I said, "One petal, just one petal of your roses to tell me that I have been granted a grace." And I 
would not have been at all astonished if I had really found one. Instead, I perceived only a slight rose scent after she departed, in the place where the saint had 
been. 


She and St. Francis were my masters when I began to seek 
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Jesus. For years I had no other guides. And now, when I think the end is near-or, rather, the beginning-I am very happy to feel them close to me. They will help me 
to understand Jesus. Serenity is still in me, in spite of the fact that I am greatly suffering physically. 


Isn't it beautiful that, in preparation for the feast of Carmel, I should have received a visit from Mary, the Queen of Carmel, and from the little saint of Carmel? 
I consider that on July 16, 1897 Communion was brought to the seraphic Therese as Viaticum and that she was bid farewell to by the song I often sing. 


You that clearly understand my nothingness, O God, 
That do not fear to bend down to me... 

Sacrament I adore! Into my heart 

Descend, into my heart, which longs for You. 

I want your goodness, sweet Lord, 

After this to make me die of love. 

Listen to the voice of my deep desire. 

Descend into my heart... 


I was then a few months old-four. Perhaps I may now have four to live, to wait for Life. But don't I have the same sentiments as Therese, though more imperfect? 
The same thirst for the Eucharist, the same desire to die of love, the same single hope: Jesus? 


Not out of a desire for human praise, but out of love for God, I would like to resemble the little saint. I do what I can. Oh, no! I do not repent of having given 
myself to Love; I do not repent, either. I only regret having given myself to it too late and very poorly, and I am sorry only because Love is consuming me so 
slowly. 


I have no voice to make myself heard by the world. But if I did, I would like to say to everyone: "Don't be afraid to give yourselves to Jesus, to gentle, merciful 
Love. He pays back our donation with such sweetness that there is no word capable of explaining it. Every comparison is a reflection of the quivering light of an 
oil lamp alongside the great sun. And for the little souls that have sinned and now return to God or the little souls 
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that are unable to do great things, there is only this way to follow to reach those who did not err and were able to reach the summits of penitential heroism: to give 
oneself to Love and let Him act... Let Him do what He wants with us and in us. He will always enlighten us much more than we would on our own, even by many 
years of austere, generous life." 


Love! What a Master! What an initiator! What a purifier! I have only this coin: my love given to Love. And with this one, riot by my merit, but by the mercy of my 
Love, I am certain I will conquer Heaven. 


As I am certain that the extraordinary things which happen to me are surely not coins for conquests by me, but rather... reverse coins, for they may lead me to 
pride. And I must receive them with humility, with real recognition that they are not for me, but for all. I am just the channel by which they descend, and I am 
obliged to sanctify myself increasingly to be worthy to receive them without profaning them with impure contact. A gift then, not devoid of danger. 


Whereas, when I love with all my strength and out of love for Love sacrifice myself, oh, then I am sure I am not mistaken! Indeed, precisely this love will be my 
absolution for the imperfections I may have in every field. And may it grow and grow and grow to become my eternal salvation. 


Lord, I do not ask You for the glory of the visions, but for the grace to love You more and more. 


July 16 


Jesus says: 


"You yourself give me the subject for this lesson. You said, 'I feel pity for and show patience to animals and children because they are not endowed with or do not 
yet possess reason. But with an adult who talks nonsense, out of either malice or stubbornness, I then do not reason, either, because I don't pity him.' 


"What a clever person! But if your Lord, who has endowed you with reason, had acted like this with you, how often in your life would He have had to punish you? 
And if-since I have given 
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reason to all men-I were to strike and not take pity when men go against reason, what would I have to do? What man would escape punishment? Neither do I say, 
"When men go against my Law.'I say, ‘Against reason,' as you do. 


"By this you and everyone else demonstrate how much better God is than the best of men. A limitless perfection of goodness. And regarding which you, abusing 
precisely this limitlessness, take the liberty of any fault. 


"But you ought not to. If I am good, it is not just, either, for you to abuse this. I would like to say, 'Treat Me as God." I limit Myself to saying, 'Treat Me as your 
Father, Brother, and Friend, and act with Me as good children, good brothers and sisters, and good friends act among men.' 


"But, unfortunately, you are unable to do even this. And do you then complain if you do not have good on earth?" 


July 20 
Job 34:29 


Jesus says: 
"The following had already been expressed since ancient times: 'If God grants peace, who can condemn?' (verse 29) 


"And yet the doctors who always accused Me and who knew the words of the Book to perfection judged differently. Why? Because they knew to the letter, but did 
not understand the spirit of the letter. Similar in all respects to the current doctors, who judge and condemn my beloved ones with ridiculous, cruel pretexts and Me 
along with them. 


"They also applied condemnation to Zacchaeus. God had granted peace to his repentant servant, who was going back to the house of the Father, rather than the 
Master They condemned Him and his servant because, according to them, Zacchaeus' manner of repentance was not sufficient. It's only natural! He 
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lacked the hypocritical manners, entirely external, that they, the scribes and Pharisees, loved, manners used to deceive the world about an alleged sanctity which 
was just a sham, for their interior was and remained infected with their vices. It was true repentance, of his heart. 


"I said, 'It is from the heart that the things which contaminate man emerge.' But the things which sanctify him also emerge from it. From this tabernacle, which 
contains your spirit, as in a golden ciborium, in which by a spiritual transubstantiation God becomes incarnate and resides, there emerge good thoughts, upright 
intentions, the firm will to be holy, the acts of heroism which give you Heaven, the sincere acts of repentance which wipe out even the vestige of your sins from 
the mind of God and take you to Him, and Him to you, for his kiss as Father. 


"Even with my beloved ones the pharisaical world, ever-existing and at work, judges and condemns. Is that one a 'voice'? He cannot be. What did he do to deserve 
it? 


"Nothing and everything, I reply. Nothing, if we consider his indigence as compared to the power and perfection of God. Everything, if we consider his 
generosity, which is entirely donated to God, and to God alone, at work under the humility of a common life, loving to the point of consuming his physical 
strength, obedient in great things and small, even in the trifles which I request to keep him always docile to my wish and test him continually in his meekness. 
Believe that only those who love ‘with their whole selves' can give their life with a smile to the God who asks them for it, like the fruit they bring to their lips, the 
sacrifice of a parent or of another holy affection, the word I tell them not to pronounce, a house and bread, or the repose I tell them to cancel out in hours of 
profound weariness to continue to serve Me. 


"If I grant them peace, who can condemn? What is there to condemn? What God judges to be deserving of blessings and caresses now and blessedness 
afterwards? Condemn the good they do to themselves and others? Imitate them and do not condemn, and be ashamed, O useless servants, O blasphemous satans, 
of 
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no longer being able to serve the Lord, your God, of no longer being able to receive, comprehend, and say the words of the eternal Spirit, and of no longer being 
able to become bread for the souls of your fellows, but ice, venom, and a chain. 


"Condemn what? The way they speak or write? Oh, observe, O angelic spirits, O blessed possessors of Paradise, the little men with spirits whose wings are broken 
or lacking, that, no longer able to rise up in flight, judge that others cannot do so! Observe the blind moles that, unable to see the sun, deny that it exists and that 
others see it! Observe the songless crows that, unable to repeat the harmonies which others have learned from the Heavens, deny that the voice exists! 


"Wherever the wings of the little bird in love with God do not suffice angelic wings rush in and lift him up to the height I desire. I, I Myself, the Eagle of love, 
swoop down and snatch him up, as far as my Paradise and show him this Beauty, which you are almost unable to imagine any longer, since it seems like a fable to 
you, and you conceal your incapacity under an avalanche of words whose meaning is this: 'Paradise cannot be described because it is Thought.’ 


"Is it thought? It is reality. Speak, my little bird that ascended in the midst of the wings of the Eagle that loves you, and say whether Paradise is just thought or 
spiritual reality, the reality of light, song, joy, and beauty. Tell these, whose wings are dragging in the mud -because their inactivity has broken them and reduced 


them to dead members-what Paradise merits and how pain, poverty, and illness are to be greeted with a smile at the thought of this Place, where endless Joy awaits 
them. 


"The Sun-which you can barely see behind thick curtains of mist brought about by your sensuality in flesh and thought and by your forms of rationalism, which 


within you have shattered your capacity to believe with the simplicity of children and the firmness of martyrs-the Sun, which you can no longer contemplate 
because you are no longer able to lift your heads from the 
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heavy yoke of your humanity overcoming the spirit in you-while my blessed ones, stripped of every human constriction, remain with the head of their spirit ever 
uplifted to worship Me as the Sun-exists and pours out oceans of light and fire to invest these friends of mine with warmth and robe them with splendor; for them I 
have prepared an eternal throne. It exists and is already theirs, for it shines over their heads as a father's face shines over his child's cradle, and there is nothing 
sweeter than this devoted, jealous protection of love, which does not leave them for an instant. 


"You, that are no longer able to sing your harmonies to God or even tell Him you love Him, not with your mouths, but with your hearts-and this is the harmony 
God wants to hear from man-do not deny that these, who love Me, can repeat supernatural harmonies learned from Me and from my saints. Those who love Me 
have made their spiritual voice supple by trilling-never tiring on account of the passage of time or adversities in life-their hymn of love, and all things become a 
stimulus to say to Me, 'I love You.' In this way they have been able to learn to repeat the songs of the Heavens. 


"Oh, bless these, who uncover points and lights for you! They bring you back lights and words which your indigence does not know -the ones who, in a complete 
slavery of love, are nailed upon a scaffold like mine whose base is set in the mire of earth, and whose summit, in the blue of the sky, bridges by which you-that are 
able only to crawl-may rise and know how lovely the azure is and fall in love with it and get the wish to imitate them. 


"Why do you want to deny and say to God, 'It is not licit for you to do this’? The apostolicity of the Church did not end with the Apostles. It continues with the 
lesser apostles. Every saint is one. Every ‘voice' is one. And I, the Head of the apostolic Church, can choose and disseminate these little apostles of mine 
everywhere for your good. 


"Are they unpretentious as compared to you learned ones? And what were the first twelve? Fishermen, illiterate, ignorant. But I took them and not the learned 
rabbis because they, since they were aware of being nothing, were able to accept the Word, 
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whereas the rabbis, filled with pride, lacked the ability to do so. Humility is what I seek, and if, though remaining loving, pure, and generous, they became proud, I 
would abandon them without fail. 


"There are two things which 7 absolutely require in them: love and faithfulness to the Truth-and not only to Truth as God, but also to Truth as virtue-and sincere 
humility But I am even more inexorable regarding the latter. Pride, the sign of Satan, the first sign of Satan, drives Me away in disgust. 


"Consider, then, that if I give them my peace, none of you can condemn them. In my arms they love and listen to God's secrets and then offer them to you as God 
wills, to toss you a necklace of pearls of paradise which will be a guide and stairway to Heaven for you." 


"I give you my peace, my 'voice.' Rest therein like a child on his father's breast." 


July 21 


Last night-I don't know whether it was to have me observe an hour of Gethsemane, because it was Thursday evening, or through diabolical torment-I felt a storm 
brewing in my heart, which had been so peaceful since you came. And believe me, Father, I was afraid. 


I said to myself, "If the Tempter takes hold of me again, I'm in for it!" I am more afraid of homesickness, which he provokes in me with a violence that makes me 
lose control, than a heart crisis. For I know how it leaves me afterwards, morally weakened and capable of feeling life's inevitable misfortunes too acutely. It grafts 
me, if you will, into life and into the past, tearing me away from my Present, who is God, my Life. And I agonize over it, for I am like a bird accustomed to the 
azure and to space and enclosed in a cage in the dark and tormented by people unknown to it who cause it fright just at the sight of them. 


What I say may seem excessive, since I am not among strangers 
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or tormentors. But this is true for Maria as a woman, who is a woman so little at this point that she may now be said to be outside of life. My Life is elsewhere. By 
a miraculous overturning, the matters that are everything for others strike me as strange, whereas what my spirit is living seems like true life to me. A secret life, 
unknown to the world, and so intense! 


Last night, right before the storm of memories took shape in my heart, with the torments following upon it, I was reviewing in my mind the things seen in visions 
and still reliving that bliss, recalling this or that episode, whose stages I was vividly viewing again. I was seeing again in my thought, not with inner sight. I was, in 
short, remembering. And I was smiling at the little Benjamin and taking delight at Jesus' joy amidst the children, and seeing Zechariah's house in Hebron again and 
Our Lady's feminine care, and so on. And I said to myself, "How many things Jesus has had me see to make me fall in love with Him more and more! How much I 
have inside with which to live happily, like a king in the midst of his treasures! Thank you, Jesus! " 


And then the... bogey came. But it hasn't lasted long, if it doesn't return. I called all my heavenly friends: Jesus, Mary, Joseph, John, and the little Therese, and I 
said to them, "Blow away the black clouds. I have no strength... but I don't want to lose my Sun. He is in me and gives me so much peace. Help me." And I felt 
they were helping me. Smiles and caresses and peace, peace, peace. 


This morning I woke up from the sopor singing the song I had composed to say to God that I love Him and desire Him. Really singing, you know? Like a bird 
who is happy with the first sunlight. 


Sister Saviane wrote me, "May the faith which has always sustained you triumph in your soul, purified by suffering, and make the new, precious pearls on your 
immortal crown shine. May our dear Mother accompany you and prepare you for entry into the new Jerusalem when and as Jesus wills. You have offered 
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yourself to Him... At this turning point, more anguishing for you than for others, feel Heaven, with the array of your intercessors, very, very close to you on the 
painful pilgrimage.. Feel me near as well in prayer... Jesus does not abandon you.. Let Jesus be your shield, your balm, and your reward... 


As always, this holy sister, who does not know anything in human terms, writes as if she knew everything. My everything, the special life which God has me live. 
Following her advice, I called my heavenly "intercessors," for I believe this sister is enlightened. And I acted well. I will always do so when the... bogey returns. 
Since I am good for nothing and you are too far away to infuse your peace into me. You infused so much peace in the twenty-four hours you were here, ten days 
ago, that I am still strong... It's useless! God in Heaven and you on earth are necessary for poor Maria...! 


I now open the Bible. It opens for me at Psalm 118 (if I read the Roman numeral rightly). And precisely at the Kaph stanza. 
Jesus says to me: 


"Read. It seems to have been written for you. But your soul does not waste away, waiting for help from Me. Something wasting away consumes and annuls itself. 
Your soul is, however, growing and fortifying itself in the wait. The wait serves to strip you of every remainder of humanity I want to have you simple and bare 
like a flower petal. The wait serves to fortify your hope. I want you with a hope more perfect and stronger than a block of steel. 


"Even if you should be on the threshold of the abyss and see hell stretching out to clutch you, and behind you, the world howling like a pack of dogs wanting to 
tear you apart and ready to rush at you, you must not be afraid. I tell you, "You must not be afraid.' I am the Word that does not lie. Hope and believe in Me. 


"Not only your eyes, but also your lips have been consumed and wearied in asking Me with your voice and gaze, 'When will 
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You console me?' Oh, soon, my beloved! A little bit more cross, and you shall then be consoled much more than you hope, consoled so supernaturally that you 
will remain ecstatic with joyous amazement. It will not seem possible to you then that you have merited so much. It will not seem possible to you because joy 
erases the memory of previous pain and humility keeps the sentiments of a servant of mine lowered. 


"My little, beloved disciple, sweet daughter of my love, don't look if the hail of afflictions has made you like a goatskin exposed to the frosts. Every tear is a gem. 
Every act of faith, as the pain strikes, is more than a gem. You shall come to Me more adorned than a bride. 


"I have already taught you not to count the days of the past and the future. Always say the word of God: 'Now.' I am suffering now. The past no longer exists. The 
future might not exist. But God is loving me now, and I am loving God now, and God is rewarding me now for eternity. Now, always now." 


"The psalmist asks, 'When will You apply justice to those persecuting me?' He could say this. I had not yet come to bring forgiveness and love. You must not say 
it. You must not even desire it. Because I said, 'When someone strikes you, offer the other cheek. Love those who hate you so as not to be like the people in the 
world, who love only those who love them. Blessed are you if you are persecuted.' Leave the task of defense and punishment to Me. Love. It is sweeter and holier. 


"If you knew how I love you when I see that not only have you been unable to hate any more-and you hated-since I told you to love even your enemies out of love 
for Me, but you have suffered on perceiving others hating, for hatred among brothers is an offense against Me as the Father of all men! 


"Even if the iniquitous were to tell you fables, it would be futile. You are now above them and their words. Firmly in God, in the refuge of his heart, like a bird ina 
nest. You thus know, nourished as you are directly at my breast, what the true food is, and the false tastes of deceitful foods can no longer seduce you. You live by 
and in the Word of Truth, and the hatred of those 
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greedy for deceit can only astonish you, as a child is astonished by the irritability with which an adult responds to his caress. But it does not provoke hatred. 
Rather, it detaches you from men. It is this that I want. And it pushes you more and more towards Me, into Me. It is this that I want even more. 


"Those who speak the truth which God places on their lips become so hateful to the world that it seeks, not so much to make the person disappear, for the world is 
vile and is afraid of prisons, as to destroy esteem for and the memory of them among the good. But remain faithful. 


"To the commandments given to all a special one is added for my 'voices,' my beloved ones. Absolute faithfulness. A faithfulness not only in what is commanded, 
but in what is counseled or even desired by Me. Over against all human advantage, then, be faithful to Me. Joan was faithful to her 'voices' as far as the stake. And 
they were the voices of angels and saints. Your Voice is mine. Be faithful to it to the point of martyrdom, if you are asked to. Any martyrdom. And that of vile 
calumny, crafty warfare, envy, and lies is no less agonizing than a pyre. Be faithful to Me. I will help you. 


"And now, say the last distich: 'In your mercy, grant me life, and I will put the teachings of your mouth into practice." 


"Yes, Life. And I shall grant you Life. Here, as long as you serve Me; in Heaven, so that you may rest in my joy. Life, here, so that you will increasingly live out 
what I teach you. Drink, drink at the fount of my Divine Word. Jesus the Teacher is more than ever your Teacher, for there are too few who want Him as their 
Teacher, and He gives Himself measurelessly to the few who have understood that there is no knowledge or word in the world which is holier or truer than his. 


"O beloved ones, who love Me and live by my word, living coffers in which I place the gems of my thought, golden lamps shining with the light burning in 
you-come, come. I look at this little flock of loving lambs amidst the packs of ferocious wolves, lambs who bear witness to Me in the world contaminated by 
Satan, lambs whose life is a profession of faith and a proof that 
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God exists and a sparkling of joy 
"Marked with my Sign! Oh, come, blessed ones! My heart is open to you. Come and rest upon it. Come... 


"I say to you, 'Rejoice! God is with you." 


July 22 
The Feast of St. Mary Magdalene 


A beautiful, long vision which has nothing to do with the penitent saint I have always loved so much. I shall write it by adding sheets to this notebook because I 
am alone and use what is at hand. 


I see the catacombs. Though I have never been in the catacombs, I understand this is what they are. I don't know which ones. I see the dark windings of narrow 
corridors dug in the earth, low-lying and humid, all of them made with sharp bends, like a labyrinth. One walks straight ahead, and it looks as though one can 
continue, or at least turn into another corridor, but one comes up against an earthen wall, and one must turn around and go back until discovering another 
passageway going further. 


In them there are many niches ready to receive martyrs. Ready in this sense: each is slightly dug out in the wall to provide guidance for the grave diggers. That's 
the first impression. But the further in you go, the deeper and more complete the niches are, all of them set in the direction of the wall, like many berths on a ship. 
Others are, however, already filled with their holy mortal remains and enclosed and closed with a rough tombstone on which the name of each martyr or deceased 
person has been inexpertly chiseled, with the Christian signs, in addition to words of farewell or exhortation. 


But these niches that are already completed and closed are precisely in the area which I assume to be the central part of the catacomb, for here larger spaces often 
open out, like halls and rooms which are higher, adorned with drawings and better lit than the others by way of oil lamps scattered here and there out of devotion 
and for the convenience of the faithful whose own 
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lamps flicker out for one reason or another. 


There are also more people here, flowing in on all sides and greeting one another lovingly, in a soft voice, as the holy place demands. There are men, women, and 
children. Of all social conditions. Dressed like poor people and patricians. The women's heads are covered with a light cloth like muslin. It is certainly not a tulle 
veil, but is like a very thick gauze, more beautiful among the rich, more modest among the poor, dark for wives and widows and white for virgins. There are wives 
with children in their arms. Perhaps they had no one to leave them with and have brought them with them, and if the bigger ones walk alongside their mothers, the 
smallest, some of them infants, blissfully sleep under their mothers' veils, lulled by their mothers' steps and the slow, reverent songs rising up under the vaults. 
They look like little angels who have come down from Heaven and are dreaming of Paradise, at which they smile in their sleep. 


The number of people grows, and they finally gather in a vast semicircular hall; at the apex of the circle is an altar facing towards the crowd. The hall is full of 
paintings and mosaics. I do not grasp clearly. I know there are colored depictions in which the most vivid or brightest shades and golden haloes of rays shine out. 
On the altar are many lights set aflame. Around the altar is a ring of virgins dressed and veiled in white. 


An old man with a good, majestic appearance enters, blessing. I believe it is the Pontiff, for they all prostrate themselves in reverence. He is surrounded by priests 
and deacons and passes in the midst of the hedge of lowered heads with a smile of ineffable beauty on his face. The smile alone speaks of his sanctity. He goes up 
to the altar and prepares for the rite as the faithful sing. 


The celebration takes place. It is almost like ours. Much more complex than the one seen in the Tullianum., celebrated by the Apostle Paul, and the one I saw at 
Petronilla's house. 


The elderly celebrant, certainly a Bishop, if not the Pontiff, is helped and served by the deacons, whose clothing is quite different 
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from his, for, while he is wearing a robe (for the celebration) which, just by way of comparison, resembles the dressing gowns women use when combing 
themselves-rounded mantles covering them in front and in back, as well as their shoulders and their arms almost down to their wrists -the deacons wear a robe for 
celebration which is nearly the same as the current ones, extending down to their knees and with ample, short sleeves. 


The Mass includes songs-which I understand are passages from psalms or the Apocalypse-readings from epistles or other biblical texts, and the Gospel, which the 
deacons take turns commenting on for the faithful. 


When the Gospel reading is over-it is sung by a young deacon-the Pontiff gets up. I designate him in this way because I hear a mother indicating this to her child, 
who is rather restless. The passage selected was the parable of the ten virgins, wise and foolish. 


The Pontiff says, "Proper to virgins, this parable is addressed to all souls, for the merits of the Blood of the Savior and Grace restore virginity to souls and make 
them like children waiting for the Spouse. 


"Smile, O feeble elderly people; raise your heads, O patricians, who until yesterday were immersed in the slime of corrupt paganism; O mothers and wives, look 
with no more regret at your white innocence as girls. In your souls, you are not unlike these lilies the Lamb walks among, who now form a circle around his altar. 
Your souls possess the beauty of a virgin whom no kiss has touched when you are reborn and remain in Christ, our Lord. His coming makes the soul that was 
previously sullied and black with the most abject vices whiter than dawn on a snow-covered mountain. Repentance cleanses it and will purifies it, but love, the 
love of our holy Savior, a love coming from his Blood, which cries in a loving voice, gives you back perfect virginity. Not, indeed, that which you had at the dawn 
of your human life. But that belonging to the father of all, Adam, and to the mother of all, Eve, before Satan, leading them astray, passed 
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over their angelic innocence, the innocence which, as a divine gift, robed them in grace in the eyes of God and the universe. 


"O holy virginity of the Christian life! A Bath of Blood, of the Blood of a God who makes you as new and pure as the Man and the Woman emerging from the 
hands of the Most High! O second birth of your life, into Christian life, the prelude to that third birth which will give you Heaven, when you ascend there, at God's 
signal, white from faith or purple from martyrdom, as beautiful as angels and worthy to see and follow Jesus Christ, the Son of God, our Savior! 


"But today, more than to the souls restored to virginity by Grace, I turn to those enclosed in a virginal body, with a virginal will. To the wise virgins who have 
understood our Lord's loving invitation and the words of the virginal John and want to the Lamb forever in the array of those who did not experience 
contamination and will eternally fill the Heavens with the canticle which no one can say except those who are virgins out of love for God. And I speak to the 
woman strong in faith, hope, and charity who feeds tonight on the immaculate Flesh of the Word and fortifies herself with his Blood, as with a heavenly Wine, so 
as to be strong in his enterprise. 


"One of you will rise from this altar to meet a destiny whose name may be ‘death.’ And she is going with trust in God, not with the faith common to all Christians, 
but with an even more perfect faith which is not limited to believing for herself, believing in divine protection for herself. But she believes for others, too, and 
hopes to take to this altar the man who, in the eyes of the world, will be her husband tomorrow, but in the eyes of God, her beloved brother. A twofold, perfect 
virginity which feels sure of its strength to the point of not fearing any violation, not fearing the wrath of a disappointed spouse, not fearing sensual weakness, not 
harboring a fear of threats, not fearing that hopes will be frustrated, and not fearing the danger and near certainty of martyrdom. 


"Rise up and smile at your true Spouse, chaste virgin of Christ who go to meet man while looking to God, who go to take 
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man to God! God observes you and smiles, and the Mother who was a Virgin smiles at you, and the angels encircle you. Rise up and come to quench your thirst at 
the immaculate Fount before going to your cross and to your glory. 


"Come, spouse of Christ. Repeat your love song to Him under these vaults, which are dearer to you than the cradle of your birth into the world, and take it with 
you until the moment when your soul sings it in Heaven while your body rests in its final sleep in the arms of this true Mother of yours, the Apostolic Church." 


When the Pontiffs homily is over, there is a slight buzzing of voices, for the Christians are whispering and pointing to the group of virgins. But the hum is hushed 
by the others to restore silence, the catechumens are then brought forth, and the Mass continues. 


There is no Creed. At least, I do not hear it being said. Some deacons pass among the faithful collecting offerings while others sing in their manly voices, 
alternating the stanzas of a hymn with the treble voices of the virgins. Spirals of incense rise towards the vault of the hall while the Pontiff prays at the altar and the 
deacons elevate the offerings collected in precious trays resting on their palms and in amphoras which are also precious. 


The Mass then continues, just as it is now. After the dialogue preceding the Preface and the Preface sung by the faithful, a deep silence falls in which there are 
heard only the breathing and whispering of the celebrant, who prays, bending over the altar, and then straightens up and, in a clearer voice, pronounces the words 
of consecration. 


The "Our Father" intoned by all is quite beautiful. When the distribution of the Species begins, the deacons sing. The virgins are the first to receive Communion. 
They then sing the song I heard at the burial of Agnes: Vidi supra montem Sion Agnum stantem... The canticle lasts as long as the distribution of the Species, 
alternating with the psalm "As the hind longs for the waters, so my soul longs for You, my God." (I think I have translated properly.) 
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The Mass ends. The Christians crowd around the Pontiff to be blessed by him individually and to take leave of the virgins he has addressed. These farewells take 
place in a nearby room-an antechamber, I would say, of the church, properly speaking. And they take place when the virgin, after praying longer than all the 
others present, rises from her place, prostrates herself at the foot of the altar, and kisses its edge. She really looks like a hind unable to detach itself from its fount of 
living water. 


I hear them calling her: "Cecilia, Cecilia," and I finally see her face, for she is now standing beside the Pontiff, and her veil is slightly raised. She is very beautiful 
and very young. Tall, shapely in a graceful way, with very refined features, a lovely voice, and the smile and gaze of an angel. Some Christians say good -bye to 
her with tears; others, with smiles. Some ask her how she could ever decide on an earthly marriage; others, whether she does not fear the wrath of the patrician 
when he discovers she is a Christian. 


One virgin is sorry she is renouncing virginity. Cecilia responds to her so as to respond to all: "You are mistaken, Balbina. I am not renouncing virginity at all. I 
have consecrated my body to God along with my heart and I will remain faithful to Him. I love God more than my relatives. But I still love them so much that I 
don't want to lead them to death before God calls them. I love Jesus, the eternal Spouse, more than all men. But I love men so much that I am resorting to this 
means so Valerian's soul will not be lost. He loves me, and I love him chastely; I love him perfectly, to the point that I want to have him with me in the Light and 
the Truth. I do not fear his wrath. I am hoping in the Lord so as to overcome. I hope in Jesus in order to make my earthly spouse a Christian. But if I am not 
victorious in this and martyrdom is allotted to me, I shall win my crown more quickly But, no...! I see three crowns descending from Heaven: two are the same, 
and one is made of three kinds of gems. The two that are the same are entirely red with rubies. The third has two bands of rubies encircling it and a large cordon of 
purest pearls. They await us. Do not fear for me. The power of the Lord will defend me. In this church we shall soon be gathered to greet some new brothers. 
Farewell. In God..." 
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They leave the catacombs. They all wrap themselves in dark mantles and slip away along the half-dark streets, for the dawn has just barely come. 


I follow Cecilia, who proceeds with a deacon and some of the virgins. At the door of a large building they separate. Cecilia goes in with only two virgins. Perhaps 
two maids. The porter must be a Christian, though, for he greets her, saying, "Peace be with you! " 


Cecilia withdraws into her rooms and prays along with the other two. She then has them prepare her for the wedding. They comb her very carefully. They clothe 
her in a very delicate dress of the whitest wool, adorned with a Greek fret in white-over-white embroidery. It seems to have been embroidered in silver and pearls. 
They place jewels on her ears, fingers, neck, and wrists. 


The house begins to stir. Matrons and maids come in. A festive, continuous rushing to and fro. 


I then witness what I think is a pagan marriage-that is, the arrival of the bridegroom amidst music and guests and ceremonies of salutation and aspersion and such 
matters, and then the departure on a litter towards the bridegroom's house, thoroughly decorated for the feast. I notice that Cecilia passes under arches with bands 
of white wool and branches which look like myrtle and stops at the lararium, I think, where there are more ceremonies with aspersions and formulas. I see the two 
clasping hands and hear them saying the ritual phrases: "Where you are, Caius, there will I be, Caia. " 


There are so many of these people, more or less dressed the same-togas everywhere-that I don't understand who the priest for the rite is or whether there is one. I 
seem to be getting dizzy. 


Then Cecilia, whose husband is holding her hand, circles around the atrium (I don't know if this is the right term), or the hall with niches and columns, where the 
lararium is, and salutes the statues of Valerian's forebears, I think. And she later passes under the new arches of myrtle and goes into the true house. On the 
threshold they offer her gifts and, among other things, a spindle and a distaff. An elderly matron gives them to her. I don't know who she is. 
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The celebration begins with the usual Roman banquet and continues amidst songs and dances. The hall is very sumptuous, like the rest of the house. There is a 
courtyard-I think it is called an impluvium, but I don't remember the names of Roman buildings clearly or know if I apply them properly -which is a jewel of 
fountains, statues, and flowerbeds. The triclinium is between it and the dense, blossoming garden which is beyond the house. In the midst of bushes, marble 
statues, and very lovely fountains. 


A long time seems to be going by, for the evening is falling. One can see that there were no food -rationing cards for the Romans. The banquet never ends. It is true 
that there are pauses for songs and dances. But the fact is... 


Cecilia is smiling at her husband, who is speaking to her and looking at her lovingly But she seems a little absent-minded. Valerian asks her if she is tired and, 
perhaps to please her, gets up to send off the guests. 


Cecilia withdraws into her new rooms. Her Christian maids are with her. They pray, and, to have a cross, Cecilia wets her finger in a cup which must be used for 
the dressing table and marks a slight dark cross on the marble of a wall. The maids take off her sumptuous gown and slip on a simple woolen dress and untie her 
hair, removing the precious hairpins and knotting it into two braids. Without jewels or curls, like this, with her braids over her shoulders, Cecilia looks like a girl, 
but I feel she must be between eighteen and twenty 


A final prayer and a signal to the maids, who go out and return with other maids who are older, certainly from Valerian's house. In procession they go to a 
magnificent chamber, and the older women accompany Cecilia to the bed, which is almost like the Turkish -style sofas today, except for the fact that the base is 
made of inlaid ivory and ivory columns are on the four sides, holding up a purple canopy. The bed, too, is covered with sumptuous purple cloth. They leave her 
alone. 


Valerian comes in and moves towards Cecilia, extending his 
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hands. It is clear that he loves her very much. Cecilia smiles at his smile. But she does not go towards him. She remains standing in the middle of the room, for, as 
soon as the older women who had accommodated her on the bed went out, she got up again. 


Valerian is surprised. He thinks they have not attended her properly and is already angry with the maids. But Cecilia calms him down by saying that it was she 
who wanted to wait for him on her feet. 


"Come, then, my Cecilia," Valerian says, trying to embrace her. "Come, for I love you so much." 
"As I love you. But do not touch me. Do not offend me with human caresses." 
"But, Cecilia...! You are my wife." 


"I am God's, Valerian. I am a Christian. I love you, but with my soul in Heaven. You have not married a woman, but a daughter of God whom the angels serve. 
And the angel of God is with me to defend me. Do not offend the heavenly creature with acts of meager love. You would be punished for it." 


Valerian is flabbergasted. At first amazement paralyzes him, but then anger at being mocked overcomes him, and he gets agitated and roars. He is violent, 
suffering disappointment when least expected. "You have betrayed me! You have tricked me. I don't believe it. I cannot, do not want to believe that you are a 
Christian. You are too good, beautiful, and intelligent to belong to that filthy bunch. Of course not...! It's a joke. You want to play like a child. It's your celebration. 
But the joke is too atrocious. That's enough. Come to me." 


"I am a Christian. I'm not joking. I glory in being one because to be one means to be great on earth and hereafter. I love you, Valerian. I love you so much that I 
have come to you to take you to God, to have you with me in God." 


"Curses upon you! You are mad and a perjurer! Why did you betray me? Don't you fear my revenge... T' 
"No, because I know you are noble and good, and you love me. No, because I know you do not dare to condemn without proof of wrongdoing. I am not guilty..." 


"You lie in speaking of angels and gods. How can I believe 
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this? I would have to see, and if I saw... If I saw, I would respect you as an angel. But for the time being you are my wife. I see nothing. I see you alone." 


"Valerian, can you believe that I am lying? Can you, that know me, really believe this? Base people tell lies, Valerian. Believe in what I am telling you. If you 
want to see my angel, believe in me, and you will see him. Believe in the one who loves you. Look-I am alone with you. You could kill me. I am not afraid. The 
angel protects me under his wings. Oh, if you were to see him...! " 


"How could I see him?" 


"By believing in what I believe. Look-over my heart there is a little roll. Do you know what it is? It is the Word of my God. God does not lie, and God has told us 
who believe in Him not to be afraid, for asps and scorpions will be left without poison at our feet..." 


"But you also die by the thousands in the arenas... 


"No. We do not die. We live eternally. Olympus does not exist. Paradise exists. In it there are no lying gods with brutal passions. But only angels and saints in the 
light and in heavenly harmonies. I hear them... I see them... O Light! O Voice! O Paradise! Descend! Descend! Come to make this Son of yours your own, this 
husband of mine. May your crown be for him first, rather than for me. For me, the pain of being without your affection, but the joy of seeing him loved by You, in 
You, before my coming. O joyous Heaven! O eternal marriage! Valerian, we shall be joined before God, virgin spouses, happy with a perfect love..." Cecilia is 
ecstatic. 


Valerian looks at her in wonder, deeply moved. "How could I... how could I have this? I am a Roman patrician. Until yesterday I caroused and was cruel. How can 
I be like you, an angel?" 


"My Lord came to give life to the dead. The dead souls. Be reborn in Him, and you will be like me. We shall read his Word together, and your wife will be happy 
to be your teacher. And I shall then take you with me to the holy Pontiff. He will give you complete light and grace. Like a blind man whose eyes are 
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opened, you will see. Oh, come, Valerian! And hear the eternal Word singing in my heart." 


And Cecilia takes her husband-now entirely humble and calm, like a child-by the hand and sits down at his side-they have two spacious seats-and reads the first 
chapter of the Gospel according to St. John up to verse 14, and then chapter three, with the episode concerning Nicodemus. 


Cecilia's voice is like the music of a harp as she reads those pages, and Valerian listens to them, first remaining seated, with his hands under his chin, resting his 
elbows on his knees, still a bit suspicious and incredulous, and then resting his head on his wife's shoulder and listening carefully with his eyes closed, and when 
she stops, he begs, "Go on, go on." Cecilia reads passages from Matthew and Luke, all of them suited to convincing her husband more and more, and she 
concludes by returning to John, reading from the washing of the feet on. 


Valerian is now crying. The tears are falling without tremors from his closed eyelids. Cecilia sees them and smiles, but does not show she notices. After reading 
the episode of Thomas' incredulity, she becomes silent... 


And they remain like that, one absorbed in God and the other absorbed in himself, until Valerian cries out, "I believe. I believe, Cecilia. Only a true God can have 
said those words and loved in that way Take me to your Pontiff. I want to love what you love. I want what you want. Do not be afraid of me any more, Cecilia. We 
shall be as you wish: spouses in God and brother and sister here. Let's go, for I do not want to delay in seeing what you see: the angel of your purity." 


And Cecilia radiantly stands up, opens the window, and draws back the curtains so that the light of the new day will come in and makes the sign of the cross, 
saying the "Our Father" very slowly so that her husband can follow it, and then makes the sign of the cross, touching his brow and moving her hand over his heart. 
Finally, she takes his hand and takes it to his brow, his chest, and his shoulders in the sign of the cross and 
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then goes out, continuing to hold her husband's hand, guiding him towards the Light. 


I see no more. 


But Jesus says to me: 
"How much you have to learn from the episode concerning Cecilia! It is a gospel of Faith. For Cecilia's faith was even greater than that of many other virgins. 


"Consider. She goes to the wedding, trusting in Me, who said, 'If you had faith the size of a mustard seed, you could say to a mountain, "Withdraw." And it would 
move.' She goes there, sure of the triple miracle of being preserved from all violence, being an apostle to her pagan husband, and being free, for the moment, from 
all denunciation on his part. Sure in her faith, she takes a risky step, in the eyes of all; not in her own, for her eyes, fixed upon Me, see my smile. And her faith 
receives what it has hoped for. 


"How does she go to the test? Fortified with Me. She rises from an altar to go to the trial. Not from a bed. She does not speak with men. She speaks with God. She 
does not lean on anything but Me. 


"She loved Valerian in a holy way. She loved him beyond the flesh. An angelic wife, she wants to go on loving her spouse this way throughout true Life. She does 
not limit herself to making him happy here. She wants to make him happy forever. She is not selfish. She gives him what is his good: the knowledge of God. She 
faces danger to save him. Like a mother, she is not concerned about dangers provided she can give Life to another child. 


"True Religion is never sterile. It provides the ardors of spiritual paternity and maternity which fill the ages with holy warmth. How many, over these twenty 
centuries, have poured themselves out, becoming voluntary eunuchs in order to be free to love, not a few, but many-all the unfortunates! 
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See how many virgins act as mothers for orphans, how many virgins as fathers for derelicts. See how many generous ones without a frock or uniform make their 
lives a holocaust to take the greatest indigence to God-the souls that are lost and go mad in desperation and spiritual solitude. See. You do not know them. But I 
know them, one by one, and see them as the beloved of the Father. 


"Cecilia teaches you something else. To deserve to see God one must be pure. She teaches this to Valerian and to you. I said, 'Blessed are the pure, for they will 
see God.'557 


"To be pure does not mean to be virgins. There are virgins who are impure and fathers and mothers who are pure. Virginity is physical and-should be-spiritual 
inviolateness. Purity is the chastity which lasts in the circumstances of life. In all of them. Those who do not practice and second lust and the appetites of the flesh 
are pure. Those who do not take delight in thoughts and conversations or spectacles which are licentious are pure. Those who, convinced of the omnipresence of 
God, always behave, whether alone or with others, as if they were in public are pure. 


"Tell me. Would you do in the middle of a square what you take the liberty of doing in your rooms? Would you say to others whose good opinion you would like 
to preserve what you are turning over in your minds? No. For on a street you would incur in men's punishments, and, in the company of men, in their disdain. And 
why, then, do you act differently with God? Aren't you ashamed to appear before Him ag pigs, while you are ashamed to appear as such in the eyes of men? 


"Valerian saw Cecilia's angel and had his own and led Tiburtius to God. He saw the angel after Grace had made him worthy, along with his will, to see the angel of 
God. And yet Valerian was not a virgin. He was not a virgin. But what merit to be able to tear oneself away from all inveterate pagan habits out of supernatural 
love! Great merit in Cecilia, who was able to keep affection for her husband in entirely supernatural spheres, with a doubly heroic virginity; great merit in 
Valerian, in being able 
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to be reborn to the purity of childhood so as to come into my Heaven with a white stole. 


"The pure in heart! A fragrant, blossoming flowerbed the angels fly over. Those strong in faith. The Rock on which my Cross rises and shines. A Rock whose 
every stone is a heart cemented to another in the common Faith binding them together. 


"I refuse nothing to those able to believe and overcome the flesh and temptations. As with Cecilia, I grant victory to those who believe and are pure in body and 
thought. 


"The Pontiff Urban spoke about restoring virginity to souls through being reborn and remaining in Me. Be able to attain this. It is not enough to be baptized to be 
alive in Me. One must be able to remain. 


"An assiduous struggle against the devil and the flesh. But you are not alone in combating. Your angels and I Myself are with you. And the earth would head 
towards true peace if hearts were the first to make peace with themselves and with God, with themselves and their brothers and sisters, no longer being burned by 
what is evil and spurs towards ever-greater evil. Like an avalanche which begins with a trifle and becomes a huge mass. 


"I would have so much to say to husbands and wives. But what good would it do? I have already spoken. Nor did people want to understand. In the decadent 
world, not only does virginity seem like an obsession, but chastity in marriage, continence, which makes man, Man and not a beast, is no longer regarded as 
anything but weakness and impairment. 


"You are impure and drip impurity. You don't give names to your moral evils. They have three, which are always old and always new: pride, greed, and 
sensuality. But you have now reached perfection in these three beasts that tear you to pieces and that you go seeking with mad avidity. 


"For the best ones I have offered this episode; for the others, it is useless, since it only causes a tickling of laughter in their souls, filthy with corruption. But you 
that are good-remain faithful. Sing your faith in God with pure hearts. And God will 
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console you by giving Himself to you, as I have said. To the good among the best, I will give complete knowledge of the conversion of Valerian through the merit 
of a pure, faithful virgin." 


July 23 


The goodness of the Lord grants me a continuation of the vision. 


I thus see the baptism of two brothers ' undoubtedly instructed by Pope Urban and Cecilia. I understand this because Valerian, on greeting Urban, says, "Now, 
therefore, since you have given me knowledge of this glorious Faith, while my Cecilia has given me its sweetness, open to me the door of Grace. May I belong to 
Christ so as to be like the angel that He has given to me as a wife and that has opened for me the heavenly ways on which I proceed, forgetting all of the past. Do 
not delay any longer, O Pontiff. I believe. And I am burning to confess it for the glory of Jesus Christ our Lord." 


He says this in the presence of many Christians, who seem to be deeply moved and festive and who smile at the new Christian and at the happy Cecilia, who is 
holding his hand, standing between her husband and her brother-in-law and radiant with the joy of this hour. 


The church in the catacomb is entirely decorated for the ceremony. I recognize pieces of fabric and precious cups which were in Valerian's house. They have 
clearly been donated for the occasion and as a beginning of the new Christians' life of charity. 


Valerian and Tiburtius are dressed in white, without any adornment. Cecilia, too, is entirely in white and looks like a beautiful angel. 


There is no real baptismal fount. At least in this catacomb there is not. There is a large, ornate basin resting on a low tripod. Perhaps it was originally for burning 
fragrances in some patrician household or an incense-burner. It now serves as a 
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baptismal fount. The gold laminations lining the heavy silver of the basin with Greek frets and rosettes shine in the light of the numerous little lamps the Christians 
are holding. 


Cecilia leads the two near the basin and remains at their side while Pope Urban, using one of the cups brought by Valerian, draws the holy water and sprinkles it 
on their heads, bending over the basin, and pronounces the formula for the sacrament. Cecilia weeps with joy, and I could not say exactly where she is looking, for 
her gaze, though resting tenderly on her redeemed husband, seems to be seeing further and smiling at what she alone observes. 


There is no other ceremony. And this one ends with a hymn and the Pontiffs blessing. Valerian, still with drops of water in his brown, curly hair, receives the 
fraternal kiss of the Christians and their congratulations on having received the Truth. 


"I was incapable of so much-I, an unhappy pagan shrouded in error. Every merit belongs to this sweet wife of mine. Her beauty and her grace seduced me as a 
man. But her faith and purity have seduced my spirit. I did not want to be unlike her, so as to be able to love and understand her even more. She has made me, 
wrathful and sensual, what you see: meek and pure, and I hope, with her help, to grow more And more in these ways. I now see you, an angel of virginal 
whiteness, the angel of my wife, and smile at you because you smile at me. I now see you, angelic splendor...! The joy of contemplating you is quite superior to all 
the harshness of martyrdom. Cecilia, holy woman, prepare me for it. On this stole I want to write the name of the Lamb with my blood." 


The assembly dissolves, and the Christians return to their homes. 


Valerian's reveals many changes. There is still a wealth of statues and furniture, but already greatly reduced and, above all, more modest. The lararium and 
braziers for incense in front of the gods are gone. The more immodest statues have been replaced with other pieces which, since they are representations of festive 
children or animals, satisfy the eye, but do not offend a sense of decency. It is a Christian house. 


In the garden many poor people have gathered, and the neo-Christians 
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distribute food and bags with alms. There are no longer slaves in the house, but free, happy servants. 


Cecilia passes by, smiling and blissful, and I later see her sit down between her husband and brother-in-law and read them sacred passages and answer their 
questions. And then, at Valerian's request, she sings some hymns which her husband must like very much. I understand why she is the patron saint of music. Her 
voice is supple and harmonious, and her hands glide swiftly over the cithara or lyre, as the case may be, drawing out chords like pearls falling on thin crystal and 
arpeggios worthy of the throat of a lark. 


And I see no more, for the vision ceases with this harmony. 
I then find Cecilia alone and understand that she is already persecuted by Roman law. 


The house appears to be devastated, stripped of all that was wealth. But this could also be the work of the Christian spouses. The disorder, however, leads one to 
think that the persecutors have entered with violence and wrath and rummaged through and ransacked everything. 


Cecilia is in a vast, half-bare hall and is praying fervently. She is weeping, but without despair. A weeping occasioned by a Christian pain to which supernatural 
comfort is also fused. 


Some people enter. "Peace be with you, Cecilia," says a man about fifty years old, filled with dignity. 
"Peace be with you, brother. My husband... 


"His body is resting in peace, and his soul is rejoicing in God. The blood of the martyr-or, rather, of the martyrs-has risen like incense to the throne of the Lamb, 
joined to that of the converted persecutor. We were not able to bring you the relies so as not to let them fall into the hands of the profaners." 


"It is not necessary. my crown is already descending. I shall soon be where my husband is. Pray, brothers, for my soul. And go. This house is no longer safe. Act 
so as not to fall amidst the claws of the wolves so that the flock of Christ will not be without shepherds. You will know when it is the time to come, for me. Peace 
be with you, brothers." 


From this I intuit that Cecilia was already in a state of arrest. I don't know why she has been left in her house, but she is already 
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a prisoner, virtually. 


The virgin prays, enveloped in a very bright luminosity, and while some tears fall from her eyes, her lips open in a heavenly smile. It is a very beautiful contrast in 
which human pain is seen to be fused to supernatural rejoicing. 


I am spared the scene of the martyrdom. I find Cecilia again in a kind of tower-I say this because the environment is circular, like a tower. An environment that is 
not large and is rather low, or at least it seems so from the mist of vapor filling it and, particularly above, forming a cloud which keeps me from seeing clearly. She 
is alone now as well. Already exhausted, but not yet in the pose in which she has been immortalized in Maderno's statue (I think it was). 


She is on her side as if she were sleeping. Her legs are slightly bent; her arms, crossed over her chest; her eyes, closed; a slight gasping in her respiration. Her 
cyanotic lips are slightly moving. She is certainly praying. Her head rests on the mass of disheveled hair on a silk cushion. Blood is not visible. It has drained off 
through the holes in the floor, which is entirely perforated, like a sieve. Only towards her head does the white marble display reddish rings at every hole, as if these 
holes were tinged on the inside with red-lead paint. 


Cecilia does not moan or weep. She prays. I get the impression that she fell like this when she was wounded and has remained like this, perhaps because she was 
unable to raise her head, especially her neck, with her cut nerves. But life withstands. When she feels her life is about to flee, she makes a superhuman effort to 
move and get on her knees. But she manages only to make a half turn and fall in the position in which we see her, involving both her head and arms, on which she 
propped herself to no avail, and which slid on the shiny marble without supporting her bust. In the place where the head previously was there appears a red stain of 
fresh blood, and her hair on that side of the wound is like a skein of purple threads, soaked in 
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blood as they are. 


The saint dies without tremors in a -final act of faith performed with her fingers for her mouth, which can no longer speak. I do not see the expression on her face 
because it is against the ground. But she certainly died with a smile. 


Jesus says: 
"Faith is a power which carries one away, and purity is a seductive song. You have seen the miracle. 


"Marriage should be a school, not of corruption, but of elevation. Do not be inferior to the beasts, that do not corrupt the action of procreation with useless lusts. 
Marriage is a sacrament. As such, it is, and must remain, holy in order not to become sacrilegious. But even if it were not a sacrament, it is always the most solemn 
act in human life, whose fruits almost put you on a par with the Creator of lives, and as such it should at least be contained in a healthy human morality. If it is not 
like this, it becomes offensive and lustful. 


"It is rare to find two who love one another in a holy way from the outset, for society is too corrupt. But marriage is mutual elevation. It must be this. The better 
spouses should be a source of elevation and not limit themselves to being good, but work so that their husband or wife will arrive at goodness. 


"There is a sentence in the Song of Songs which explains the gentle power of virtue: 'Draw me to yourself! Behind you we shall run in the fragrance of your 
perfume." 


"The perfume of virtue. Cecilia used nothing else. She did not go to Valerian with threats and haughtiness. Like a bride to be presented to a king, she went steeped 
in her merits, as in many sweet-smelling oils. And with them she carried Valerian to goodness. 


"Draw me to Yourself,’ she said to Me throughout her life, and especially in the hour when she went to her marriage. Lost in Me, she was no longer anything but a 
part of Christ. And as in the fragment of a Host Christ is entirely present, so I was present in this virgin, working and sanctifying, as if I had presented 
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Myself again along the ways of the world. 


"Draw me to Yourself, so that Valerian will feel You through me, and we (this is the true love of a wife) shall run behind You.' She does not limit herself to saying, 
‘And I shall run behind You because I can no longer live without feeling You.' But she wants her husband to run to God together with her because he, too, has a 
holy yearning for the fragrance of Christ. 


"And she succeeds. Like a captain on a ship assailed by breakers-the world-she saves her dearest ones and is the last to leave the ship, only when the harbor of 
peace is already open for them. The task is then finished. It only remains to continue to bear witness to one's faith, beyond life. 


"There is no more need for weeping. It involved loving concern for the two going to martyrdom, who, as human beings, could be tempted to abjure. Now that they 
are saints in God, there is no more weeping. Peace, prayer, and a cry, the mute cry of faith: 'I believe in the Triune God." 


"When one lives by faith, one -dies with the splendor of faith in one's heart and on one's lips. When one lives by purity, one converts without many words. The 
fragrance of the virtues makes the world turn to notice. Not all are converted. But the best in the world are. And this is enough. 


"When men's actions become known, it will be seen that the virtues of the saints scattered over the earth have benefited sanctification more than high -sounding 
preaching. The saints: those who love God." 


July 25 


Yesterday there was no dictation. Rest for my weary shoulders, crushed by abundant writing in recent days. But not an absence of heavenly favors. 


First of all, a lot of peace, and then the visible presence of my Heavenly Friends and their caresses and-perceptible to others as well-that scent of roses, which is 
sometimes pure, as if there were tufts of just-cut roses in- the room, and sometimes seems fused to a tenuous smell of iodine and vinegar, as if the roses 
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had withered a little on their stems. The perfume comes slowly; at the outset, it is barely a nuance; it then intensifies and grows, virtually coming in waves, at times 
very forceful and at times less marked. It then disperses as it has come. 


It is generally the smell of roses. But sometimes it is complex, as if there were gardenias, jasmines, violets, lilies of the valley, normal lilies, and tuberoses. I never 
smell carnations, irises, daffodils, freesias, or other flowers. Only the ones I mentioned above. 


I think it is brought by some "Friend" or comes with the blessing of Padre Pio. But I do not know exactly. And I greet it every time with a thanksgiving, saying, 
"Whoever you are, thank you for your perceptible protection." For I feel protected when I am in the midst of those fragrances, even more than usual. As if I were 
in the arms of someone who loves me with the perfection of a saint. 


Now, before writing what I have written, I took the Bible and opened it by chance. It opened upside down. You can see it was by chance! And, after turning the 
book around correctly, I saw Exodus, chapter 30: the altar of the perfumes. 


Jesus says to me, "Leave it open there. It is the lesson for today. First write on the perfumes I send you, and then I shall speak on the ones I want you to send Me." 
I have written and wait. 


Jesus says: 


"To every soul that loves Me I say, 'Make your heart an altar on which your love is fragrant before my holiness.' But to my beloved ones I give a more specific 
command. Because I want you to be perfect. I want this out of love and out of justice. Every gift demands repayment. I have given to you beyond measure. You 
must give to Me without measure. 


"Understand the way I want you to be, under the metaphor of the biblical altar. 
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"How should your heart be an altar for perfume? Made of precious material on the inside and on the outside and in every part of it. 


"In the acacia wood there is concealed the meaning of preciousness, incorruptibility, resistance, and lightness. This wood, precious because it is not abundant and 
has special characteristics, was endowed with these qualities. Precious because it was scarce and rare in trunks that were so sturdy that they could be squared into 
blocks a meter high and half a meter wide. Incorruptible under the action of water and woodworms because of its hardness, which increased as it aged, as the color 
became more precious, very gradually changing from the shade of a bright straw yellow and getting darker and darker until looking as black as ebony. Very 
resistant, then, to the deleterious action of humidity and woodworms, it was particularly employed for those objects which, in view of the use to which they were 
put, had to be protected against wearing out quickly. First of all, the sacred objects. At the same time, it was lighter than other kinds of wood that were less 
resistant, but much heavier. Suitable, then, for use in objects that, when necessary, had to be lifted up and carried out of respect. 


"Your heart must be like this. Precious because it is formed by love and by union with God and by generosity in love. Incorruptible under the deleterious action of 
sensuality and temptation and Satanic treachery, the three woodworms of the soul, for generous love and union make the fibers of the heart incorruptible under 
disintegrating action coming from outside. How can anything else enter a heart that is full of Me? How can corruption enter into a place which is pervaded by Him 
who in all eternity has never known what corruption is? How can Death enter the place where the Living One has his dwelling? 


"Your heart must be very hard, very strong, and very resistant. A block over which the adverse forces slide in futility, like the wing of a fly. You belong to God. 
My seal is upon every fiber of yours. No other sign should be there. Become sturdier and sturdier in love and union to make your heart more and more resistant to 
all that is not your God. "At the same time, let it be very light. Not imprisoned by any 
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root of humanity, not weighed down by any materiality or by base conventions. Never degrade your spirit and your faith with pettiness. They are two heavenly 
realities and must be conserved in a supernatural atmosphere. 


"I have given you much so that you will give much to Me. I have taught you much so that you will serve Me with wisdom. Do not forget this. As I have taken you, 
that are base, to carry you much higher than you deserved to come, so you with all care must avoid descending -indeed, with your strength for flight you must seek 
increasingly to rise. Devote all your will to this. 


"With your spirit squared like a cornerstone. Let the virtues be the sides and faces of this spirit of yours, which has become an incense altar for Me. And let it rest 
on a base of sacrifice: this is the side resting on the ground. On the miserable earth, which should be saved with sacrifice. Let the four sides which rise up be made 
of temperance, fortitude, justice, and prudence, and the upper side, the one opposite the base, be made of charity. Charity comes from Heaven and tends towards 
Heaven. Charity is the stone in the altar on which the oblations in honor of God and propitiatory offerings for one's brothers and sisters are consumed. Let the two 
horns be hope and faith. 


"And as is proper for the three theological virtues and the dignity of the altar, let everything be covered with very fine gold. Every molecule of gold is provided by 
an act of love and sacrifice by you. Sacrifice and love: the precious amalgam which robes the altar of the heart in splendor. Everything related to God must be 
entirely in gold. Your holocaust, a fragrance more pleasing to God than that of all the flowers on earth, must be offered on a utensil worthy of the Lord. Gold, then, 
which man has perverted as a metal by making it an instrument for sin, but which the soul wants to possess spiritually so as to offer it in worship of God. 


"The frame must be provided by your vigilance, ever watchful so that the scented fire of your love will not diminish. The rings are your good will; the shafts, your 
promptness in serving God, letting yourself be carried where He wills. 


"And you shall keep this altar constantly before Me. Before 
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the Ark of Testimony of God, who is your Savior, the Word of the Lord concealed by human flesh. Through this veil, I shall speak to you. For I must still use 
means suited to your condition as a living being. When the time for your peace comes, I shall then speak to your spirit, and it will understand Me exclusively by 
looking at itself in the light, of Heaven. 


"And Aaron shall burn incense upon it." 


"Who is Aaron? Why, I am! I am your Priest and Pontiff, and on the altar which you have prepared for Me I burn the sweetly fragrant incense of your loving 
immolation in the morning and evening. Morning and evening-that is, always. You must provide Me with this incense so that I may consume it. For yourself, for 
your brothers and sisters, and for the glory of God, let yourself burn. 


"In the east there are plants with precious aromas which, the more they are wounded and skinned by man, emit more of these scents. If they are left without cuts, 
they are in no way different from other plants. Green fronds and a rugose rind without fragrance. But if iron opens wounds, they then drip with balms, like tears 
wrung out by pain, which serve to perfume oils and protect against decomposition. And the plant must always be slashed so as to give and give and give until its 
death. If they leave it alone, the wound heals and the precious drops no longer trickle out. 


"Meditate and learn. 


"No other perfume or oblation or victim should be placed on this altar. But only the perfume of your charity, the oblation of yourself, a victim offered to divine 
Charity out of charity towards all. 


"And once a year,' Exodus says, ‘Aaron shall make expiation with the blood offered for sin.’ But I say to you, 'And every time I wish to, with your blood, squeezed 
out and sprinkled under the knife of Pain, I shall make a sacrifice of expiation for the sins of the world." 


"Do not lament. I go up onto the altar every day, thousands and thousands of times a day, to be consumed. There is not a minute or a second, twenty -four hours a 
day, in which, at some point on the globe, there is not an altar on which the innocent 
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Host, raised up, fails to shine. You still exist because of this perpetual and continuous holocaust of mine; the Father's wrath would otherwise have destroyed you 
some time ago, for your sinning surpasses the infinite patience of God. 


"What does the priest say at the altar? Pro me at omni humano genere. This is the thought of the priest as he offers and immolates. It is also yours: 'For me and for 
the whole human race Jesus immolated Himself. I, too, immolate myself for the whole human race, with Him, in Him, and through Him.' And consider -always 
consider this, every time anguish and torment burn and pierce and crush and nail you with instruments of fire -that all of your anguish and all of your torment serve 
to give a grace to the human race. 


"It is not sterile to agonize. It is not even a selfish agonizing doing good to you. It is an agony with which you purchase gifts of grace for the unfortunates who are 
unable to love and pray, or are unable to do so as they should. Therefore, when you agonize more, say to yourself, 'By this real cases of despair are canceled out. 
Thank You, my God, for using me for this purpose." 


"Go in peace, little John. Where there is charity and love, God is present, the great John said. I am thus with you, and you, with God, for you have understood 


love." 


July 26 


Jesus says: 


"Love, mercy, prayer, mortification, and the desire to posses God's gifts and holiness-undeniably praiseworthy sentiments-can be stained with impurity which 
ruins them and makes them unacceptable to God. 


"Purity of heart does not consist of having a heart enclosed in a virginal body or the heart's desire to remain like this. Purity of heart is so delicate that physical 
purity is nothing in comparison 
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to it. The latter is a massive wall against which Satan's attempts bounce back without serious damage. It is enough for people not to desire and not to arrive at 
violating themselves. But the former is a silvery cobweb, and even a blue bottle's wing can break it. A blue bottle's wing. The recklessness of a spirit ceasing to 
watch over itself constantly and carefully. It is then very easy for the holiest things to be stained with human rust, decomposing or at least being disfigured in their 
essence of goodness. 


"Love for God is impure when you offer God worship whose purpose is this: 'I love You because I want a lot from You.’ You may request and hope for everything 
from God, who loves you. But how much more beautiful it is to say, 'Father, I love You and want what You want. I ask only to do what You want. I want only 
what You send me, for, if You send it to me, it is certainly for my good. You are my Father, and I abandon myself to your love.' It is impure when it is to receive 
compensation. God should be loved above all calculation. Loved in Himself and for his own sake. If I said, 'Love with no hope of compensation,' when referring 
to one's neighbor, with greater reason shouldn't this love free from calculation be given to God? 


"Similarly, love for one's neighbor is impure when, among your neighbors, you love only those who love you, serve you, or are in any way useful to you. 


"I have placed no limitation on love for one's neighbor. I said, 'Love your neighbor as yourselves.’ And, aware of your tendency to proclaim yourselves to be good, 
kind, pleasing, holy, and so on, as well as your subtlety in distinguishing what it benefits you to distinguish -which would have led you to love very few, for in all 
you would have found defects, as compared to your virtues, defects which in your eyes would have justified your severity towards your neighbor -I specified, 
'Turn the other cheek to those who have already struck you and to those who have taken away your tunic with overbearance hand over your mantle as well. Love 
and do good to those who hate you and 
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pray for those who cause you suffering.' 


"I know the world's intelligence calls these counsels 'foolishness.' Pigs call pearls filthy stones and prefer the foul-smelling swill on which excrement and refuse 
floats to them. The world's intelligence has a lot of affinity to the tastes of pigs. But what is foolishness to the world is knowledge for the children of the Most 
High; it is intelligence and grace. 


"Follow this knowledge, intelligence, and grace, and you will receive a great reward in Heaven and supernatural comforts on earth, those comforts at all hours 
which the worldly seek in vain to find among the things of the world, and the more they plunge in, the more bitterness and disgust penetrate their hearts. There is 
nothing but God that gives peace. God and a good conscience. Two things which sinners are not on good terms with. 


"Mercy is also beautiful. But to be truly beautiful and pure, like a happy virgin going to the altar, it is necessary for it to lean on upright intention, as on the arm of 
a loving bridegroom to whom one's word is given. It otherwise becomes vanity and pride, and even giving is futile, as if you were to throw your offerings between 
Satan's jaws. 


"I said, 'Be merciful, as my Father and I are merciful.’ But does God the Father perhaps sound a trumpet or appear at the height of the Heavens to say, ‘Listen! 
Listen! Today I have given bread and life to so many creatures; I have defended so many others from dangers; I have forgiven so many others'? No. He acts and is 
silent. He acts with such modesty, with such reserved care, that you, O fools of the world, do not even consider that what you enjoy is granted to you by God, 
always too good to you; and you, that are not fools, but are, however, still very far from being Christians as you should be, say, 'God gave it to me. But I deserved 
it.' Oh! Oh! He deserved it! And isn't this arrogance already a source of demerit? And who can say this with the implication 'If God had not done so, He would 
have erred"? 


"From dawn to dusk and from dusk to dawn God is merciful 
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and beneficent towards you, and only some who are very rare exceptions among the children of God raise their gaze and heart to say to Him with a smile, 'Thank 
You, good Father. I recognize your hand in this gift." When you show mercy, do so only out of love -for God, to imitate the good Father; for your neighbor, to obey 
my word and my example. 


"Prayer! Oh, what a good thing prayer is! God has placed it in man's heart, like the need to breathe. Isn't it in fact the breathing of the soul? Without breath, the 
movement of the blood also ceases, and the body dies. Prayer is what keeps the spirit alive, always maintaining it in the sight of God. Two who see one another 
cannot forget each other. Isn't that true? Well then, prayer is to place oneself in the sight of God, as a son or daughter, and say, 'Here I am. I know that You are my 
Father, and I thus dear near to You. Who can I speak to in the certainty of being understood if not to Him who has taught me the Word, his Word?' 


"But prayer, like other things, must be pure. Not done for human gain. Among the billion prayers said on earth every day, 999 million are said to request human 
joy, money, and health, and sometimes they even arrive at asking for death to gain freedom from someone who is hateful for you, requesting misfortune for one of 
your fellow men who, rightly or wrongly, is guilty of not being to your liking. Can God do evil to make someone who hates content? 


"Only a million prayers are said to request supernatural aid which will enable you to rise to that perfection which you want to reach to do something pleasing to 
God, who wants you to be holy and reunited with Him. These million prayers rise up humbly and gratefully and say, 'Father, help me to sanctify myself. My 
weakness needs You in order to be strong. Father, I want to love You perfectly and cannot. Teach me to do so. You, Love. Father, I know and remember what You 
have already given me. Without You, I would be wretched in body and even more in spirit. Thank You, Father, for everything. I say, "Continue, continue with 
your benefits." But not out of a thirst for human well-being. More than for the flesh, I say, "Continue" for my spirit, to which I want to give back the eternal 
Country. O holy Father, your little creature is sighing at your breast. Support me 
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on the way so that I will not be detoured onto other roads and will come to You, my Rest and Joy.' 


"The desire to possess the gifts of God and sanctity is almost an obligation. What would you say about the son of a king who did not wish to possess the gifts 
which the king, his father, offers him, having his messengers say to him, 'Here there are incalculable riches for you, so that you may use them for your advantage 
and pleasure. When you need them, ask for them, and I will send them to you"? What about this son of a king who, knowing that his father has destined the crown 
to him, does not wish to put it on so as to continue the kingship of his father? The crown which his father, the king, has prepared for him is a sign of paternal love 
in thinking of his heir, even when the latter is in a land of exile. To refuse or neglect it is a disrespectful lack of love for the father. The same applies to the son of 
the King of kings who dies in indigence in his spirit because, with a blameworthy apathy, he does not resort to the treasures of the Father and never thinks of that 
crown: the holiness which will make him a king in the eternal Kingdom. 


"But why holiness? And what gifts? Holiness to enjoy God. Not out of the vainglory of being praised among men. 


"In truth I tell you: in my Heaven there are sanctity and saints with the most varied characteristics, but there is no one who has obtained sanctity out of the desire to 
be known and celebrated among men for this reason. One is there because of martyrdom; another, because he was a hermit; another, because he was a tireless 
worker of hearts through preaching; and another, because he consumed himself in silence and prayer; this one, because he loved my childhood; and that one, 
because he loved my torture. And also those who were knights of the Most Pure Woman and those who were heralds of the great King. But there is no one, no 
one, who is holy because he thought of being such so as to bear a halo in the eyes of the world. 


"You do not see the saints on the day when their sanctity is proclaimed on earth. But if you could see them in that instant, you would see the amazement of 
children who, while already holding a costly toy or contemplating a very beautiful engraving, see a vulgar rag being put in their hands or a shredded 
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drawing placed before their eyes and hear the adult offering such things to them say, 'See what a lovely present I am giving you!' The child looks and is silent. But, 
with the accuracy in observation which children possess, he thinks, 'But there's no comparison to what I already have.' And they remain indifferent to the gift, 
continuing to observe and caress what they already had. 


"The saints have God. What would you have seduce them more? Does the halo increase their joy? They already have a complete, perfect one. They have God. 


"Moreover, a very good, truly very good child-not a little hypocrite-when he sees himself being praised for having been good, thinks, 'Shouldn't I have done so? 
My father always tells me I must be good, and I thus have not done anything deserving praise. I obeyed my father so he would be happy." In his humility, he does 
not understand how great it is to be able to obey out of love and to make those who love us happy. 


"The saints, too, humble because they are saints, think, 'What did I do that was special? I obeyed the command of God my Father so He would be happy.' And they 
are already so happy that earthly festivities leave them indifferent. I said ‘festivities,’ not the prayers of the faithful. These are requests which far-off friends send to 


those who, because they are at God's side, can speak to Him more directly about their needs. This is charity. And charity, practiced to perfection by them in life, 
has become even more perfect since it was fused to Charity itself. 


"Desire sanctity with purity, then, and the gifts which help you to possess it. But with purity of heart-that is, with the sole desire of reuniting yourselves to God as 
soon as possible so as to love Him even more and to be of benefit to your brothers and sisters with your merits through the communion of the saints. 


"And mortification? Oh, let it be pure! How many useless mortifications you carry out! Useless and sinful. Why? Because they are impure. The ones stained with a 
desire for praise and anticharity are impure. To be good so as to be praised, to perform a penance to be noticed, and to sacrifice oneself in not eating a piece of 
fruit so that the world will admire you and then fail to be patient, humble, and merciful is really useless. What 
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do you want Me to do with your uneaten fruit when you avenge yourselves for the sacrifice of not eating it by stinging one of your brothers with venomous 
words? What you do want Me to do with a penance of yours if you are later unable to endure even what life brings you? What merit is there in being good outside 
the home when you are vipers in your own houses? What merit is there in wearing a hairshirt if you are unable to wear the hairshirt of my will in silence? 


"Remember what I said, 'When you do penance, anoint your heads and wash your faces.' Go ahead and appear to be unmortified in the foolish eyes of the world. It 
is enough for you not to occasion scandal, for scandal is always an evil. But if you seem like mere ordinary creatures and thus receive only indifference and no 
praise, while consuming yourselves secretly out of love for God and your brothers and sisters, your merit will be great in the eyes of God. 


"And if you are unable to impose penances on yourselves, oh, accept the ones in life itself! It is full of them! Accept by saying, 'If this affliction comes from God, 
may your will be done, O Lord; if it comes from a poor wicked brother, I offer it to You, Father, that You may forgive and redeem him.' 


"Act like this, beloved ones. And everything in you will be pure. You will then have purity of heart. And in a heart with purity God has his throne. 
"Go in peace, now. Proceed in my peace on the way of purity of heart, with the thought that the pure in heart will enjoy God." 


July 28 
John 9:31 


Jesus says: 


"The power of doing the will of God! It makes God unable to refuse us anything. Given the majesty of the Lord, He cannot be said to become the servant of 
obedient man, but the Most High, 
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In the face of his obedient servant, really seems to want to surpass him in promptness and, in all that is good, He hears him with prompt solicitude. 


"It is not many prayers that obtain results. It is doing the will of God. Prayers and resistance to this will mean nullifying prayers. Out of justice, how can you 
demand that God bend to your wills desiring something when you do not bend to the wish of his asking you for something else? 


"Consider how much power obedience to his will exerts on God's heart. I did not redeem you with any act of my own. I could have because I was God, like the 
Father, and everything is possible for God. I could, then, have canceled out the sin of the world with one word alone, just as I canceled out the infirmity, sin, and 
death of individuals. But to teach man to become a son of God again, I, God becoming Man, wanted to redeem through obedience to God's will. And consider 
what obedience mine was! When I had consummated it totally, Heaven then opened upon fallen man, and Forgiveness emerged. 


"Disobedience had disinherited man. Obedience made him an heir again. All that is eternal and infinite became yours again through obedience. 
"Learn, then, the way to be heard: 'To do the will of God out of love for Him.' 
"Go in peace." 


July 29 
Song of Deborah, Judges 5:2 and 31 


Jesus says: 


"If one changes 'Israel' into 'of Christ,’ one has the people of God, the one that, marked with the Holy Sign of the Son, will enter into the Kingdom which his 
sacrifice has opened to it. 


"Let the following be said, then: 'O Christians, who voluntarily offered your lives to pain, bless the Lord... For by loving 
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with generosity You have obtained the grace of shining in Heaven like the sun when it rises.' And you will shine without experiencing a sunset, for what belongs 
to God is eternal. And you are eternal because you are in God and in the crucified Christ, whom you imitate in the most arduous part of his example. 


"Remain, then, with peace in your hearts. Peace regarding all supernatural and human matters. I am with you. And the broadest indulgences descends upon your 
weaknesses, for your offering cancels out every tabes in my holy sight. 


"I cannot treat you with severity, you that continue the work of my Word. Beyond the severe visage of your mission, which in human eyes may take on the 
appearance of divine sternness, there remains infinite Sweetness, ready to pour itself upon you, like a wave upon the beach. There remains Love, that loves you. 
There remains God, with all his charity, sweetness, patience, and compassion. 


"Respond to my blessing by blessing Me. And, between Earth and Heaven, let there be an exchange of loving heartbeats to keep this unhappy earth -which does 
not want to belong to God and to his Christ-joined to the Creator, who comes to its aid, even if it deserves to be aided no more. Weave a web of love with which to 
take the souls led astray and carry them to the Light. Imprison them in this web of your heartbeats, linked to God's. Make the world remember that God exists by 
seeing Him shine in you, in every act of yours. 


"And be happy, thinking of your future. After so much darkness, how much light awaits you! After so much pain, how much joy! Your eternal day will be more 
festive than a rising sun. Forget the present horror, in which Satan and his servants agitate out of hatred for God and his children, by thinking of this Day. 


"I bless you." 


I thought it was Jesus, but it is the Eternal Father. 


July 30 


I don't know how I shall be able to describe, for I feel so ill with heart trouble that I cannot remain seated except with difficulty. 
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It's really difficult. I must describe what I see. 
I receive light on today's Gospel: the Ninth Sunday after Pentecost. 


What effort! I really can't manage... 


At 4 p.m., when I recovered a little, I wrote what I had had to write since last night. 


I was observing the Hour of Mary's Desolation, which I could not observe on Friday night, and, while contemplating Jesus lying on the marble of the stone for 
anointing, with his Mother alongside, weeping and kissing his pierced hands, I noticed-and wondered why-Jesus' face right after death-that is, when He was placed 
on that stone-looked more like the face of the living Jesus, in its thinness and beauty, than it did on the road to Calvary, on the Cross, and as it later appears on the 
Turin Shroud. Older and wearier, but slender and noble, as usual. 


Jesus replied to me: 


"Because on the road to Calvary I was heated, tumescent, with my veins protruding from fever and exhaustion, and with an initial swelling already from the 
retention of urea, following upon the atrocious scourging. On the Cross all of that further increased. After death, when the agony had ceased and fluids had been 
partially emptied out, both naturally and from the lance thrust, my face suddenly thinned. The lavacre of my Mother's tears also served to restore a more habitual 
appearance to my face. 


"But on the Turin Shroud the face of someone dead for several hours appears. The usual process of edema had already begun, then, all the more intense in 
someone killed with torture like mine. It is the transudates spreading from the serous membranes which make you say that a dead person looks the way he did 
when alive. It is the great pacification which death extends over even the most tortured faces. 


"In addition, consider that the image appears on a cloth and is fixed upon it through a process of natural aromas and salts. 
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You know that any stain on a cloth appears prone to expand. But in reality the features of my face on the morning of the Resurrection -that is, when I ceased to be 
covered by the Turin Shroud-were swollen in this way. 


"Life returned to the Living One. But during those forty hours I was quite dead and in no way different from every man who is a prey to death. I did not 
decompose because of the swift Resurrection. But my body was subject to the rules common to dead bodies, especially those dying of innumerable wounds. I as 
Victim wanted to annihilate Myself in this respect, too. All decomposition begins with swelling. Let this be directed to all who still have doubts about the veracity 
of my death." 


I am certain He said this because He has now repeated it to me, since I was afraid I would not write with precision after a number of hours. 


July 31 
Matthew 8:22 


Jesus unexpectedly speaks, while I am making my daily offerings and thus have not opened any book, and his voice resounds clearly and swiftly for me, 
mentioning the verse and bringing me to understand that it is today's lesson. Jesus says, then: 


"Let the dead bury their dead. The dead of the dead are vain concerns, the cares of the world, and affections felt in a human way. The ‘living! should not be 
concerned about these dead things. " 


(This is what He said at once. He then continued.) 


"I use the term 'dead' for those who, because they have not given themselves entirely to Life, are rendered heavy and slow, cold and inactive, like dead or dying 
bodies. The dead are not just the notably dead with no more trace of life-that is, those who, because of their sins, belong to Satan. Those who, because of their 
lukewarmness and quietism, lack impulses towards Goodness are also dead. They are like stones not buried in the depths of the ground, but resting upon it. A 
stone, even if it is not buried, does not move by its own power. A foot is needed roll it, a hand, to throw it, so that it will go further. 


"These souls, that I would call embryonic souls, for with their apathy they have atrophied, becoming ever so faint and extremely weak, are no different from those 
stones. Mercifully, my hand sometimes picks them up and tosses them, to see if I can make them desirous of movement. But they proceed only as far as I throw 
them and then fall back into immobility. My friends, with their penances, examples, and words, spur them on and drag them upwards. But as soon as they are left 
alone, they then stop-that is, if they don't slide back down to the place they were before. Attached like oysters to the cliff of life and like moss to the trunk of 
humanity, they live for these two things, which pass as quickly as summer lightning. I call them. I indicate to them, 'Come. Follow Me.' But they are unable to do 
so. To follow Me means to make life and humanity secondary and God and the spirit the principal concern. They are unable because they are unwilling to do this. 


"To you and my faithful disciples I say, 'Let the dead bury their dead. Follow me, passing above everything which is not of God. Follow me, neglecting every 
voice which is not my voice. Follow me, without any concern except to do what I ask you. My true followers must be even freer than the foxes and the birds. 
Without attachment to the things of the world, not even to the nest and the foxhole. An attachment which creates an obstacle to following Me, for I do not 
condemn a holy affection for one's native home. I, too, felt this. But, do you see? I was able to detach Myself from my home and Mother to do God's will. To love 
everything in God in holy fashion. Beginning on earth, start to love as you will in Heaven-that is, by giving those dear to you, relatives and friends, the assistance 
which charity suggests, but not the absolute affection which keeps you from loving Me more than them. You love them more than Me if, when having to choose 
between doing something pleasing to God and doing something else pleasing to them, you prefer to please them and displease Me. O my beloved, observe the face 
of your Jesus as you walk. Observe it as what is most beautiful and deserving of every gaze. Let others and other things be observed by way of Me. Oh, if into 
everything you do or say or love you were to introduce love for Me as a sieve, how pure and holy your affections would become! They would be stripped of all 
selfishness and, rendered more tenuous, but much more precious, perfectly precious, they would become a source of good for you and those you love." 


"I tell you this, little John. I want you to come without any noose's slowing down your flight. Rise up! Above what is earth. There is so much Heaven for you! 


"The foxes have holes, and the birds, nests. The Son of Man had nowhere to rest his head. But the little John has a pillow and a nest: the heart and the breast of his 
Jesus. But he must have nothing but that. 


"Let all that is not your Master and of your Master fall away. There are so many of the 'dead' to concern themselves with the dead...! Be someone who is ‘alive’ and 
concern yourself only with Jesus as Life. 


"Come and rest." 


August 2 
9 a.m. 


After thanksgiving for Holy Communion, as I say my daily prayers, I feel that jolt, shall we say, that special sensation I experience when Jesus wants to bless me 
with one of his graces. 


I shall never manage to explain this phenomenon properly It is like a warning received by my whole self. It goes to the soul, but matter, too, feels it. The soul, with 
a sudden, supernatural peace and joy, remaining as yet unnamed, but existing; and the body, with a kind of thrill which is at the same time warmth and a sensation 
of well-being. A sort of physical somnolence then comes upon me, and I thus desire to recollect myself in silence and solitude and abandon myself on the pillows 
as if in sleep. But in reality my mind and spiritual faculties are more awake than ever and see and hear and enjoy, living intensely only physical strength 
diminishes, as if from languor or fainting. But it is a great joy...! 


This morning I have sunk-and see it as I write-into heaps of heavenly snow, as if I were on boundless, extremely white snow fields against the clearest blue. The 
snow is formed by numberless hosts of angels: living pearls flying through the sapphire of the sky. Angels and angels and angels: light and harmony. Lights 
compared to which the whitest pearls and the clearest diamonds are dull and sullied; harmonies compared to which the most perfect and sweetest singing on earth 
is a discordant clamor. 


Festive circles of snowy light, circles around the even brighter, more splendid light of the Most Blessed Mother of God.. Such a sparkling light that I see Mary's 
face and hands as if they belonged to suns beaming out rays that are almost unbearable to the eye, in such fashion that her beloved face and dear hands joined in 
prayer are visible to me only with difficulty behind the veil of light which radiates out from them and surrounds then with a halo, a gossimer screen of glorious 
luminosity But, half closing the eyes of my soul before such brilliance, I perceive Mary's blessed smile, her gentle gaze, humble and chaste, so loving, with her 
eyes turned downwards-towards the poor earth and the poor Maria who I am-half concealed by her eyelids. The gaze of a humble, modest virgin, happy with her 
feast, but not proud of it. With her act, She seems to be repeating the Magnificat, which, if it is recognition of God's gifts to Her, is, above all, praise of God. 


I see nothing else except the festive angels and the Mother and Queen, standing upright on her shining underpinning (light in what is different from light rising to 
envelop Her in light), most beautiful in her dress of pearls turned into cloth, turned into light which is brighter than the light enveloping Her, and in her face and 
hands, which are so blazing that they surpass all luminosity 


What radiance is that our Mother! My soul has become white and fresh, as if, as I said at the beginning, I were on boundless snow fields and saw nothing but 
immaculate snow against a clear sky and under a bright sun. 


Oh, Paradise...! 


425 


12 Noon. Ezekiel 44 (If I Read Properly) 


Jesus says: 


"You have seen the Inviolate One rejoicing in Heaven, the closed Ark where nothing and no one could set a hand, for in the place where God has entered it is not 
licit for man to enter, or what is joined to man, blameworthy in Adam. For Her the end of life was glorious, immediate Life, for the one who had borne the Living 
One could not experience death, and the one who was not profaned by humanity could not experience the profanation of the tomb. But the great Queen, enraptures 
the angels in the joy of ecstasy, gives you another teaching. 


"The prince himself shall take his seat before it to eat his bread before the Lord,’ it is stated. 


"No one, no matter how great, can come into my sight unless he recognizes in Mary, the closed Gate where only God has entered, the Mother of the Savior, the 
Virgin Mother, and the Divine Mother. 


"I have joined Her to my destiny as the Living One in Heaven to tell you what her glory is. She is inferior to God alone because He created Her. But her maternity 
and her pain as co-redeemer make her exalted above all other creatures. The Gate of God, from Her there issue forth faith, hope, and charity; from Her, 
temperance, justice, fortitude, and prudence; from Her, Grace and graces; from Her, salvation; and from Her, God made Flesh comes to you. 


"O my Mother! For the Pontiff and for the least of believers, you are the holy ciborium where the Eucharist waits to be given to those who believe. All graces pass 
through your inviolate body, through your immaculate heart. And mysteries and truths and sacraments and gifts are known with true wisdom and savored with 
knowledge and fruit only by those who are able to request them from You, before You. You are the screen between the. Sun and souls and between souls and 
God, whereby the Divinity may be contemplated by man, and humanity, be presented to the Perfect One. You are the Mother who have given God to man and 
give man to God, instructing him with your smile and your love. 


"My little John, always come to Me by passing through Maria. It is the secret of the saints. She is the closed Gate that did not open and will never open through 
human violence, the holy Gate whereby only God may pass; She opens at the loving touch of a son or daughter of God. She opens benignly. The humbler and 
simpler the spirit turning to Her is, the more She opens and receives you. She receives you to teach you Wisdom and Love by holding you in her arms as a Mother. 


"Go, John, to your Teacher, who loves you. 
"What follows, furthermore, is for another group of people who are unable to be ‘little Johns’ or voices of Christ. 


"The Levites who separated from Me when the sons of Israel strayed away... will be the keepers and bearers of the house... But the priests and Levites who are 
sons of Zadok... will approach Me and stand in my presence... I am their inheritance." 


"This does not happen only with priests in the literal sense of the word. Let us take it in a vaster meaning: believers, or Christians, if you prefer. 


"The one who believes serves God. With Baptism and Confirmation you are committed to this. By fidelity to the ceremonies you want to say to God, to yourselves, 
and to the world that you want to serve God. You are, then, without consecration, little priests of your God. You should be such, for I call all of you around Me to 
love Me and serve Me in this life and the future one. 


"But what happens, then? Why, from the height of the Heavens, do we see too many Levites who, when the world goes astray, separate from Me to go after idols 
which, if they are shameful for every man whom Grace has made a son of God, are supremely shameful and a profanation for someone consecrated? Why are 
there other religions and other ceremonies for them? Why have they turned selfishness, sensuality, money, and ambition into their religion? Why do they serve 
deceit by having only a robe and not a priestly soul? 


"And why must I choose among the sons of Zadok those who replace the voices that have become mute and the lamps that have gone out? Out of mercy on the 
world. Yes. Out of mercy. 


"But woe to those whom I must reject for the role of keepers of my House, nothing more than keepers! In every century there were those chosen to replace them. 
Coming from every profession and social level. Carried by the whirlwind of love, they rose very high to purify themselves in the Fire and be instructed by the 
voices of the Divine Flame. They looked at God for an instant, with the sincere good will to see Him. And the vision consecrated them to his service. 


"And I thus say to you, 'For their faithfulness they shall stand in my presence; their gifts shall be pleasing to Me; I will instruct them in the Truth; I will be their 
inheritance." 


"Oh, come, O my blessed ones! Come-you, to whom the Truth has been revealed, not by the work of man, but by the will of God as a reward for your faithful 
love; you, to whom one may say as I said to Simon, 'Blessed are you, for neither flesh nor blood, but my Father in Heaven has granted that you may know Wisdom 
and know the Christ.’ Remain upon my heart. It is full of teachings for you and of infinite love." 


Jesus adds, "I wanted to give you a commentary suitable for today's feasts: Our Lady of the Angels and St. Alphonsus Liguori. " 


August 3 
3 Kings 19 


Jesus says: 


"Where am I to be found? Where must one seek Me to have Me at every minute? In grandiose things? In those alone? No. I would come too rarely, for life is made 
up of little things, and solemn moments are rare. This is out of mercy on my part. How could a creature withstand that was subjected from morning to night, and 
every day of the year, to the constant wear and tear of great pains, great struggles, and great acts of renunciation? 


"Life is made up of little things. The life with which you may conquer Eternal Life. But the little things should be observed with loving eyes and exact knowledge 
and be carried out with an act of love. They then become great things, even if they are minute. 


"Look with loving eyes and exact knowledge. I shall never finish saying, to convince you, that evil does not come from God and that it is the fruit of the marriage 
between your fellow men and Satan or of their thoughtlessness, if the evil is of small dimensions. The evil which makes you suffer does not come from God. 
When a pain comes from Him-as when He takes a person or thing away from you so that you will be more detached from what is human and freer to follow 
Him-then at the same time He gives you strength and peace. You have experienced this and know. Tell souls how different the pain coming from God is, even if it 
is a great pain, from the pain resulting from human harshness and hatred among brothers. 


"Therefore, when you live through the events of every hour, be able to discern and love and love and love. To love the hand of God, if He offers you things. To 
love unfortunates and those guilty of being wicked, if things are imposed on you by them. To love always. To do all things with love. Does it come from God? It is 
his will. It should thus be loved. Does it come from man? Make this human thing a precious superhuman thing by enduring it with patience and charity-provided it 
is not contrary to my Law. In that case one must be able to resist, gently seeking to bend those who want to do evil to good, with a capacity, however, even to die 
if they insist on their will, in order not to arrive at sin. The martyrs are not only those who have died through the action of tyrants. There are many unknown, 
humble martyrs who die every day because they do not want to do evil-killed violently or dying slowly, consumed by the gradual, but continuous oppression of 
those hating them because they understand they are their judges and are stronger than they are, with a superhuman strength. 


"But, to go back to the Book, where is the Lord to be found? In the strong, violent wind? In the earthquake? In the fire? No. In the light breeze. 
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"Oh, the Lord is always gentle with his children! He is always patient and merciful. He shows you a paternal face to win the love of good children increasingly and 
attract the prodigal children to Himself. What patience! If it were not infinite, He would continually have to fulminate with his disdain. Do not judge this to be 
weakness, however. He gives you life to convert you, O ungrateful children, but you will find every day of longanimity granted by God to no avail to be marked, 
and you will atone for it harshly when you are outside this earth, where you think you are masters, mocking its true Master. 


"The light breeze is the peace enveloping what comes from God and saying to you, 'Here is the Lord.' Hasten then to serve Him. Do not say, 'He is not fearsome, 
and I am thus not concerned." But, rather, precisely because He loves you, be able to love. With respect and confident love, be able to stand before God. Be able to 
say what the prophet said: 'I am burning with zeal for the Lord." 


"You should all be anxious to serve God. Most, however, are ready to serve man and to neglect God. Too many children of God have abandoned his alliance and 
destroyed the altar of love for God in their hearts, deriding the faithful children and oppressing them, sometimes to the point of death. 


"It is then that the Lord, to those who remain alone, like solitary palms between the aridity of the desert and the low-lying, bitter, thorny shrubs-the aridity is the 
world, and the thorny shrubs, the wicked, whereas the palm is useful, tall, and sweet in its fruits -says, 'Go, without fear. Your life is in my hands. You and, along 
with you, the seven thousand who have not bent their knees to the Beast and have not kissed it are reserved for Me. You are mine, in an absolute, eternal way, with 
an unlimited blessedness.' 


"But-the lesson is not over-as long as you are in the struggle, do not glory in God's predilection. Like armed soldiers, you have fought and have been rewarded, but 
you have not yet finished fighting. God is with you as your Leader. But the one who, after the initial victories, abandons his leader and remains content with the 
praise received cannot call himself a victor. The victor and strong one is he who follows Him until the end. Life is a war every day. You are the armed ones who 
win it. 

"The Enemy is known to you. He is one alone, but has many faces. The first is that of the Devil; the secondary ones are the flesh, the world, and money. Be 
faithful. Have you won? Let the joy of victory fortify you for new struggles. Have you lost? Let discouragement not demoralize you. But let the humiliation of 
weakness spur you to redeem yourselves with a victory. Only the one who has arrived at the end can glory in the Lord, for until the final instant of struggle the 
common Enemy and the individual enemy, which is the lower part of your own self, can make you bite the mire in a fatal fall. 


"Let whoever is armed not glory, along with whoever has laid down his arms.' Let him trust in the Lord, but keep watch unceasingly. The time will come to 
embrace your King. Weapons Will then be replaced with palms, and the noise of battle, with heavenly harmonies. You can then cry out your joy over being 
victorious. "Life is a war; the reward is Heaven. Be able to receive it by hearing God in the light breeze, resisting Satan, with his violent whirlwinds. Be able to 
bend your hearts to Me alone and have loving kisses for your Lord God. You have no other God. Serve Him alone, and you will be among the seven thousand that 
He has reserved for Himself, among the 144,000 John speaks about: those chosen for the true glory which is unparalleled and endless, who come from the great 
tribulation of the earth to rest in the Kingdom of God." 


Last night the great Queen, who had been present for me in her splendor throughout the day, became a Mother again alongside her poor daughter, who was 
suffering so much. No longer in the shining robe and the azure of Paradise, but in her usual dress of ivory-white wool, beside my bed, so gentle and good in her 
smile and caress. 


I took refuge on her chest, which looks like that of a slender young woman, and I remained there, caressing her hands, so lovely and small, soft and as scented as 
flowers. Scented with her fragrance as the Immaculate One. It is not a human fragrance. It must be the smell of Heaven. It is so beautiful, you know? To remain 
like that with one's cheek over the Mother's heart and feel her heart beating under the rough cloth and the warmth of her chest coming forth. It is beautiful to be 
able to play with her thin fingers, as with those of a mother. How many times I said, "Mother!" to Her. 


You will say I am repeating myself. But it is so joyful to narrate my encounters with Mary to you and myself that I cannot do without it. I prayed to Her so much 
yesterday morning as the Queen of the Heavens for the needs of all. Yesterday, with the confidence of a daughter, I repeated my requests to Her. For all. And 
especially for some that I want to save from pain since for them pain would mean despair. 


On rereading the life of St. Therese-who knows how many times I have read it now-I find this: "Placing myself in the arms of the good Lord, I imitated the child 
who in great fears hides his blond head on his father's shoulder." I exclaim, "I will hide it on the breast of the Mother. Jesus is the Spouse, Brother, and Lord. I 
shall lean on Him, but as a spouse and brother, and I shall take his hand, armed with the cross, as my guide. When He wants, He will encircle me with his arm to 
draw me to his heart. But it will be the position of a spouse. Transitory, then, and I cannot demand this at all hours. A daughter-and, moreover, a sick one-can 
always remain over her Mother's heart, however. I abandon myself upon the Mother's breast. And I do not consider this to be a defection as regards Jesus, but, 
rather, the opposite. I am certain that, by remaining like this, I shall always be close to Jesus, for I am most certainly sure that Jesus is always to be found in Mary's 
arms. If I were to seek Him elsewhere, I might depart from his way. But if I seek Him there, I always find Him. 


Mother, I choose your shoulder as my refuge. With my face against your cheek, I shall ask You for everything and hope for everything. A Mother cannot bring 
disappointment." 


If you knew how sweet it is to feel Her here, entirely mine..., Truly to feel Her and see Her entirely, entirely for me, alive and real, breathing, smiling... Yesterday 
there was ecstatic joy, entirely for the soul. Today there is also joy for my humanity I am unable to explain this complete joy clearly -this peace, this company, 
what I am experiencing, in short. One would have to experience it to understand it. I am alone, but in reality I am with Her, nor would I be surprised if, in the event 
I needed to have the door opened, I saw Her open it, or if, in the event I needed help, She gave it to me. Her presence is so real that I would not be surprised. 


Oh, I don't deserve all of this! The goodness of God is truly above every hyperbolic human calculation. 


August 4 
Job 33:14,19,23,29 


Jesus says: 


"No. Not once or three times, as Elihu says, but with tireless patience God speaks to you to lead you back to goodness. With dreams and -you know-inspirations, 
counsels, examples, readings, pains, illnesses, deaths, and all the gentlest and most severe ways, He addresses you to say, 'I exist. Remember Me. Consider that to 
forget Me and my law means superhuman misfortune." 


"If God were to speak to you just once to lead this spirit back onto the straight path, not one of you would arrive at the goal, which is Eternal Life. This is what 
those of the ancient Law could think. But since I have been reigning with my cross, another Law has been judging and regulating you, and it is the law of Mercy, 
which has become entwined with the Justice of the unchanged, immutable Law of Sinai, and it has embraced it and covered it over with its flowers to such an 
extent that the rough, severe stone has been entirely enveloped in a blossoming robe where every thread is an act of mercy by the Lord. The veil of my Blood has 
extended over the ancient Law, and it cries out to the Father, 'Mercy!' for your sake. 


"I, the Son of Love, came to establish Love on earth, and Love is patience and forgiveness. I, the Teacher, have taught man to forgive his fellows seventy times 
seven, as a way of saying that he should forgive without counting the occasions. But if I want this from man, from poor man, into whom -in spite of every wish and 
miracle of mine and all my sacramental assistance-hatred is injected by the Enemy-and ferments there because the flesh is a terrain favorable for the fermentation 
of Satanic vices-I must want this from Myself, who am Perfection, in a perfect way. Not seventy times seven, then, but seventy and seventy and seventy times 
seven-always-from the moment the light of your reason opens to understanding until the moment your final agony extinguishes it, I speak and advise and forgive, 
provided you come to Me with an upright intention. 
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"But the weakness of man is so great that on his own he would be unable to comprehend and act, repent and be saved. The weaker man is-and sin is weakness for 
the spirit, a weakness which, the more serious or numerous and repeated sins are, grows more and comes to kill the strength of the soul by consumption -the less he 
is able to comprehend, act, repent, and be saved. Through the Communion of the Saints, the infusion of supernatural strength then comes to him, which makes him 
able to comprehend, act, repent, and be saved. 


"Elihu says, 'If an angel speaks on his behalf, God will have mercy on him. ' In Job's time Heaven was populated only by angels. The just were waiting for Christ 
in their stay in Limbo in order to become citizens of the Heavens. But now the processions of the saints in Heaven and the saints on earth join with the angels. 


"O what a sweet chain joins and locks together Earth and Heaven and the saints in Heaven and the just on Earth with its golden links of charity, to surround the 
poor of the Earth in an embrace whose fruit is help and salvation-the real poor, those who are deprived of or endowed very little with Grace! 


"This sublime Communion of the 'living' spirits on Earth and in Heaven is too little known in its truth; its purpose is to communicate the Life they are filled with in 
being one with Me as Life to their poor sick, dying, and sometimes already dead brothers and sisters. Prayers to obtain an even more forbearing patience from 
God, prayers to obtain thunderbolts from Him, not of punishment, but of love, which will convert sinners, as Saul was converted on the road to Damascus, 
offerings for them, and secret, never sufficiently blessed acts of immolation which flow like the surge of an immense river to pour into the basins of the heavenly 
graces, whereby the more treasures are drawn out of these basins, the more they overflow with them, for all the just who are alive and all the saints who ascend 
nourish this ocean, initially formed by my Blood, with which I associate your tears and your merits, so that you may be 'one with Me' in redeeming and in loving, 
in suffering and in enjoying. 


"There was someone who asked you how and through what light the indulgences which are not confirmed by an evident miracle are granted. This is one of the 
rocks against which the spirits that are not wise in Faith founder or get stuck. As the good Teacher who want you to be wise and not ignorant -for to know is to 
love, to know is to be saved, and I, the King as well as the Teacher, want you to be saved because I am the good King, and a good king loves his subjects and 
wants them safe within the confines of his realms, not a prey to pain, indigence, and death-I thus instruct you in this truth. 


"The indulgences are applied by drawing the means for them out of the treasuries of the Communion of the Saints -from the coffer of the Holy One among the 
saints, I, Jesus, to that of the just. Like meadows in the springtime after a tepid nocturnal downpour which present themselves to the sun's kiss entirely covered 
with flowers, so, under the dewfall of Grace, I see just souls blossoming on the arid fields of the earth and living, smelling sweetly, and dying with their corollas 
stretching towards Heaven, into which they pour their life and fragrance, which, fused with the luminous life and fragrance of the blessed, then come back down to 
sanctify the earth. The sod that receives them and is able to bring a new spirit to blossom as a child of God on the arid flintstone is fortunate. 


"Are you perhaps afraid that the millions and millions of days of indulgences will not be covered by the sum of merits? Oh, do not fear! I infinitely multiply the 
merits of the saints because I fuse them to mine, which are infinite. Even if every man were to benefit from them every day, and for the total sum of all the days of 
indulgence of all the prayers on earth, the treasures of merits are so great that they would not be seen to diminish. 


"But do you fear that the one applying them applies them mistakenly? I said to Peter, 'What you release on earth shall also be released in Heaven.' If I, then, have 
given my Peter and those succeeding him the authority to absolve people of their sins and thus release them from the knot of the Evil One, it is logical for Me to 
have also given him the authority to take from among the treasures of Heaven those riches which remit your debt as well, or part of it, which remains after 
absolution from condemnation. If it is possible for the person invested with my spirit to judge and absolve, why should it not be possible to apply unquestionable 
wealth? 


"A sin may be judged personally This happens only rarely at my Tribunal, for I make up for the gaps in my judges and enlighten their vision. I leave only those 
who are not worthy to be such without light. But there is no danger for souls in this, for I compensate in their regard with my mercy, guiding them to other priests 
worthy to orient them. I am always vigilant. A sin may be judged personally. There are thus numerous differences among judges in severity. But the merits of the 
saints are certain and sure in their vastness. There is, then, no reason to fear that the Head of the Church and the heads of dioceses, in drawing from them 
abundantly, will one day seek to apply what no longer exists. Be assured, then. 


"I hear the objection ‘But is it proper to associate one indulgence or another with a certain prayer, practice, or festivity? 


"Do not worry. Even if it were not proper-but I have you note that in matters of worship my Pastors are divinely guided -even in this case, I would never allow 
souls to be deceived in their trust. One prayer, practice, or festivity or another, then, will give souls the indulgence applied to them through the merit of the faith of 
souls, a merit and faith which I never overlook, but reward without fail. 


"Let us, then, take into consideration as well the case where a Pastor grants an indulgence to something which does not deserve it. Even more, to something which 
is an error. Even more, when the Pastor is devoid of light because he is spiritually dead through mortal sin. Are souls for this reason deprived of the time of 
indulgence granted for that thing? No. Never. They, the good souls, carry out that thing for an upright, holy purpose. Their action thus starts from a holy point to 
arrive at an even holier one: the Communion of the Saints. If in the middle of the journey the tower of an error rises up, it does not block their coming, for their 
action flies and does not crawl, surmounting and passing high over the obstacle and coming to dive directly into the heavenly treasures, with no impairment of any 
kind. 


"I reward true faith. And remember a great truth: every act of faith is the fruit of love. Love is by itself the total indulgence canceling out a multitude of sins. Even 
if an indulgence has been applied without any authority, for the soul that out of love for Me seeks to acquire it, the indult of my infinite love is reserved and 
applied, which will free it from every shadow of spiritual death so as to live and see the Light. 


"Go in peace. I am with you." 


August 5 


Jesus says: 


"I have prepared you to meditate on my Glory. Tomorrow the Church celebrates it. But I want my little John to see it in its truth to understand it better. I do not 
choose you only to know the sadness of your Master and his sorrows. Those able to remain with Me in pain must share with Me in joy. I want you, before your 
Jesus, who shows Himself to you, to have the same sentiments of humility and repentance as my apostles. 


"Never pride. You would be punished by losing Me. Constant remembrance of who I am and who you are. Constant awareness of your faults and my perfection in 
order to have a heart washed by contrition. But at the same time great trust in Me. I said, 'Do not fear. Rise up. Let us go. Let us go among men because I have 
come to be with them. Be holy, strong, and faithful through the memory of this hour.' I say this to you as well, and to all my beloved ones among men, those who 
possess Me in a special way. 


"Have no fear of Me. I show Myself to elevate you, not to burn you to ashes. Rise up: let the joy of the gift give you vigor and not dull you in the sopor of quietism 
in thinking you are already saved because I have shown you Heaven. Let us go together among men. I have invited you to superhuman works with superhuman 
visions and lessons so that you can be of greater help to Me. I associate you with my work. 


"But I have known and know no rest. For Evil never rests, and Good must always be active to cancel out the work of the Enemy as much as possible. We shall rest 
when the Time is fulfilled. One must now proceed tirelessly, work constantly, and consume oneself indefatigably for the harvest of God. Let continuous contact 
with Me sanctify you, my ongoing teaching fortify you, and my special love make you faithful in the face of every trap. 


"Do not be like the rabbis of old, who taught Revelation and then did not believe in it to the point of not recognizing the signs of the times and the messengers of 
God. Recognize the forerunners of Christ in his second coming, for the forces of the Antichrist are marching, and, while reserving the measure I have imposed on 
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Myself-for I know you drink in certain truths not out of a supernatural spirit, but with the thirst of human curiosity-I tell you in truth that what many will think is a 
victory over the Antichrist, the peace which is now near, will be only a pause to give the Enemy of Christ time to recover his strength, heal his wounds, and gather 
together his army for a crueler battle. 


"You that are the 'voices' of your Jesus, the Faithful and Truthful One who judges and combats with justice and will be the Victor over the Beast and his servants 
and prophets-recognize your Good and always follow Him. Let no deceitful appearance seduce you and no persecution terrify you. Let your ‘voice’ say my words. 
Let your lives be for this work. 


"And if, on earth, you have the destiny common to Christ, his Forerunner, and Elijah ' a bloody destiny or one tormented by moral tortures, smile at your future, 
certain lot, which you will share with Christ, his Forerunner, and his Prophet. The same in work, pain, and glory. Here, I am the Teacher and Example. There, I 
am the reward and King. To possess Me will be your blessedness. It will be to forget pain. It will be what every revelation is still insufficient to make you 
understand, for the joy of the future life is too superior to the possibilities for imagining of the creature still joined to the flesh." 


August 6 
1 Corinthians 12:3 


Jesus says: 


"Lord,' you said to me, 'I prefer this to what I was then.' You have thus grasped how much greater it is to serve God and love Him than to love and serve a man. 
You have reached that point of intelligence, then, which ought to be in creatures, but is possessed so rarely 


"As a strict teacher, I have had to make you travel a whole painful road of teaching to bring you to this knowledge. 


"A strict teacher does not allow his student to have toys or other objects with him which are capable of distracting his attention from study with the remembrance 
of affection for family members or friends. That teacher seems to the boy to be too strict, even cruel, and he almost comes to hate him. But, when he has become 
an adult and arrived at a higher culture enabling him to be someone in society, he then blesses his unbending teacher and understands that his present intellectual 
manhood, his current well-being, and his strength of character are attributable to the constant strictness of his teacher. 


"And, on reflecting, he also realizes that the discipline was much more rigid at the beginning, whereas it gradually relented more and more towards the end. And 
he wonders, 'Why? Wouldn't it have been better to be affectionate when I was still a child and excessively perceived the difference between my mother's 
sweetness and the strictness of school? Wouldn't it have been more proper to tighten the reins when adolescence and early young manhood had made me less 
hungry for caresses?' But later, precisely because he was wisely educated, the student, now a man, recognizes that in this respect, precisely in this one, lay the 
merit of his education, and precisely for this reason he is now a strong person in life. 


"A strong one. What poor men are those who, brought up in soft conditions, are faced, as adults, with the struggles of life, which is certainly not so tender as a 
mother's heart or so benign as a family environment, but full of harshness, enmity, battles, and efforts. They are the ones who are eventually overwhelmed by life, 
or, in order not to be overwhelmed, they end up becoming dishonest, obtaining what they are unable to obtain by their merit by way of cunning. 


"I have been a very strict Teacher with you because I wanted you to be strong in spirit. You were too weak. Like a tenuous field bindweed, you needed to cling to 
others to give them the joy of your flowers of love and give yourself the joy of having someone to hold them up without seeing them fall under the foot of 
indifference and die that way, after having blossomed to no avail. I created a void around you, leaving one single trunk, very rough and immense, on your 
heath-too rough for the poor, slender bellflower, that was afraid of it. 


"You thus remained on the ground, experiencing scorching heat and earth and the very unpleasant taste of the arid dust. If you wept over being trampled on and 
struck by those who had not even seen you when passing by, whereas you had hailed them joyfully from a distance and had tried to lift your small branches, 
which joy had covered with flowers-joy and hope-the weeping thus got mixed with the dust of the ground and sullied the silk of your flowers with the even more 
repugnant mire of the dust. Poor flowers, which were stained with earth, whereas their mission, for which I had created them, was to be filled with Heaven! 


"Weary of being alone, trampled on, and soiled with what could not satisfy you-humanity, with its harshness, selfishness, and poor human affections, false, 
egotistical, and sensual, which did not understand you and could not suffice for you-you began to think of the trunk remaining faithfully in its place, at your side, 
whereas the other stems-reeds bending before every wind, nothing more than reeds-were being roused by a force which was mysterious for your ignorance at that 
time, but whose name was Divine Love. 


"What effort, poor Maria, to direct yourself towards that vault, to raise yourself until throwing the first ring around the trunk that was so rough, so rough for your 
weakness, so hard to embrace. With the tears wrung out of you by the pain of this harshness and fatigue, you had to wash away all the dust of humanity to become 
lither and lighter. For dust and mire become encrusted and weigh one down. But what joy when you saw that your first flower, blossoming against the rough trunk, 
was not struck by human harshness, did not wither in the dust, and was not sullied in the mud, but was able to give off its scent, caressing its support, become 
beaded with dew, only with dew that was fresh and purifying, and with ruby-like gems raining down from the top of the trunk to make your corolla more beautiful 
and stronger. Your first corolla to be filled with Heaven. 


"You wanted to have this joy again and ascended once more. Two, three, ten rings higher and higher on the rough trunk, and more and more strength and 
fragrance, and increasing dew and sky and rubies on the ever-more numerous flowers. When you were half-way up, you found out the name of that trunk: it was 
my cross. And it spoke to you in its voice of pain and love. On its wood you read the truths which are life, written with the Blood of your God; you kissed them, 
tasted them, and wanted to rise up to the top, to the place where a painful Face dripping tears and blood -your dew and your rubies-was smiling at you. You wanted 
nothing but this. 


"Your Master and Redeemer then made the trunk of his throne smoother, ever smoother and sweeter to help you to rise. For love obtains love in return, and mine, 
which already loved you to the point of wanting you entirely for itself, now that you loved it with your whole self, loved you preferentially. 


"Here you are, little voice, having arrived at the knowledge of your Good. From the top of our scaffold as redeemers/lovers, you gaze, not with desire, but with 
mercy, at the far-off Earth, the poor stems unable to come to the Cross, and you gaze at Heaven to pray on their behalf, because, united to Christ, you share his 
divine thirst for loving and saving souls. From the height of the Cross, you learn the highest knowledge and, like a bird at the top of a very tall cedar, you sing his 
teachings so that the poor stems will hear them and come towards the Light. 


"You have received the greatest gifts. But the gift of gifts has been love. And I teach you to rise more and more on the way which is sublime: that of love. If, 
moving from true love to small love, you went back to loving yourself in creatures-meditate on this great truth, which is the key to all human affection-your 
supports would loosen their grip on the sublime trunk, and you would recognize the bitter mire which fills, but does not satisfy. 


"Love-Me above all things. Because of all the good I have given you. Love your neighbors in Me, hoping for nothing from them, demanding nothing. Love them 
precisely because they are so unable to love and so unhappy because they cannot love. Love them, considering that all your neighbors are the work of God and 
that I died for all of them. Love them, thinking of my pain in Gethsemane, in which every sob corresponded to the name of someone for whom my death would be 
useless. Love them supernaturally, forgiving, pitying, instructing, being patient, and suffering for them. 


"Are you poor? It does not matter. Love does not have money as a means for expansion -supernatural love. Are you sick and powerless? It does not matter. Love 
does not have physical health and strength as a means for expansion-supernatural love. Are you isolated, and does the world ignore you? It does not matter. Love 
does not have material freedom and notoriety among the crowds as a means for expansion-supernatural love. 
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"My Mother was poor and ignored, isolated first in the Temple and then in her shy virginity. And yet She gave you the Treasure. And yet She brought the Word 
among men. She was silent and powerless, because She was a woman, and was regarded as a 'nonentity' by Judaism. And yet no other creature, except for Me, has 
spoken and acted as She did. 


"Supernatural love, perfect in my Mother, has worked the miracle of arriving at Heaven, opening its gates, drawing out its Treasure, introducing the Word that is 
Knowledge in the midst of the silence and ignorance of the sinful world, and distributing Life with the Blood which, like a river, had its source in the rock of 
purest diamond which was her virginal womb. She was able to give you Grace, the gift of gifts, O wretched men, who were like animals because of sin, offering 
her Jesus in silence and love, from the moment He took on Flesh to the moment He bore his Flesh into Heaven... Oh, separation! The martyrdom of my Mother! A 
martyrdom of waiting, waiting to ascend to his throne! 


"Let it be done to me according to your word,' She said before the angel, in the grotto at Bethlehem, in the Temple, in Nazareth, on Golgotha, and on the Mount of 
Olives-every time the Father asked Her for a sacrifice, and a higher and higher one, of her will and her love. Not so much because She is the Mother of God, but 
because She has known Charity-and prompt obedience to the eternal will is the royal water which tests the gold of charity-She was and is sublime. 


"Gifts come from God. Love is your merit. In the eyes of God, then, your merit resides in the love you possess. 


"I, the Teacher, with strictness before and with sweetness now, instruct you in the sublime Knowledge so that through it, as along a safe way, you will go very 
high. Charity fortifies you with its blessing so that you will always proceed on its ways." 


August 8 


Jesus says: 
"My earthly life may be termed a continuous Epiphany, for 'epiphany' means 'manifestation.' And I manifested Myself to men unceasingly for thirty-three years. 


"When and where the manifestation was not accompanied by a miraculous 'something' capable of violently attracting men's attention, always straying after what is 
less good, Virtue-practiced perfectly and in all of the forms by which it can be named by the Son of Joseph and Mary of Nazareth, the Son of Joseph the carpenter 
and Mary, a poor, silent, modest woman barely noticed by her fellow citizens because of her reserved life at home-was nonetheless such as to be a sign of 
supernatural manifestation. In the humble everyday virtues of love and respect for his parents, industriousness, honesty in work and honesty in gain, self-respect, 
obedience to laws and superiors, charity towards his neighbor, justice, temperance, and, even more so, in the senses, the Son of Joseph the carpenter was wise, 
and every act of his manifested a spirit in which God lived in his perfections. 


"But the world, and even the little world of Nazareth, never sees the manifestations of a virtue which, because it is of an everyday kind and connected with daily 
events, goes humbly along its way, blossoming with thorns which become roses only’ if stepped upon, being wounded and dripping blood and tears, and 
proceeding faithfully in the virtues. Let us, then, leave aside this daily manifestation lasting thirty years of the One who grew and became fortified not only in his 
flesh, but in his higher part and who, possessing by nature the fullness of Wisdom and Grace, out of love for men had placed human limits on these perfections, 
embodied in your indigence, along with his spirit, and allowed them to grow according to the rules connected with the ages of man, thereby progressing in a 
measured way while growing in wisdom and grace, as the Son of Man before God, his Father, and before men, his children and now brothers and sisters, through 
his Incarnation. 


"Oh, what light for horizons of divine knowledge a single word of my Gospel can open for you! In that ‘he became fortified’ and 'grew' in the Gospel of my 
childhood, what a mystery of perfect love and justice is enclosed! You read and pass on. Or you read and meditate, but you dip what is superhuman into a human 
substance. Your flesh is so strong in you that it overcomes the intellectual powers of the spirit. What thus happens is that only those who have slain the flesh, in its 
voices and overbearance, and made these ruins the base for the throne of the spirit-king are granted insights, through either the divine word or a divine infusion 
of intelligence bordering on perfection, for it proceeds from the Paraclete, who, by a spiritual incarnation of the Word in you, virgin spirits desirous only of an 
eternal marriage, infuses Himself and generates the Word in you, making you ‘bearers of Christ,' as the virginal Bride bore his septiform ardor. 


"I said 'bordering on perfection.' It is perfect, for it comes from God. But a human creature could not possess Perfection as it is. The creature would be dissolved 
by it. Dissolved, because the heart and mind of one living on earth cannot contain the total knowledge of what God is. The Infinite does not fit into the finite. 


"To know God is life and joy for the disembodied spirit. For the creature in exile to know God would mean to be struck by lightning. An excessively sublime 
ecstasy, it would destroy intelligence and life with the flashing of its spark proceeding from the Truth. The Truth, which is good, always clothes itself in a veil of 
flesh to make itself bearable for your weakness, to allow your limitedness to know God and live in the knowledge of Him, bringing Heaven into you, without your 
dying therefrom before the time comes. 


"But let us go back to the original topic. 


"It is such a great joy for Me as Teacher, as the One who loves you, to speak with you-that, like loving children, are anxious to hear Me and remain with the pure 
eyes of spiritual infants and with a loving smile around Me, who love you-that I am unable to put a rein on my joy in instructing you-O you that are dear to my 
heart, O blessed ones who still let Me be the 'Teacher' in the midst of his beloved apostles. For this reason, I, for whom love is a flood breaking barriers to pour 
itself out-and the barriers are the subjects and limits I establish for my teaching out of compassion for your weakness, which wearies of listening and retaining or 
writing-insert other subjects into the initial one to take you with Me higher and higher and keep you clasped to Me longer, beloved students and children with 
whom I am pleased, as is the Father, along with Me. 


"Let us leave aside the everyday manifestations of my life and take up the major ones. My Birth, the Presentation in the Temple, the Adoration of the Magi coming 
from the East, the Discussion with the Doctors, the Baptism in the Jordan, the Transfiguration, the Resurrection, and the Ascension into Heaven. Except for the last 
one, you have received the vision of each and a commentary by your God and his Mother. Through my commentary or by the light of your mind -a mirror directed 
towards the Light and increasing its luminosity by concentrating upon itself the Light which it reflects through the anxiousness of love and which mirrors itself 
therein in a loving response-you have been able to see how to every manifestation there corresponds 
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the sanctification of the ones among those present who have the 'good will' required of men to possess Peace that is, God. 


"The shepherds, the first ones to whom the Incarnate Word became manifest, were left sanctified thereby. Grace worked in them like a seed in the earth whose 
winter activity is not seen by man's eye, but which blossoms into a stem and spike when the time comes, and man sees it and rejoices, thinking of the future 
bread.603 In the shepherds Grace thus worked during the thirty years of my concealment and then blossomed into a holy spike when the time came in which the 
good separated from the wicked to follow the Son of God, who passed along the ways of the world, casting forth his loving cry to rally together the sheep of the 
eternal flock, scattered and dispersed by Satan. 


"You would have seen them if you had been present among the throngs following Me. Even more: you would have seen them as my messengers, for with their 
simple, convinced narrations they proclaimed the Christ, saying, 'It is He. We recognize Him. The lullabies of the angels descended upon his first wails. We were 
told that men of good will would have peace. Good will is the desire for Good and Truth. Let us follow Him. Follow Him yourselves. And we shall have the peace 
promised by the Lord." 


"Humble, ignorant, and poor, my first ambassadors among men stationed themselves like sentinels along the way of the King of Israel, the King of the 
world-faithful eyes, honest mouths, loving hearts, thuribles with the fragrance of their virtue, to make the air less foul around the Divine Person, who had become 
incarnate for their sake, and as far as the foot of the cross I found them, after having blessed them with my gaze along the bloody road to Golgotha, the only ones 
in the unrestrained mob who did not curse, but still loved, believed, and hoped and looked at Me with compassionate eyes, thinking of the far -off night and 
weeping over the Innocent One, whose first sleep was upon unpleasant wood and whose last was upon even more painful wood. This was because my epiphany to 
them, upright souls, had sanctified them. 


"And so it was with the Three Wise Men of the East; and Simeon and Anna; and Andrew and John, at the manifestation at the Jordan; and the fullness of sanctity 
for Peter, James, and John on Tabor; and Mary Magdalene in the garden of Joseph of Arimathea on Easter Sunday: and the perfection of holiness on the Mount of 
Olives for the twelve, forgiven for their moment of bewilderment and rendered faithful again by the love burning in them. 


"Gamaliel and Hillel, along with him, were neither simple, like the shepherds, nor holy, like Simeon, nor ascetic, like the Three Wise Men. In him, and in his 
teacher and relative, it was the tangle of the Pharisaical lianas that choked off the Light and the unfettered expansion of the plant of Faith. But in their being 
Pharisees there was purity of intention. They believed they were right and desired this. They wished for it by instinct, for they were just, and by study, for their 
spirits, discontented, cried out, 'This bread is mixed with too much ash. Give me the bread of the real Truth!' 


"Not strong to the point of having the courage to break these lianas, humanity still held him excessively as its slave and, along with it, considerations of human 
esteem, personal danger, and the well-being of the family. Gamaliel had been unable to 'comprehend God, who was passing by,' and use 'the intelligence and the 
freedom which God has given man,' in the words of Rabbi Gamaliel, for this recognition and this shift in thought, whereby he would have changed from a doctor 
of error-for men had corrupted Truth, turning it into Error for their gain-into a disciple of the Truth. 


"He was not the only one. Nicodemus, too, and Joseph of Arimathea along with him were unable to trample formulas and customs under foot and openly embrace 
the new Doctrine, and they came to it 'secretly out of fear of the Jews.’ The latter two were more advanced in good, to the point of daring to make the gesture of 
mercy on Friday. Rabbi Gamaliel was less advanced. But-observe the power of upright intention-his human justice becomes imbued with the superhuman, 
whereas Saul's is sullied with the demoniac, in the hour when the unleashing of Evil places them at the crossroads between good and evil, the just and the unjust. 


"The tree of Good and Evil rises up before every man, presenting the fruits of Evil with a more appetizing appearance, and among its fronds Temptation hisses 
with the deceitful voice of a nightingale. It is up to man, a creature endowed with reason, to be able to discern and choose only the good fruit, even if it is thorny 
on being picked, bitter to the taste, and base in appearance. The metamorphosis into softness, sweetness, and beauty occurs when the spirit has chosen and 
nourished itself on this holy bitterness. 


"Saul eagerly reaches out for the fruit of Evil, Hatred, and Crime. Gamaliel, overcoming the tenacious lianas of humanity and custom, by the flourishing of the 
distant seed of light which MY fourth epiphany had placed in his heart, in a heart with upright intention, and which he had received and defended with honest 
affection and a noble thirst to see it sprout, reaches out for the fruit of Good. His will and my Blood break the hard rind of that seed, which he has protected, and 
under the sun of the apostolic words and Stephen's faith, the young plant of his Christianity and his sanctity in my eyes is born. Forgiven for not having 
understood beforehand, his desire to become my follower is blessed by the Most High and turns into reality, with no need to be struck by lightning on the road to 
Damascus, as it was necessary for the haughty one, who would not have been conquered for the Light in any other way. 


"I shall make no other comment because it is not necessary. Little John, little just one who love those who are just and wish to know they are holy, you have 
discovered that Rabbi Gamaliel is holy in my eyes because he was just. Be just, too, increasingly. 


"Christ has manifested Himself to you as well. Not once, but on different occasions. Not only with his appearance, but with his wisdom. Let your justice grow, 
then, in proportion to his self-revelation. I shall manifest Myself to you even more and for a long time still. And, if you are always deserving of it, with my word as 
long as I will, and with my presence always, I shall thus be with you, until the moment you are with Me. I am now your guest, as in a new Bethany. You shall then 
be my guest-more than a guest, a wife. When you are taken up to the throne of your King, little new Esther, rendered beautiful and fragrant, not with feminine 
adornments, but because you are dripping with the oil of sacrificial myrrh and the aromas and scents of love and faithfulness and purity, and every virtue which is 
mine-you receive everything from Me. I have ordered my and your angel to adorn you and give you what you need, and I have given you seven plus seven maids: 
my gifts and my sacraments, for what belongs to the Love-Spirit is also mine. You will be loved more than so many others who think they are in place of favor and 
are similar to the resentful Haman and, like him, out of pride hate Christ's wise and faithful ones. And you will find grace and favor before your King and peace 
and blessings for those for whom you pray, since your prayer will be heard by God. 


"Now go in peace. The hand of your Lord is upon your head." 


In the evening Jesus adds: 
"Little John, now that you have rested, add this. 


"The Church, divinely inspired, remembers Gamaliel together with the story of the one whose martyrdom was the April rain making the stem burst into an ear. 
And it is in these days of August that in her annals the Church recalls the recovery of the body of Stephen and of him who found the way to God, sought through 
remembrance of my voice as a child throughout his life, the way pointed out to him by the enraptured gaze of my first martyr. 


"That's enough for now. I shall come tomorrow to make you happy. " 


August 9 


Jesus says: 


"Come, little John. Like the small Benjamin, the vision of whom you liked so much, place your hand in mine, that I may lead you through my fields of graces. 
Graces for you and for others. Gifts and gifts. For everything I reveal to you or say to you is a great gift. 


"You don't even know their value. Not the spiritual value. That is infinite for you. I mean the cultural value -historical, if you prefer. They are jewels of great price. 
You, like a child, find them placed in your hands and love them for their varied colors, but are unable to attribute any other value to them except that of a gift anda 
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thing of beauty and a proof of my love. Others, however, more learned than you, but less beloved than you, observe them anxiously and anxiously ask you for 
these spiritual jewels which your Jesus gives to you, and they observe and study and evaluate them with greater knowledge than yours and, if only their wills 
should so desire, with your manner of loving. But that is harder for them, who are complicated. It is only children who are able to love simply, sincerely, and 
purely. 


"You are able only to love. But always remain like this for Me. Take delight in the variegated jewels which I give you and then give them generously and happily 
to those awaiting them. I shall always fill your little hand with new treasures. Do not fear Give and give. Your King has inexhaustible coffers for the joy of his 
small ones." 


And I see the following. 


The first part of what bears today's date was provoked by the fact that I, throughout the hours in which I was awake during the night, had been thinking of the 
beautiful things Jesus reveals to me, and I was saying, "How good You are to your poor Maria! How many things You teach me! And how lovely!" I was certainly 
not saying sublime words. I was speaking exactly like a child, for, ignorant as I am, I am in fact unable to understand the historical value of the things I see and 
write and delight in them because they are supernaturally beautiful and make me live with Jesus or with Jesus' friends. For no other reason. And Jesus acts 
properly in having me live this way. 


Since you came here-that is, for the past month-it seems that I have been calmer and more serene. I have obeyed your advice, seeking to turn my gaze away from 
my condition as an exile in a town I don't like and cannot like, seeking not to say a word more, to myself or others, in this regard. Seeking to distract myself from 
the pain pulverizing me. 


If I examine myself with penetrating observation and sincerity, I think I have been at fault in my words only three times and even less in my thoughts, for every 
time my heart and mind move towards my house, my need for you, Father, and the memories of these months-my father's death, my mother's saint's day, my 
father's birthday, my mother's illness, because of which I can say I lost her on August 24, for I never saw her again after that date-I flee from them immediately. 


Look. Only on Sunday, August 6, did I dare to correct the sheaf of pages you brought to me-from March 30 to May 26 pages which thus contain the desperate 
chronicle of the black days. And I suffered unspeakably. I knew I would suffer. This care in not poking at the wounds on my heart seems to have extended a thin 
veil of skin over them, and they thus appear to be healed. It is not true. Rather, the wound, under the veil, which does not allow any outlet for its acrid humors, acts 
more and more on a deep level and consumes me. I alone know how my heart is breaking. To react was a vent. Not to react is to break. 


But I obey and break. 


Out of obedience I do not want to consider or recall that God allowed me to know hell. But that memory is in me, even without my knowledge. And if my spirit 
does not want to remember it, my mind does. And if my mind orders itself not to remember, my heart cries out. And if my heart is shredded to make it be silent, my 
flesh screams. When you have experienced hell, you never forget, even if you are in Paradise. I think that those who, for a mysterious reason, have undergone this 
torture on earth, will, in the light of Paradise, always see a black dot: their hell; in the sweetness of Paradise they will always taste a drop of gall: their hell; in the 
joy of Paradise they will from time to time be quite shaken by a jolt of horror at the memory of their hell. 


And I say to Jesus, "Don't let me think, my Master and Love. Hold my poor head in your dear hands so that I won't see, feel, or remember the past, the voices of 
the past, the memories of the past, and not see the shadows of the future, either... Don't let me think... Don't let me think, my Jesus. To think means to taste the 
bitterness of desperation and madness again. Have mercy, good Jesus!" And I lean upon the heart of the Mother, who since August 2 has always been close to me, 
a loving Mother who does not impose Herself, but I find Her again at once as soon as I seek Her as a refuge. 


But, if reading the chronicle of those days has done me harm, the other pages have done me a lot of good. 


On the first sheet-the vision of the death of Mary Magdalene-it says, "There is no waiting for Mary," and Jesus, with a caress, whispered to me, "For little Maria 
there is no waiting, either." And it then says, "I bless you, blessed one." And Jesus said to me, "I bless you, blessed one." 


And, in addition: "It is only I who have drunk the chalice to the dregs without tempering it with honey, and I don't want you to suffer what I suffered." And Jesus 
said, "Believe this for yourself. " 


And, in addition: "Our suffering must be yours." And Jesus said, "Do you see how I love you? I associate you with my pain and my Mother's." 


And, later, Mary says to John, "He [Jesus] did not take your bewilderment into account." And Jesus said, "It is true. I have not taken your bewilderment in April 
into account. Be at peace." 


And, on April 9: "I ask you for charity [in suffering even more in the Easter period] for souls." And Jesus said, "You gave it to me. With pain. But you remained 
faithful. Thank you." 


I shall not comment on the unfortunate twenty days. I shall only say that the accounts of these, as well as the others that were not continuous, but scattered in their 
agony among the oases of divine mercy, when reread now, at a certain distance in time, and in the arms of Jesus and Mary, still seem to me too gentle and 
moderate in relation to what I really suffered. I did not think I would still be able to remain so faithful when pressed so hard by Satan. 


And how right Jesus' dictations are, the first ones after the storm! Always right, of course, but these were right in stating my torment, which only He could evaluate 
justly. 


I did not go beyond May 12, for I correct on Sundays, when I am not doing needlework. But, in conclusion, I have received comfort mixed with pain. The comfort 


has been more than the pain, though. And that's enough, since my back is destroyed. 


August 10 


Jesus says: 
"You came very close to the truth, but did not reach it perfectly.622 


"Those who are with Me in Paradise and who, for mysterious reasons, have lived through an hour of hell on earth, as you call it, do remember, it's true. But they do 
not taste its bitterness or see its blackness or receive any more jolts of horror on remembering it. Here everything is light, sweetness, and peace. And nothing can 
cancel them out, not even the memory of the most atrocious torments undergone. But the memory remains. It no longer hurts, but it survives. It is a source of 
active charity. 


Never again say, my little daughter, never again say, 'If I can be elsewhere, I will not want to remember having lived any more. I won't have even a look any more 
for this painful earth, where there is so much pain and so much evil." In reasoning like this, you reason in a human manner. You must not do so. I have placed you 
outside the little base circle of what is human. I have already placed you in the infinite, joyous freedom of the supernatural. Strip yourself of all residue of the 
human with holy alacrity and a cheerful will. Be a 'daughter of God' in a complete way. 


"To be a daughter of God completely means to be one as one is such in Heaven -that is, to possess a love overcoming every obstacle of bitter memory, and, indeed, 
for bitter memories to be a spur towards greater charity. 
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"Look, daughter. When one is here, in my Paradise, one possesses Love, for Paradise is the eternal possession of God, who is Love. In possessing perfect Love, the 
spirit experiences a metamorphosis in perfection which overturns even the last residue of human justice. 


"Has a spirit suffered on earth? Precisely because it is aware that one suffers on earth, it has mercy on the earth and devotes itself to active charity out of mercy on 
the earth. 


"Has it suffered on earth on account of men? For the earth, in itself, is good. It gives you bread and wool, fruits and fire; it is not an enemy and cruel to you, as 
man is. But precisely because it knows that on earth it is men that suffer and cause suffering, the deified spirit thus feels a holy will to act in favor of its poor 
brothers and sisters in exile. All of them poor Those who suffer and, even more, those who cause suffering, for they obtain for themselves eternal poverty and 
eternal desolation. 


"My saints, from the beatific bosom of contemplation, do not cease for an instant to work for you that are still wandering in exile, and it is a great joy for them 
when a smile from Me orders them to come into your midst to assist you and lead you back to Good. 


"The Paradise of the saints has two faces. One looks towards and delights in God. The other is turned towards their poor brothers and sisters, and this watchful, 
loving charity will not cease until the last man has finished struggling on earth. The saints ask my Divine Majesty to grant that they may come to you to help you. 


"Do you see, daughter? Today my martyr Lawrence is looking at the poor earth and poor men with more love than ever, for, immersed as he is in Charity and 
Wisdom, he sees in that earth and those men one of the two main reasons for his eternal blessedness, and he wants to help them out of gratitude for their having 
been the reason for his glory. Even if you were in the place of temporary expiation, you would have this active charity. For the souls in purgatory do not yet see 
God, but they already love Him as in Heaven and already have the charitable impulses of the blessed. 


"Never again say that you want to forget the earth, then. My children never have an egocentric love, but, imitating their Lord, they beam out their rays like suns on 
the good and the wicked to call them all to the Light. 


"I, your Father-who have so loved the earth, a// of whose past and future misdeeds I knew, the misdeeds committed on it by men, and who tore my Word from my 
breast to send Him to sanctify the earth-have wanted to give you this teaching. My Thought knew that among the future misdeeds there would be the deicide. And 
yet that has not put a check on my love. As it has not checked the loving haste of the Word or the loving activity of the Paraclete. 


"Think as a daughter of God, and the blessing of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit will always be upon you." 


How sweetly the Most Holy Father spoke! A lesson which was one big caress, uttered with such great and peaceful majesty that-as you may notice, except for the 
word "deified," which I wrote again because I had left a blot on account of a sudden swerve of my hand-I did not have to make corrections or additions occasioned 
by lagging behind as the Voice dictated. 


I won't say that thing any more, either, then, and, beginning today, I shall think-and I say so clenching my teeth-of being concerned about the earth when I have 
left it. By trying and trying, I hope to arrive at thinking this without difficulty-if God helps me... 


How many things poor Maria has had to "not do any more" since she became a "spokesman"! I could say that I have gradually had to give up all my thought. I 
could say that the basic word for the loving divine conversations is "Don't do this out of love for Me." So be it always, though. It is enough for Him to hold me in 
his arms to keep Satan from torturing me with memories... 


Later, Jesus says (it is really Him, for I feel his caress): 


"At dangerous and stormy moments, a ship's master is always vigilant at his post. He no longer trusts his sailors, not even the helmsman or the first -rate seaman 
responsible for maneuvering the sails. He takes the tiller in his hands and gives orders and oversees maneuvers with the sails. Because he knows that no one can 
love that ship, whose master he is, as he does; he has put all his savings into it to obtain bread for his children, and every one of its boards, nails, and ropes bears 
the name of a memory. 


"One thing was purchased with the sacrifice of his wife, who wanted to deny herself a dress and a necklace to make the ship more beautiful; another was obtained 
through that harsh labor on a foreign ship, away from home for so long, work done to receive a large salary and achieve the dream of possessing the finest ship in 
the town; on that board the first of his children took his initial steps; on the other one the elderly father wept with joy on seeing that his son was now the master, 
and those tears were the holy water for the little ship... How many memories! 


"He does not want the ship to be in danger, for it is too dear to him, loved as if it were his wife or his child, as if it were part of his house... He watches over it, then, 
with vigilant love and in hours of danger does not cease for an instant to look after it, for he does not want to see it perish; nor does he want to see it suffering 
damage by crashing into rocks and shoals, or see it dismasted, without the wing of the sails because a sudden maneuver has let them be clutched by the claws of a 
chance wind. Nor does he want it to slow down, with its sails limp in the dead calm of a sirocco, for he knows how treacherous the sea is and how too deep a calm 
precedes a storm as soon as one emerges from the areas where the calm prevails. 


"This is what the good master does. And shouldn't I do the same with you? Look back and observe whether, every time a storm was brewing for you or was upon 
you and was shaking you, I did not take the tiller in hand. 


"Now that your spiritual sight is sharp and strong, you can see your whole life in its truth, in its truths-both human and superhuman. And in these you see the 
foresight and love of your Jesus shining like a star on the top of your mast. I did not let you seek the Pole Star of man. But I came down. I set Myself at the head of 
your own self, and with the magnetism of my divinity, much stronger than that raining down from the stars, I discharged fluids to tame events and call you to 
Myself. 


"You... for so long, in the mists of your humanity, took that Starlight to be just one more little light which annoyed your eyes with its constant twinkling. You... in 
the midst of the voices of your storms were not able to comprehend the Voice of that twinkling. But it was I just the same. And it sweetly lulled you to sleep or 
violently prostrated you; when I saw you were heading towards a danger of whatever kind, I would take the tiller and the sails out of your hands and steer them 
Myself straight into the open ocean of my love, which wanted you. When you were able to see Me, you were already away from the shoals and rocks. You had 
only to sail trustingly towards the Sun. 


"Go on looking. It is good from time to time to turn around to see the works which are as many signs of love left along our way by the one who loves us. Go on 
looking. A storm may also overtake those sailing on the open sea. It is not only near the reefs. And you have encountered many and will encounter many. But 
have you ever perished? Never. Why? Because I am with you. I allow you to feel these storms approaching. Indeed, I want you to know that they are about to 
come, so that you may fortify yourself in advance to face them, and also so that you will have a twofold merit in also suffering them in advance. In this, too my 
sister-spouse, I make you like Me and Mary. We knew our Passion far in advance... I allow them to come. Why? 


"A seraphic creature wrote, 'Many pages in my life will not be read on earth.' It is not only Therese of Lisieux who can say this. Regarding all souls, and especially 
the privileged ones, it may be said without falsity that 'many pages in their lives will not be read on earth.' They are the pages of the secrets of the King. Of the 
mysterious reasons for his conduct with souls. When, having plunged into the Light, you are able to read the immortal pages of the eternal books, you will know 
the reason for certain hours of yours. 
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"I allow these storms to come. Atrocious ones. Yes. Atrocious, extremely atrocious. I admit it, Maria, victim of our love -mine and yours. But when they come, 
neither do I limit Myself, a Star descending to sprinkle astral influences over. your way, to remaining at the top of the mainmast. I come even further down. I come 
alongside you. I take you-yes, Maria, it is as you wish-I take your poor head and poor heart in my hands and on the wounds in your heart pour the balms of my 
caresses and of my blood, dripping from my pierced palms, and I close your eyes and ears with these hands, which love you, so as not to have you see and hear 
the terrifying appearance and voices of the storm. 


"Do not say, ‘But in April You left me alone.' Do not say this. When a sick child raves, his father to no avail caresses and kisses him and holds him in his arms, so 
that he will not suffer harm and will feel that he is not alone. The sick child does not see or understand, and weeps: 'Daddy! Daddy! Why don't you come? Why 
don't you help me?' As long as the fever lasts, the child weeps and the father is distressed -the former, over being left alone, and the latter, because he cannot make 
himself be recognized. 


"That happened this past April between Me and you. The reason is one of the mysteries which will be read in the eternal books. But consider-and believe this, and, 
along with you, let those who witnessed your torment believe, and all of you should firmly believe-that it is a reason involving 'great' love. But you were in my 
arms. You were struggling and calling Me. You thought you were clashing against Satan and human wickedness. No. They were at your side. But you were 
bumping against Me. Me alone. Because you were in the circle of my arms and clasped against my breast. Not gripped by Satan. By Me. You thought you were 
alone. You did not hear my voice. But I was speaking in your hair. I spoke so much to your superconscious that it calmed down, like a child before the lullaby 
rocking him. 


"I am the Jesus who calmed the storms on the Lake of Galilee. He calmed them without touching the tiller and sails, with the dominion of his will alone. I can calm 
the storm roaring around a child of mine, holding him in my arms and commanding the winds and waves to be still. 


"Do not fear, daughter. Do not leave the circle of my arms and, in addition, do not fear anything. Even if the whole world collapsed around you, I would not have 
you experience desolation. I shall pour over you the ‘torrents of peace and joy' Isaiah speaks about. Even if you were left alone in an empty world, you would 
always find 'a breast to receive you-mine-and you would be rocked on these knees as upon a mother's.’ 


"Last year, precisely in these days, I said to you, 'I will be your father and mother and brother and SpOUSe.' Jesus never lies. I was, am, and will be this. 'For I 
have loved you with an eternal love and for this reason show you constant benignity 


"Go securely under the rays of the Star of your love-Me, Jesus." 


Two hours after this dictation I am hit by a very intense heart crisis and think I am dying. While prostrated in it, in order to die while looking at the Mother and 
Jesus, I place the image of Our Lady of Sorrows on my lap and that of my Crucified Jesus, the one on the back of which, in the black days when I could no longer 
pray, I wrote three verses of the Dies Irae and four of the Stabat Mater. I read and look at them and also read the card on which I wrote my litanies to God's 
goodness, which were also transcribed in those days from my handwritten prayer books so as to have them before me always and manage to say one word to God. 


And as I suffer and languish, I think and say to Jesus, "Jesus, You speak correctly. But in those days I was no longer able to say a word to You. Not even one...! So 
many days without being able to say that I loved You...!" 


And Jesus answers, and I write, though I feel I am dying, for this flower is too beautiful to be lost: 


"It does not matter. Prayer is the elevation of the soul to God. It is thus the soul's thought for Him whom it loves. When one loves, one loves even if one cannot say 
to the beloved, 'I love you.' The lips are silent, for there is space between the two and the voice does not arrive, but the heart is not silent. 


"Did you stop loving Me in those days? No. Rather, you loved as never before, for you continued to love without feeling a response by your Love. And you raved, 
mad with love, not so much because of what afflicted you as because you no longer felt Me. It was this that you could not resign yourself to... What name, then, do 
you want to give to this delirium, which kept you from saying to Me those well-known words, but did not keep you from longing for Me? What name, if not 
‘love’? The most perfect love a creature can have. Love for Me. Not for what could come from Me. For Me. Me alone. The love of your seraphic Francis: "Blessed 
is he who loves and does not ask to be loved.' Love in order to love. 


"You thus prayed not with your lips, but with your higher part, with the most perfect one. Be at peace. Since you began to love Me you have not ceased to pray for 
an instant because you have not ceased for an instant to love. " 


What a beautiful absolution! Blessed be Jesus for it. 


August 11 
11 a.m. 


I remain pensive over a conversation with someone I know. They all see the situation as drawn out and black... and I am in a hurry to go to my Director. 


Jesus says to me, "Be patient; all of you-be patient. Now, for everyone, it is a question of days." He says nothing more. I write no more, for I am intent on "seeing," 
and Jesus wants me to see. 


Midday 


In a pause in the "seeing," certainly granted out of mercy on me, I am thinking about how to practice the virtues for this Second Friday of Our Lady of Sorrows. 


As for pride and vanity, I hope to be doing fairly well after so many lessons received. Obedience to inspirations is even better, for it is very rare for me not to 
adhere promptly and totally to an inspiration I feel is coming to me from God. But in detachment from everything I am... slow. It is true that Jesus has taken care of 
it, to the point where I would no longer know what to give Him, for He has taken everything away from me. But serenity over the loss of certain things is lacking 
in me. I do not lament over my health or my life without affection... But I regret the loss of my house.. 


These are the thoughts I brood over, and the sweet voice of the Mother says to me: 


"Daughter, before going up to Calvary with me, as you give rest to your weakness, listen to your Mother's teaching. I want to teach you the perfection of 
detachment. 


"You must give my Jesus the most precious thing. You must still give it to Him. More precious than life, dearer than affections, more beloved than the home. One 
cannot slay memory... or impede homesickness. It is enough, though, to keep memory and homesickness pervaded with resignation. Then they are not 
imperfections. They are merits in the eyes of God. Thorns we enclose in our hearts so that they will be adorned with tears and blood and become jewels to offer to 
the divine throne. I, too, had them, and I know. 


"But I want to teach you the perfection of detachment. A perfection which is not a single event which, when overcome, does not present itself again. But it is 
perfection which presents itself hundreds and hundreds of times in life. Or, rather, in a year or a month of life. Consider the sum of eternal graces coming 
therefrom. It is being able to detach oneself from one's human way of thinking. 


"What is human thinking composed of? Half, of resentment; a quarter, of hypersensitivity; and the other quarter, of selfishness. Does a neighbor graze us with a 
corolla or a feather? Oh, to the extremely sensitive human self that being grazed is more than a whiplash, more than the point of a gladius penetrating and 
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searching! Egoism then explodes: 'I am the king, and I don't want offenses of any kind. I rule and don't want resistance to my will.' And hypersensitivity and 
merciless egoism then breed the resentments which do not fall way and attachments to one's own ideas. 


"My Son thus said, Si vis perfectus esse, i, vende quae habes. And I say to you, 'If you want to be perfect, come, place your way of thinking, attachment to it, and, 
above all, resentments in my hand. I shall throw them onto the pyre of Charity. Do you think they are made of good material? You will see that they are not gold, 
but straw that bums and leaves heaps and heaps of ashes. Think as a daughter of God. 


"Do you see my Son? He is under the cross, with the crown on his head. But He does not think of Himself. He says, 'Daughters of Jerusalem, do not weep over 
Me, but over your sins.' 


"That's enough. Go on following Him to the top." 


And here is another thing which "poor Maria must not do." That's it. I have written at the command of Jesus, who Aug. wanted me to come to describe the end as I 
was seeing it, at the exact hour-it's 3:15 p.m., solar time, on this Friday The very clear contemplation has continued since last night, with intervals I did not wish for 
and resumptions I did not seek. 


I have you note this. For I think it is important. They are matters so far outside my will that I cannot provoke or remove them, or make them clearer by 
concentrating, or suffer less by getting distracted. If it is something I love to see and I close my bodily eyes and ears to be more concentrated, I may lose sight of it, 
or it becomes darkened over, whereas it is clear, on the other hand, if God so wills, even if I apparently do and look at ordinary things. Only my face changes, and 
Paola sometimes realizes. On the 2nd, for example, my cousin Giuseppe also said, "What's wrong with you? You've got the face of someone who is sleepy, and 
you're very pale." 


In the pauses I received the two short dictations by Jesus and Mary. It is now over. At least for the time being. I don't know if, as on all Friday evenings, I shall 
later see the Mother weeping over Jesus at the Tomb. 


Mary's dictation was provoked by a thought of mine this morning. I was thinking that, since I have to appear serene so as not to worry the others, it would be 
proper for the others to do the same with me, whereas they all come to set down their little or big bundle of moans and then go off happier-they are healthy, while 
I, sick and very sad, remain with my and their weight of pain; and I felt very much like saying, "Is that so, friends? Let's keep our woes to ourselves a bit. Since..." 
And here the little devil of resentment and memory would leap out, even if silently 


The second temptation was to pay Marta back in her own coin by saying, "Until now I have done what others wished, with no advantage and a lot of harm. That's 
enough, now. I'll do as I please. Since..." Another appearance of the aforementioned devil. But the Mother soothes me and tells me "I must not do so." it is the 
holy refrain of my Teachers! By dint of not doing, Maria will no longer exist. But provided They help and love me... 


August 14 


Though I am very tired, for in the last seven days the Lord has used my strength... energetically and I have none left, I feel the need to introduce a note at the end 
of this notebook which will perhaps be useful to you. I am placing it here deliberately because, since Paul has now read the last vision, this notebook will not be 
taken in hand by anyone else, and this note will thus be read by no one else but you. 


I spoke to you and wrote-on that sheet I gave to you on July 11-about what happens to me in seeing people not as what they appear to be, but as what they really 
are within. A phenomenon which makes me suffer very much, for it strips me of illusions and makes me experience repugnance which I must overcome with a 
superabundance of charity. It is very sad to say, "Everything is futile for him. It's an incurable gangrene." And to have him near, smelling the stench of his master, 
Satan, who has a grip on him and doesn't let him go...! 


Perhaps you, on hearing that confidential remark of mine on July 11, thought-as I did, moreover-that this seeing someone with the face of demon, so ugly as to be 
repellent, also derived from my particular state of mind in being irritated with him. I, too, wanted to believe this. I would have preferred to think that it was I who 
was lacking in charity rather than have him be as I saw him. 


I have been obeying you for thirty-four days now, Father, and, as I wrote at the bottom of the vision and dictation on the 9th, I lack not only words of reproach, but 
even thoughts. I strive never to think of what happened and the way my guests have behaved towards me, in spite of the fact that faults in tact and affection on 
their part are still manifest. I exclude Paola. 


But that phenomenon remains. Just the same. I almost never see my cousin, and if I see him, it is for a few minutes a day. But on his face of flesh the other always 
appears... And I make an effort to avoid acts of fear or repugnance. 


In the meantime, I will tell you that, in spite of the fact that Paola and I have been pointing out the beauty of the dictations for the past month, in the Hour of 
Gethsemane dictated on July 6 and all the rest, he has not asked to read them any more. For two months now-June 18 to August 14-he has lost all interest in them. 
At first, when we arrived here, it was a weary, intermittent affair. Then it was absolute abandonment. It is not that I demand that they be read... But it hurts me to 
see that not even the literary beauty of the dictations seduces him any longer. I hoped that, by way of beauty, something would get through and beauty would 
serve to make holiness penetrate. However... 


So much for him. A very vivid and clear sensation. The clearest and hardest to overcome. Regarding the others, whether or not they are in the house, it endures. 
But, fortunately, no one else is in that pitiful state, and my spirit thus suffers less with its knowledge. A twofold suffering! Of human affection, for I am fond of 
him as a relative, and of superhuman affection, for as a Christian I would like his welfare. 


This painful knowledge is also an aid to me, though, in justifying all of his actions, which before, since the change took place in a few days, bewildered me, and I 
was unable to account for it. There is aversion not towards me as Maria Valtorta, but towards me as a "little voice of Jesus." The scent of the Master -which 
pervades me and issues forth from me, for I am literally saturated with it and can say that I live only in the circle of his teaching-cannot be endured by those who 
are enemies of the Master and are in error. 


Unfortunate creature! And how many like him there must be! And if after a year of continual contact with and reading of the dictations-from April 1943 to April 
1944 and beyond, sporadically-he is like this, what will he be like when he has returned to the coils of Satanism, widely practiced in his circle? These are painful 
thoughts, you know? 


Not regarding Paola. There are joyful thoughts, for I see that the seed has fallen into her and become deeply rooted and put forth solid virtues. 


That's done. And now onwards. Jesus said one should not demand to save all. I do not demand and proceed. 
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